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A.   M.    Vnto   all   yong   Gentilmen, 

in  commendation  of  this  Gallery 

and  workemen  therof. 

O  EE  Gallaunts,  fee,  this  Gallery  of  delightes, 
'^  With  buyldings  braue,  imboft  of  variant  hue  : 
With  daynties  deckt,  deuifde  by  worthy  wights, 
(Which)  as  time  serude,  vnto  perfection  grew. 
By  (tudies  toyle  with  phrafes  fine  they  fraught : 
This  peereles  peece,  filde  full,  of  pretty  pith : 
And  trimde  it  (with)  what  (kill,  and  learning  taught, 
In  hope  to  pleafe  your  longing  mindes  therwith. 
Which  workemanftiip,  by  worthy  workemen  wrought, 
(Parusde)  leaft  in  obliuion  it  (hould  ly: 
A  willing  minde,  eche  part  tc^eather  fought, 
And  termde  (the  whole)  A  gorgious  Gallerye : 
Wherin  you  may,  to  recreate  the  minde. 
Such  fyne  Inventions  finde,  for.your delight: 
That,  for  defart,  their  dooings  will  you  binde, 
To  yeelde  them  prayfe,  so  well  a  worke  to  wright, 

FINIS,  A.  M. 
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Owen  Roydon  to  the  curious 
company  of  Sycophanies. 

The  bufie  Bees  whofe  paynes  doc  neuer  miffe, 
But  toyle  their  time  the  winters  want  to  wielde  : 
And  heape  in  hiues,  the  thing  that  needfull  is, 
To  feede  their  flocke  till  winter  bee  exilde : 
Sometimes  the  Drones  the  Hony  combes  do  eate, 
And  fo  the  Bees  muft  flarue  for  want  of  meate. 
The  drowfie  Drones  doo  neuer  take  fuch  toyle, 
But  lye  at  lurch,  like  men  of  Momus  minde : 
Who  rudely  read  and  raflily  put  to  foyle, 
What  worthy  workes,  so  euer  they  doo  finde: 

Which  workes  would  pleafe  the  learned  forte  full  well, 
But  Sicophantes  will  neuer  ceafe  to  swell. 
Though  (learnedly)  themfelues  be  voyde  to  write. 
And  haue  not  knowen  the  height  of  Hellicon : 
Yet,  carpingly,  they  needcs  muft  fpit  their  fpite, 
Or  els  their  former  force  (they  iudge)  is  gon : 
Who  only  Hue,  the  feelly  Bees  t'annoy, 
And  eate  the  meate,  wheron  the  Bees  (hould  ioy. 
(Depart  from  hence)  that  curfed  kinde  of  crew, 
And  let  this  Booke,  embrace  his  earned  nieedc : 
Which  was  fet  forth  (for  others)  not  for  you. 
What  likes  them  beft,  that  only  for  to  reade : 
And  let  the  reft,  without  rebuke  to  paffe, 
And  heipe  t'amend  the  thing  that  blamelcffc  was. 
(Appclles)  might  suffife,  to  warne  you  wel, 
(Who)  while  hee  was  a  paynting  in  his  Shop : 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Came  in  (a  Sowter)  who  began  to  fwell, 
And  viewed  his  Image  all  from  toe  to  top : 
And  fcofte  at  this,  and  did  mislike  at  that, 
Of  many  a  fault  the  Champion  gan  to  chat. 
At  length  (Appelles)  angry  with  his  man, 
Dislyked  much  and  gaue  him  answere  so : 
(Talke  thou  of  that,  wherin  fome  (kill  thou  can) 
Vnto  the  flipper  (Sowter)  only  go. 

The  faucye  (Sowter)  was  abaffhed  much, 
And  afterward,  his  talke  was  nothing  fuch. 
So  ?  (Momus  thou)  no  further  then  thy  marke, 
And  talke  no  more,  then  flcill  doth  giue  thee  Icaue : 
But  in  thy  hart,  there  is  a  burning  fparke. 
And  (whiles  thou  liues)  that  fickenefie  will  thee  greaue : 
But  doo  thy  worft,  and  doo  no  more  but  right, 
The  learned  route,  wil  laughe  at  thy  defpight. 

PINTS,  O,  R, 
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To  a  Gentilwatnan  that  sayd:  All  men  befalfe, 
they  thinke  not  w/iat  they  say, 

SOME  women  fayne  that  Paris  was, 
The  falfeft  louer  that  could  bee : 

Who  for  his  (life)  did  nothing  paffe, 

As  all  the  world  might  playnly  see : 
But  ventred  life  and  limmes  and  all. 
To  keepe  his  freend  from  Greekilh  thrall : 
With  many  a  broyle  hee  dearely  bought, 
His  (Hellen)  whom  hee  long  had  fought. 

For  firft  (Dame  Venus)  graunted  him, 

A  gallant  gifte  of  Beauties*  fleece : 

Which  boldely  for  to  feeke  to  win, 

By  furging  Seas  hee  fayld  to  Greece : 
And  when  he 'was  arriued  theare, 
By  earneft  sute  to  win  his  Deare : 
No  greater  paynes  might  man  endure, 
Then  Paris  did,  for  Hellen  fure. 

Befides  all  this  when  they  were  well, 

Both  hee,  and  (hee,  arryu'd  at  Troy  : 

Kinge  Menelaus  wrath  did  fwell, 

And  fwore,  by  fword,  te  rid  their  ioyes : 
And  fo  hee  did  for  ten  yeres  fpace, 
Hee  lay  before  the  Troyans  face : 
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With  all  the  hofte  that  hee  could  make, 
To  bee  reueng*d  for  Hellens  fake. 
Loe  ?  thus  much  did  poore  Paris  bide, 
Who  is  accounted  moft  vntrue : 
All  men  be  falfe  it  hath  bin  fayd. 
They  thinke  not  what  they  fpeake  (fay  you) 
Yes  Paris  spoke,  and  fped  with  fpeede. 
As  all  the  heauenly  Gods  decreed  : 
And  proou'd  himfelfe  a  Louer  iust 
Till  (lately  Troy  was  turnd  to  duft : 
I  doo  not  reade  of  any  man, 
That  fo  much  was  vnfaythfull  found  : 
You  did  vs  wrong,  t'accufe  vs  than, 
And  say  our  freendfliip  is  not  found  : 
If  any  fault  bee  found  at  all, 
To  womens  lot  it  needes  muft  fall : 
If  (Hellen)  had  not  bin  so  light, 
Sir  Paris  had  not  died  in  fight 
The  falfeft  men  I  can  excufe, 
That  euer  you  in  ftories  reade  : 
Therfore  all  men  for  to  accufe, 
Mee  thinkes  it  was  not  well  decreede  : 
It  is  a  figne  you  haue  not  tride, 
What  ftedfaftneffe  in  men  doth  bide : 
But  when  your  time  fhal  try  them  true, 
This  iudgment  then,  you  muft  renue. 
I  know  not  euery  mans  deuise, 
But  commonly  they  ftedfaft  are  : 
Though  you  doo  make  them  of  no  price. 
They  breake  their  vowes  but  very  rare  : 
They  will  performe  theyr  promis  well, 
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And  fpecially  where  loue  doth  dwell : 
Where  freendfhip  doth  not  iustly  frame, 
Then  men  (forsooth)  muft  beare  the  blame. 

FINIS.  O.  R. 


The  lamentable  huer  abiding  in  the  bitter  bale  of  direfull 

doubts  towards  his  Ladyes  loyalty^  writeth  vnto  her  as 

followeth. 

Health  I  thee  fend,  if  hee  may  giue,  yt  which  himfelf  doth 

mifle : 
For  thy  fweet  breft,  doth  harbor  whole,  my  bloody  bale  or 

bliffe. 
I  neede  no  fcribe,  to  fcry  my  care,  in  reftleffe  rigor  spread  : 
They  that  beholde,  my  chaunged  cheare,  already  iudge  mee 

dead. 
My  baned  limmes,  haue  yeelded  vp,  their  woonted  ioy  to 

dye: 
My  healthles  hand,  doth   nought  but  wring,    &  dry   my 

dropping  eye, 
The  deadly  day,  in  dole  I  pafle,  a  thoufand  times  I  craue 
The  noyfome  night :  agayne  I  wifh,  the  dolefull  day  to 

haue. 
Eche  howre  to  mee,  moft  hatefull  is,  eche  place  doth  vrge 

my  wo: 
No  foode  mee  feedes,  clofe  vp  mine  eyes,  to  gaftly  graue 

I  go. 
No  Phifickes  art,  can  giue  the  salue,  to  heale  my  paynfull 

part : 
Saue  only  thou,  the  falue  and  fore,  of  this  my  captiue  hart, 
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Thou  art  the  branch  y*  fweetly  fprings,  whofe  hart  is  found 

&  true 
Can  only  cheare  mee  wofull  wight,  or  force  my  want  to 

rue. 
Then  giue  to  mee,  the  fap  I  thirfte,  which  gift  may  giue 

mee  ioy, 
I  mean  thy   firme,  &    faythful    loue,  whofe  want  breeds 

mine  annoy, 
Remember  yet   fure   freendfliip  had,  ypaft  betweene  vs 

twayne 
Forget  him  not,  for  loue  of  thee,  who  fighes  in  fecret 

payne. 
I  oft  doo  feeme  in  company,  a  gladfome  face  to  beare, 
But  God  thou  knowft  my  inward  woes,   &  cares  y*  rent 

mee  there : 
And  that  I  may,  gulh  out  my  greefe,  in  sacret  place  alone* 
I  bid  my  freends  farewell  in  hafte,  I  fay  I  muft  be  gone. 
Then  hafle  I  fail,  with  heauy  hart,  in  this  my  dolefull  cafe  : 
Where  walkes   no  wight,  but  I  alone,  in  drowsie  defart 

place. 
And  there  I  empt,  my  laden  hart,  that  fweld  in  fretting 

mone: 
My  fighes  and  playnts,  and  panges  I  tell,  vnto  my  felfe 

alone. 
What  (hall  I  fay.^  doo  afke  me  once,  why  all  thefe  forowes 

bee? 
I  anfwere  true,  O  foe  or  freend,  they  all  are  made  for  thee. 
Once  knit  the  lynck,  that  loue   may  laft,  then   fhal  my 

dollors  ceafe 
It  lyes  in  thee,   and  wilt  thou   not,  the  yeelding  wight 

releafe } 
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I  would  to  God,  it  lay  in  mee,  to  cure  fuch  greefe  of  thine : 
Thou  (houldft  not  long,  be  voyd  of  helpe,  if  twere  in  power 

of  mine, 
But  I  would  run,  &  range  in  ftormes,  a  thoufand  miles  in 

payne : 
Not  fearing  foyle,  of  freends  to  haue,  my  coQtenance  whole 

agayn 
And  wilt  thou  then,  all  mercyleffe,  more  longer  torment 

mee? 
In  drawing  backe,  fith  my  good  helpe,  is  only  whole  in 

thee  ? 
Then  fend  mee  clofe,  y«  hewing  knife,  my  wider  wound  to 

ftratch : 
And  thou  fhalt  fee,  by  wofull  greefe,  of  life  a  cleane  dif- 

patch. 
When  thou  (halt  fay,  and  prooue  it  true,  my  hart  entirely 

lou'd. 
Which   loft  the  life,  for   countnance  fweet  fro  who   hee 

neuer  mou'd 
Write  then  vpon   my  wofull  Tombe,   thefeverfes  grauen 

aboue, 
Heere  lyes  the  hart,  his  truth  to  trie,  tttat  loft  his  life  in  hue, 
Loe,  faue  or  fpill,  thou  mayft  mee  now,  thou  fitft  in  iudg- 

ment  hie, 
Where  I  poore  man,  at  Bar  doo  ftand,  and  lowd,  for  life  doo 

cry. 
Thou  wilt  not  bee,  fo  mercyleffe,  to  flea  a  louing  hart: 
Small  prayfe  it  is  to  conquer  him,  that  durft  no  where  to 

ftart. 
Thou  haft  the  fword,  that  cut  the  wound,  of  my  vnholpen 

payne : 
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Thou  canft  and  art,  the  only  helpe,  to  heale  the   same 

agayne. 
Then  heale  the  hart,  that  loues  thee  well,  vntill  the  day 

hee  dye : 
And  firmely  fast  thy  loue  on  him,  thats  true  continually. 
In  thee  my  wealth,  in  thee  my  woe,  in  thee  to  faue  or  fpill: 
In  thee  mee  life,  in  thee  my  death,  doth  reft  to  worke  thy 

will. 
Let  vertue  myxt,  with  pitty  great,  and  louing  mercy  faue 
Him,  who  withont  thy  falue,  fo  ficke,  that  hee  muft  yeeld  to 

graue, 
O  salue  thou  then,  my  fecret  fore,  fith  health  in  thee  dooth 

ftay: 
And  graut  w'  fpeed,  my  iuft  request,  whofe  want  works  my 

decay 
Then  fhal  I  bleffe,  the  pleafat  place,  where  once  I  tooke 

thy  gloue. 
And  thanke  y®  God,  who  giues  thee  grace,  to  graut  me  love 

for  loue. 

FINIS, 


A  louing  Epijlle^  written  by  Rupkilus  a  yonge  Gentilmanj 
to  his  bejl  beloued  Lady  Elriza^  asfolloweth. 

Twice  hath  my  quaking  hand  withdrawen  this  pen  away 
And  twice  againe  it  gladly  would,  before  I  dare  bewray 
The  fecret  (hrined  thoughts,  that  in  my  hart  do  dwell. 
That  neuer  wight  as  yet  hath  wift,  nor  I  defire  to  tell. 
But  as  the  fmoothered  cole,  doth  waft  and  ftill  consume, 
And  outwardly  doth  geue  no  heate,  of  burnyng  blaze  or 
fume : 
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So  hath  my  hidden  harmes,  been  harbred  in  my  corpce, 
Till  faintyng  limmes  and  life  and  all,  had  welnigh  loft  his 

force : 
Yet  ftand  I  halfe  in  doubt,  whiche  of  thefe  two  to  choose, 
To  hide  my  harmes  ftill  to  my  hurt,  or  els  this  thraldome 

loofe. 
I  will  lay  feare  afide,  and  fo  my  tale  beginne : 
Who  neuer  durft  affaile  his  foe :  did  neuer  conqueft  win. 

Lo  here  my  caufe  of  care  to  thee  vnfolde  I  will : 
Help  thou  Minerua,  graunt  I  pray,  fome  of  thy  learned 

(kill. 
Help  all  you  Mufes  nine,  my  wofull  Pen  to  write : 
So  ftuffe  my  verse  with  pleafant  wordes,  as  she  may  haue 

delight. 
With  heedyng  eares  to  reade  my  greeif  and  great  vnreft : 
Some  wordes  of  plaint  may  moue  perhaps,  to  pitty  my 

requeft. 
Oft  have  I  hard  complaint,  how  Cupid  beares  a  fway 
In  brittle  youth,  and  would  commaund  :  and  how  they  did 

obs^y. 
When  I  with  fkorning  eares  did  all  their  talke  difpife : 
But  well  I  fee  the  blinded  boy:  in  lurking  den  hee  lies, 
To  catch  the  careles  forte  :  awayting  with  his  Darte  : 
Hee  threw  at  mee  when  I  vnwares,  was  wounded  to  the 

harte. 
To  fpeake  and  pray  for  helpe,  now  loue  hath  mee  con- 

ftrainde : 
And  makes  me  yeelde  to  serue  the  forte,  that  lately  I  dif- 

dainde. 
Sith  beggars  haue  no  choyce :  nor  neede  had  euer  law 
The  fubiecte  Oxe  doth  like  his  yoke :  when  hee  is  driuen 
to  draw. 
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That  Ruphilus  this  wrote :  thou  wonder  wilt  I  know, 
Caufe  neuer  erft  in  louinge  vearse :  my  labor  I  bestowe, 
Well,  woful  love  is  mine,  and  weeping  lines  I  wright, 
And  doubtfuU  wordes  with  driery  cheere:  befeemes  a  care- 
ful wight 

0  thou  Elrisa  fayre,  the  beuty  of  thine  eyes 

Hath  bred  fuch  bale  within  my  breft,  and  caus'de  fudi 

ftrife  to  ryfe, 
As  I  can  not  forget :  vntill  deuouring  death 
Shal  leaue  to  mee  a  fenceleffe  goaft :  and  rid  my  longer 

breath, 
Or  at  the  leaft  that  thou  :  doo  graunt  me  some  releefe 
To  eafe  the  greedy  gripes  I  feele,  and  end  my  great  mif- 

cheefe. 
As  due  to  mee  by  right,  I  can  no  mercy  craue. 
Thou  haft  the  power  to  graunt  mee  life  :  refufe  not  for  to 

saue. 
Put  to  thy  helping  hand,  to  salue  the  wounded  fore. 
Though  thou  refufe  it  for  my  fake  :  yet  make  thine  honour 

more, 
Too  cruell  were  the  facte  :  if  thou  fhouldft  feeke  to  kill 
Thy  faythful  freend  that  loues  thee  fo :  and  doth  demaund 

no  ill. 
Thy  heauenly  fliape  I  faw  :  thy  paffing  bewty  bright, 
Enforft  mee  to  affay  the  bayt :  where  now  my  bane  I  bight 

1  nought  repent  my  loue  :  nor  yet  forthinke  my  facte, 
The  Gods  I  know  were  all  agreed  :  and  fecretly  compacte. 
To  frame  a  worke  of  prayfe :  to  fhow  their  power  deuine 
By  good  aduice  this  on  the  earth :  aboue  the  reft  to  fhine. 
Whofe  perfecte  (hape  is  fuch  :  as  Cupid  feares  his  fall, 
And  euery  wight  that  hath  her  feene,  I  say  (not  one)  but  all 
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With  one  confent  they  cry :  lo  here  dame  Venus  ayer, 
Not  Danae  nor  (hee  dame  Lede  :  was  euer  halfe  fo  faire. 
Though  Princes  fue  for  grace  :  and  ech  one  do  thee  woo, 
Miflyke  not  this  my  meane  eftate  :  wherwith  I  can  nought 

doo. 
As  higheft  feates  wee  fee  :  be  fubieft  to  moft  winde, 
So  bafe  and  poore  eftates  we  know,  be  hateful  to  the  minde. 
The  happy  meane  is  mine :  which  I  do  haply  holde, 
Thy  honor  is  to  yeelde  for  loue  :  and  not  for  heape  of 

golde. 
If  euer  thou  haft  felte  :  the  bitter  panges  that  ftinges 
A  louers  breft :  or  knoweft  the  cares,  that  Cupid  on  us 

flinges. 
Then  pitty  my  requeft :  and  wayle  my  wofuU  cafe, 
Whofe  life  to  death  with  hafty  wheeles :  do  toumble  on 

apace. 
Vouchfafe  to  eafe  the  paine:  that  loue  on  mee  doth  whelme, 
Let  not  thy  freend  to  fhipwracke  go :  fith  thou  doost  holde 

his  helme. 
Who  yeeldeth  all  he  hath,  as  fubieft  to  thy  will, 
If  thou  commaund  hee  doth  obey,  and  all  thy  heaftes  fulfill. 
But  if  thou  call  to  minde :  when  I  did  part  thee  fro. 
What  was  the  caufe  of  my  exile  :  and  why  I  did  forgo 
The  happy  life  I  held,  and  loft  therewith  thy  fight, 
Well  mayft  thou  wayle  thy  want  of  troth:  and  rue  thy 

great  vnright. 
If  thou  be  found  to  fayle  thy  vow  that  thou  haft  fworne 
Or  that  one  iot  of  my  good  will,  out  of  thy  minde  be  worne. 
Or  if  my  abfence  long :  to  thy  difgrace  hath  wrought  mee 
Or  hindering  tales  of  my  back  freends  :  vnto  fuch  ftate  hath 

brought  mee. 
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I  can  and  will  accufe  the  caufe  of  my  ill  fpeede  : 

But  well,  I  hope,   my  feare  is  more:   then  is  the  thing 

indeede. 
Yet  blame  mee  not  though  I  doo  ftand  fomewhat  in  feare 
The  caufe  is  great  of  my  exile,  which  hardly  I  do  beare. 
Who  hath  a  ftemles  fliip  amidft  the  truftles  Seaes, 
Full  greedely  defires  the  porte :  where  hee  may  ride  at  eafe. 
Thy  bewty  bids  mee  truft,  vnto  thy  promife  part, 
My  abfence  longe  and  not  to  fpeake :  doth  make  mee  doubt 

as  fall. 
For  as  the  fommers  fonne,  doth  make  eche  thing  to  fpring: 
Euen  fo  the  frofen  winters  blaft,  as  deadly  doth  them  wring. 
Vnsuer  thus  I  liue  in  dreade  I  wot  not  why 
Yet  was  there  neuer  day  fo  bright,  but  there  be  cloudes  in 

(ky. 
Who  hath  of  puer  Golde,  a  running  ftreame  or  flud 
And  is  rellraind  for  comming  nigh,  this  treafure  great  and 

good, 
Hee  muft  abide  a  time :  till  Fortune  graunt  him  grace, 
That  hee  haue  power  by  force  to  win :  his  riche  defired 

place. 
I  neede  not  thus  to  doo :  not  yet  fo  much  miftruft, 
I  know  no  time  can  change  thy  minde  :  or  make  thee  bee 

uniust. 
No  more  then  water  foft,  can  ftir  the  ftedfaft  rocke  : 
Or  feely  flyes  vpon  their  backes  can  beare  away  a  blocke. 
Eche*beaft  on  earth  we  fee :  that  liuing  breath  doth  draw, 
Bee  faythfull  found  vnto  their  mates  :  and  keepes  of  loue 

the  law. 
My  wretched  life  to  eafe  :  when  I  doo  feke  to  turne. 
Thy  bewty  bright  doth  kindle  mee,  in  greater  flame  to 

burne. 
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No  day,  no  night,  nor  time,  that  geues  mee  mirth  or  reft, 
Awake,  afleape,  and  at  my  meales,  thou  dooft  torment  my 

breft. 
Though  weary  lothfome  lyfe :  in  care  and  wo  haue  clad  mee, 
Remembrance  of  thy  heauenly  face,  giues  caufe  again  to 

glad  mee. 
Thus  Joyfull  thoughts  a  while,  doth  leffen  much  my  payne 
But  after  calme  and  fayer  tides,  the  ftormes  do  come  agayne, 
And  I  in  cares  doo  flame,  to  thinke  of  my  exile, 
That  I  am  barred  from  thy  fight :  I  curfe  and  ban  the  while. 
Would  God  I  had  the  craft  a  Laborinth  to  frame, 
And  also  had  a  Mynotaure :  inclofed  in  the  fame  : 
And  that  our  enemies  all,  might  therin  take  fome  paine, 
Till  Dedales  line  I  did  them  bringe,to  helpe  them  out  againe. 
Then  fhould  my  forowes  feace,  and  drowne  my  deepe  dif- 

paire. 
Then  (hould  my  life  be  bleft  with  Joyes :  and  raifde  aboue 

the  ayre. 
But  as  the  mazed  birde,  for  feare  dare  flcantly  fly, 
When  hee  hath  fcapte  the  Falcons  foote :  euen  fo  I  know 

fliould  I 
Scarfe  able  be  to  fpeake,  or  any  word  to  fay, 
Leaft  Argus  wayting  ielous  eyes,  might  haply  mee  bewray. 
But  oh  Elrifa  mine,  why  doo  I  flir  fuch  war 
Within  my  felfe  to  thinke  of  this  :  and  yet  thy  loue  fo  far  f 
Why  rather  fhould  not  I :  giue  vp  the  life  I  haue 
And  yeeld  my  weary  wretched  corps :  vnto  the  gaping 

graue. 
If  I  hopte  not  that  thou  with  faith  didft  binde  thy  life. 
This  hand  of  mine  with  bloody  fworde,  fhould  fliint  my 

cruel  ftrife. 
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No  length  of  lingring  time  :  no  diftance  can  remooue, 
The  fayth  that  I  haue  vowed  to  thee :  nor  alter  once  my 

loue. 
Beleeue  this  to  bee  true,  that  ftreames  (hall  foner  turne, 
Or  frofen  Ice  to  fier  coales,  on  blafmg  flame  to  burne, 
Then  I  will  feke  to  change :  or  alter  once  my  minde, 
All  plagues  I  pray  may  fall  on  me,  if  I  be  found  vnkinde. 
Or  if  I  meane  to  fwarue  while  I  haue  liuing  breath 
God  graunt  my  end  then  may  be  fuch  as  Agamemnons 

death. 
I  wifli  thy  life  no  harme :  but  yet  I  woulde  thou  knew 
The  wofuU  ende  that  Crefled  made,  becaufe  fhee  was  vntrue. 
Thofe  angry  gods  or  men,  afonder  that  doo  fet  vs, 
Shal  neuer  pearce  our  mindes  in  twaine  nor  eke  to  loue  can 

let  vs. 
As  well  they  may  deuide  the  fier  from  the  flame, 
And  euery  beafl  that  now  is  wilde,  as  foone  fliall  be  made 

tame. 
Let  not  this  piftle  long,  my  fute  with  thee  deface, 
Who  pleadeth  for  his  life  thou  knowefl :  at  large  muft  tel 

his  cafe. 

And  all  thefe  wordes  I  write,  to  one  effeft  do  tende, 
I  am  all  thine,  and  not  mine  owne  :  and  herewithal  to  ende. 
I  pray  thee  to  regarde  :  thy  health  and  my  requeft, 
And  that  my  loue  doo  neuer  fleet  out  of  thy  fecret  breft. 

FWIB. 
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Narfeius  a  wofull  youthy  in  his  exile  writeth  to  Rofana  his 

beloued  mijireffe,  to  ajfure  Iter  of  his  faithfull 

conjiafuie,  requiting  t/ie  like  of  her. 

To  ftay  thy  mufinge  minde :  hee  did  this  piftle  frame, 
That  holds  thee  deere,  &  loues  thee  moft  :  Narfetus  is  his 

name 
Would  God  thy  frend  had  brought :  y®  health  y*  here  he 

fendes 
I  (hould  haue  feene  my  lacking  ioy,  and  heale  that  hart 

that  rendes, 
And  redy  is  eche  hower :  to  funder  ftill  in  twaine, 
Saue  now  this  piftle  that  I  write  :  doth  leffen  wel  my  paine, 
And  helpes  mee  to  vpholde  a  lingring  lothfome  life, 
Awaiting  ftill  the  blifsfull  hower,  when  death  (hall  ftinte 

the  ftrife. 
What  dooth  it  mee  preuaile :  to  haue  king  Crefus  wealth, 
Or  who  doth  ioy  in  golden  Giues,  imprifoned  with  his  health, 
I  fweare  by  loue  to  thee,  whofe  godhead  is  aye  iuft, 
Thefe  wordes  I  write  are  not  vntrue  :  then  do  mee  not 

miftruft. 
Thy  felfe  flialbe  the  iudge  :  and  if  thou  lift  to  vewe. 
The  bared  bones,  the  hollow  lookes,  the  pale  and  ledy  hew, 
The  ftealing  ftrides  I  draw :  the  wp  and  dreadfull  feares 
The  boyling  breft  with  bitter  brine,  the  eyes  be  fprent  with 

teares 
The  (kant  and  hungry  meales :  the  feldome  flepe  I  take. 
The  dainty  dames  that  others  joy,  no  ieft  to  mee  do  make 
Thefe  hated  hatefuU  harmes :  when  I  them  feele  to  greeue 

mee, 
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Remembrance  of  thy  beuty  bright,  doth  ftraight  again 

releeue  mee 
And  then  I  cal  to  minde,  thy  fhape  and  cumly  grace, 
Thy  heauenly  hew  thy  fugred  words,  thy  fweet  entifmg  face 
The  pleafant  paffed  fportes :  that  fpent  the  day  to  ende, 
The  lothfome  lookes  that  liked  not  to  leue  fo  foone  thy 

freend. 
Sith  froward  fortune  hath,  my  Myftreffe  thus  bereft  mee, 
Perforce  I  yeeld  and  am  content,  to  Hke  the  lot  is  left  mee. 
If  Pyramus  were  fad,  when  hee  found  Thisby  flayne, 
If  Creflids craft  and  falfmg  fayth :  did  Troylus  turne  to  payne, 
Eneas  traytor  falfe :  oh  treafon  that  hee  did. 
With  bloody  woundes  and  murdering  fword,  Queene  Didos 

lyfe  hath  rid. 
If  thefe  haue  won  by  death  and  end  of  pyning  payne. 
And  I  aliue  with  torments  great  in  dying  deathes  remaine. 
The  found  of  inftruments  :  or  mufickes  pleafant  noyce. 
Or  riches  rule,  or  proude  eftate,  doth  caufe  mee  to  reioyce, 
Or  Venus  damfels  deere,  do  pleafe  mee  euen  as  well. 
As  dying  bodies  ioy  to  here,  for  them  a  pafTmg  bell. 
The  greefes  that  gripe  my  hart,  and  dayly  do  me  flay 
It  leflen  would  much  of  the  fmart,  if  thou  vouchfafe  to  fay  : 
God  graunt  his  weary  life  :  and  forrowes  to  aflwage, 
God  yeeld  him  health  and  happy  dayes  with  honor  in 

his  age. 
Thefe  wordes  would  win  my  life,  difpaired  now  to  death. 
Thou  fliould    but  faue   that  is  thine  own,  while  I  haue 

liuing  breath. 
What  heapes  of  haples  hopes,  on  mee  fhall  chance  to  fall, 
So  thou  doo  Hue  in  blifsfull  ftatc :  no  force  for  mee  at  all. 
Amid  my  greateft  greefe,  the  greateft  care  I  haue. 
Is  how  to  wifli  and  will  thee  good :  and  moft  thy  honour  faue. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


The  Gallery  of  gallant  Inneiitions.  2 1 

Bee  faythfuU  found  therfore,  bee  conftant  true  and  iuft 
If  thou  betray  thy  loving  freend,  whom  hensforth  (hall 

Itruft? 
When  flial  I  fpeake  with  thee  ?  when  fhal  I  thee  embrace  ? 
When  will  the  gods  appeafe  their  wrath  ?  when  flial  I 

haue  futch  grace  ? 
Hath  loue  forgotten  dame  Lede  for  loue :  and  how  hee 

prayed  her, 
Transformed  like  a  fwan  at  length:  the  feely  foule  hee 

trayde  her. 
When  faire  frefh  Danae  was  clofed  vp  in  tower : 
Did  hee  not  raine  himfelfe  a  drop,  amidft  the  golden  fliower 
And  fell  into  her  lap  :  from  top  of  chimney  hie  ? 
The  great  delight  of  his  long  loue  :  he  did  attaine  thereby, 
What  cruell  gods  be  thefe  ?  what  trefpaffe  haue  I  doone  ? 
That  I  am  banifht  thus  from  thee,  what  conqueft  haue 

they  woon  ? 
I  know  their  power  deuine :  can  for  a  while  remooue  mee, 
But  whilfte  I  Hue,  and  after  death,  my  foul,  ftiall  likewife 

loue  thee. 
Not  Alcumena  fliee,  for  whom  the  treble  night 
Was  fhaped  firft,  can  well  compare  with  thee  for  bewty 

bright 
Not  Troylus  fifter  too,  whom  cruell  Pirrhus  flew, 
Nor  (hee,  the  price  of  ten   yeeres  wars,  whom  yet  the 

Greekes  do  rew. 
Nor  (hee  Penelope,  whofe  chaftnes  wan  her  fame. 
Can  match  with  thee  Rofina  chafte:  I  fee  her  blufli  for 

(hame. 
The  childe  of  mighty  loue,  that  bred  within  his  braine 
Shall  yeeld  the  palnie  of  filed  fpeeche,  to  thee  that  doth 

her  ftaine. 
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And  euery  wight  on  earth :  that  liuing  breath  do  draw, 
Lo  here  your  queene  fent  from  aboue,  to  kepe  you  all 

in  awe 
But  nowe  I  fine  my  talke,  I  finde  my  wits  to  dull, 
There  liueth  none  that  can  fet  forth  thy  vertues  at  the  ful. 
Yet  this  I  dare  well  fay,  and  dare  it  to  auowe, 
The  Gods  do  feare  Rofinas  fliape :  and  bewty  doth  alowe. 
In  Tantalus  toyle  I  Hue :  and  want  that  mod  I  would, 
With  wilhing  vowes  I  fpeake,  I  pray :  yet  lacke  the  thing 

I  fhould. 
I  fee  that  I  do  want :  I  reach,  it  runnes  mee  fro  : 
I  haue  and  lacke,  that  I  loue  moft,  and  lotheft  to  forgo. 
But  oh  Rofanna  dere  :  fince  time  of  my  exile 
How  haft  thou  done  ?  and  dooft  thou  Hue :  how  haft  thou 

fpent  the  while  ? 
How  ftandeth  health  with  thee  ?  and  art  thou  glad  of 

chere  ? 
God  graunt  thofe  happy  reftful  dayes,  increafe  may  ftill 

each  yere. 
If  any  greefe  or  care,  do  vex  thy  wofull  hart, 
Then  God  I  pray  to  giue  thee  eafe,  and  fwagement  of  the 

fmart. 
Yet  this  I  doo  defire,  that  thou  be  found  to  abide 
A  freend :  euen  fuch  as  flial  miflike,  with  fodaine  change 

to  Aide. 
If  pleafure  now  thou  haft,  to  fpend  the  dreiry  day. 
Read  then  this  piftle  of  my  hande,  to  driue  the  time  away. 
If  all  thy  freendes  aliue :  would  from  thy  frendfhip  fwarue, 
A  thoufand  deathes  I  do  defire,  in  wretched  ftate  to  ftarue. 
If  I  amongft  the  reft,  fliould  alter  fo  my  minde. 
Or  thou  Ihouldeft  charge  I  promife  brake,  or  els  am  found 

vnkinde. 
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Though  Argus  ielous  eyes :  that  daily  on  vs  tend, 
Forbid  vs  meat  and  fpeech  alfo,  or  meffage  for  to  fend, 
A  time  will  come  to  paffe,  and  thinke  it  not  to  long 
That  thou  and  I  fhall  ioyne  in  ioy,  and  wreake  vs  of  our 

wrong. 
Which  time  I  would  abide :  though  time  too  long  doth 

try  mee. 
In  hope  againe  when  time  fhal  ferue,  thou  wilt  not  then 

deny  mee. 
Thus  hope  doth  mee  vpholde  :  for  hope  of  after  bliffe, 
And  lofe  therby  my  prefent  ioy,  in  hoping  ftill  for  this. 
I  doo  commend  to  thee :  my  life  and  all  I  haue, 
Commaund  them  both  as  thee  beft  likes :  to  lofe  or  els 

to  faue. 
I  am  no  more  mine  owne,  but  thine  to  vfe  at  will 
The  fame  is  thine  without  defert,  if  thou  mee  feke  to  kill. 
Bee  glad  thou  little  quere,  my  myftreffe  (hall  thee  fee 
Fall  flat  to  ground  before  her  face  :  and  at  her  feet  doo  lie  : 
Hafte  not  to  rife  againe,  nor  doo  her  not  withftand 
If  of  her  bounty  ftiee  vouchfafe,  to  rayfe  thee  with  her  hand. 
Say  thy  maifter  fent  thee,  and  humbly  for  me  greete  her, 
Thou  knoweft  my  felfe  doth  wifh  full  ofte  :  to  be  in  place 

to  meete  her. 
If  any  worde  in  this,  hath  fcapte  and  doo  her  greeue, 
A  pardon  craue  vpon  thy  knee,  and  pray  her  to  forgeue 
A  giltles  hand  it  wrote,  thou  mayft  be  bolde  to  tell : 
No  minde  of  malice  did  mee  moue,  her  felf  doth  know 

it  well. 
Thou  canft  and  I  deferue  :  make  glad  my  wofull  fprite, 
I  craue  no  anfwer  to  thy  payne ;  nor  force  thee  for  to  write. 
It  (hould  fuffice  if  thou  :  voutchfafe  to  reade  the  fame. 
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This  piftle  then  if  thou  miflyke,  condemne  it  to  the  flame. 
But  now  there  needes  no  more,  I  will  this  piftle  ende, 
Efteeme  Narfetus  alwayes  well :  that  is  thy  faythfull  freend. 

FINIS. 


The  Louer  forfakeuy  writeth  to  his  Lady 
a  defperate  FanvelL 

Euen  hee  that  whilome  was :  thy  faithful  freend  moft  iuft, 
That  thrife  three  yeeres  hath  fpent  and  paft,  repofing  all 

his  truft 
In  thy  bewayling  wordes,  that  feemed  fugar  fweet 
The  felfsame  man  vnwilHngly :  doth  with  thefe  lines  thee 

greet. 
I  can  not  fpeake  with  thee :  and  fpeaking  is  but  paine, 
To  fpeake  and  pray  and  not  to  fpeede :  too  fruitles  were 

the  gayne. 
Inforfte  therfore  I  write,  and  now  vnfolde  my  minde, 
I  loue,  and  like  as  erft  I  did,  I  am  not  yet  declinde. 
Though  time  that  trieth  all,  hath  turnde  the  loue  you  ought, 
No  changing  time  could  alter  mee :  or  wreft  awry  my 

thought. 
And  fure  I  doo  miflike,  that  wemen  choofe  to  change, 
Vngratefull  folkes  I  do  deteft,  as  monfters  foule  and  ftrange. 
Sith  firft  I  did  you  know  :  I  neuer  fpake  the  thing 
That  did  intend  you  to  beguile,  or  might  repentance  bring. 
Thrife  hath  my  pen  falne  downe :  vpon  this  paper  pale. 
And  fcantly  can  my  hart  confent :  to  write  to  thee  this  tale. 
Leaft  hafty  Judgmentes  might,  mifdeeme  my  giltles  minde, 
To  charge  that  malice  moues  my  fpeech,  or  fome  new 

frond  to  finde 
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The  gods  I  vouch  to  ayd :  who  knowes  the  troth  I  ment, 
To  fwarue  or  fleet  from  that  I  vowed,    was   neuer  my 

intent. 
But  as  the  Courfer  fearce,  by  pearcing  fpur  doth  run, 
So  thy  defertes  enforce  mee  now :  to  fee  this  worke  begun. 
Would  God  I  had  no  caufe  to  leaue  that  I  did  loue. 
Or  lothe  the  thing  that  likt  mee  fo :  nor  this  milhap  to 

proue. 
But  fith  no  thing  in  earth :  in  one  eftate  can  bide, 
Why  ftriue  I  then  againft  the  ftreame,  or  toyle  againft 

the  tide  ? 
And  haue  you  now  forgot,  how  many  yeeres  I  fought. 
To  get  your  grace  with  whot  good  will :  how  dearly  I  it 

bought. 
There  is  no  one  aliue,  that  nature  euer  made 
That  hath  fuch  giftes  of  vertues  rare,  and  fuch  vntroth 

doth  fhade. 
If  fayth  might  haue  bin  founde,  within  a  womans  breft, 
I  did  beleeue  within  thy  hart,  (hee  chofe  her  place  to  reft. 
Vnfkilful  though  I  bee,  and  cannot  beft  deferne, 
Where  craft  for  troth  doth  preace  in  place,  yet  am  I  not  to 

learne. 
And  I  did  thinke  you  fuch  :  that  litle  knew  of  guile, 
But  feemings  now  be  plafte  for  deedes,  and  pleafe  fulwel 

the  while 
Why  doo  I  wunder  thus  }  to  thinke  this  fame  fo  ftrange. 
Who  hath  affayed  and  knoweth  not }  that  wemen  choofe 

to  change. 
Haue  you  thus  fone  forgot,  the  doutes  and  dreades  you 

made. 
Of  yongmens  loue  how  litle  holde,  how  fone  away  they  fade. 

E 
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How  hardly  you  beleeued  ?  how  often  would  you  fay, 

My  wordes  were  fpoken  of  the  fplene  :  and  I  as  oft  denay. 

How  oft  did  you  proteft  with  handes  vpftretcht  to  (kyes  ? 

How  oft  with  othes  vnto  the  Gods  ?  how  oft  with  weep- 
ing eyes  ? 

Did  you  befeech  them  all,  to  rid  your  fpending  dayes  ? 

When  that  you  thought  to  leaue  your  freend :  to  dy  with- 
out delayes. 

Mee  thought  in  heauen  I  faw:  how  loue  did  laughe  to 
(kome, 

To  fee  you  fweare  fo  folemly,  and  ment  to  be  forfworne. 

But  as  the  Sirens  finge,  when  treafon  they  procure, 

So  fmyling  baytes  the  harmles  foules :  vnto  their  bane 
alure. 

Thy  fawning  flattering  wordes,  which  now  full  fake  I  finde, 

Perfwades  mee  to  content  my  felfe,  and  turne  from  Cref- 
fids  kinde. 

And  all  the  forte  of  thofe :  that  vfe  fuch  craft  I  wifli 

A  fpeedy  end,  or  lothfome  life,  to  Hue  with  Lafars  difh. 

Yet  pardon  I  do  pray  :  and  if  my  wordes  offend, 

A  crafed  Ihip  amid  the  ftreame,  the  Marriner  muft  mende. 

And  I  thus  toft  and  turnd  :  whofe  life  to  ftiipwracke  goes 

Complaynes  of  wrongs  thou  haft  mee  don,  and  all  my 
greefe  forth  ftiowes. 

And  could  your  hart  confent  ?  and  could  you  gree  thcrto  ? 

Thus  to  betray  your  faythful  freend,  and  promis  to  vndo  ? 

If  nought  your  wordes  could  binde,  to  holde  your  fuer 
beheft, 

Nor  ought  my  loue  ne  othes  you  fware,  could  bide  within 
your  breft. 

Yet  for  the  worldly  ftiame,  that  by  this  fafte  might  rife, 
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Or  for  the  lofse  of  your  good  name,  for  dealing  in  this  wife. 
Or  thus  to  fee  mee  greeu'd  :  tormented  ftill  in  payne, 
Thy  gentil  hart  (hould  haue  bin  pleafde  fuch  murder  to 

refrayne. 
But  through  thy  cruell  deede :  if  that  vntamed  death, 
With  fpeedy  dart  fhall  rid  my  life,  or  leaue  my  lyuing 

breath. 
The  gods  then  can  and  will :  requite  thy  bloody  afte, 
And  them  I  pray  with  lowly  fute,  for  to  reuenge  thy  facte. 
God  graunt  the  earth  may  bring  :  nought  forth  to  thy 

auayle. 
Nor  anything  thou  takeft  in  hand,  to  purpofe  may  preuayle. 
Thy  moft  defired  freend,  I  wifli  may  be  moft  coy, 
Wherin  thou  dooft  thee  moft  delite :  and  takeft  the  great- 
eft  ioy. 
That  fame  L  would  might  turne :  vnto  thy  moft  mifcheefe. 
That  in  thy  life  thy  hart  may  feele,  the  fmart  of  others 

greefe. 
But  fith  no  good  can  come :  of  thy  mifhap  to  mee, 
I  graunt  fome  blame  I  doo  deferue,  that  thus  defire  to  fee 
Thy  blisfull  life  fo  changde,  from  weale  to  wretched  ftate. 
When  freendes  do  breake  the  bonde  of  loue,  then  is  their 

greateft  hate. 
Thy  deedes  do  fure  deferue,  much  more  reuenging  fpight, 
Then  hart  can  thinke  or  tongue  can  tel,  or  this  my  pen  can 

wright. 
The  bewty  bright  is  futch,  that  well  it  would  inuade 
A  hart  more  hard  then  Tigar  wilde :  and  more  it  can 

perfwade. 
Then  TuUyes  cunning  tongue :  or  Quids  louing  tale, 
Well  may  I  curfe  and  ban  them  both,  that  fo  haue  brewed 

my  bale. 
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I  feare  to  praife  to  far :  leaft  haply  I  begin, 

To  kindle  fier  that  well  is  quencht,  and  burne  mee  all 

within. 
For  well  I  may  compare :  and  boldly  dare  it  fay. 
Thou  art  the  Queene  of  women  kinde,  and  all  they  ought 

obay. 
And  all  for  fliame  doo  blufti,  when  thou  dooft  come  in  place. 
They  curfe  ech  thing  that  gaue  thee  life,  and  more  difdain 

thy  face. 
Then  any  liuing  wight :  doth  hate  the  Serpent  foule, 
Or  birdes  that  fmge  and  flies  by  day,  abhors  the  Ihrikyng 

Owle. 
Oh  that  a  conftant  minde  :  had  guided  forth  thy  dayes, 
I  had  not  then  aflayd  myfhap :  nor  pen  fpoke  thy  difprayfe. 
Decreed  fith  that  thou  art,  for  euer  to  forfake  mee, 
In  forrows  fweete  I  wil  mee  fhriue :  till  death  Ihall  lift  to 

take  mee. 
Bewayle  O  woful  eyes,  with  fluds  of  flowing  teares. 
This  great  mifchaunce  thy  lothfome  life,  that  all  ill  hap  vp 

beares. 
Since  parted  is  your  ioy,  refigne  likewife  your  fight, 
I  neuer  will  agree  to  like,  or  looke  on  other  wight. 
Nor  neuer  fhall  my  mouth  confent  to  pleafant  found. 
But  pale  and  leane  with  hollow  lookes :  till  death  I  will 

bee  found. 
And  you  vnhappy  handes  :  with  lyking  foode  that  fed  mee, 
Leaue  of  to  labor  more  for  mee :  fince  forrow  thus  hath 

fped  mee. 
Lament  vnluftie  legges  :  be  lame  for  euer  more, 
Sith  fhee  is  gone  for  whom  you  kept :  your  willing  pace  in 

(lore. 
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0  hatefull  heauy  hart :  bewayle  thy  great  vnreft, 
Confume  thy  felfe  or  part  in  twaine :  within  my  blouddy 

breft 
And  fee  my  fences  all :  whofe  helpe  was  aye  at  hand, 
To  length  the  life  that  lingreth  now,  and  lothfomely  doth 

ftand. 
Yee  fonne,  ye  moone  and  ftarres  :  that  gyues  the  gladfome 

light 
Forbeare  to  fhow  your  force  a  while :  let  all  be  irkefome 

night. 
Let  neuer  foyle  bringe  forth,  agayn  the  lufty  greene 
Nor  trees  that  now  difpoyled  are,  with  leafe  be  euer  feene. 
Let  neither  birde  nor  bead :  pofles  their  wonted  minde 
Let  all  the  thinges  that  Hues  on  earth,   be  turned  from 

their  kinde. 
Let  all  the  furies  forth,  that  pine  in  Hell  with  payne, 
Let  all  their  torments  come  abroad :  with  lyuing  wightcs 

to  rayne. 
Let  peace  be  turnd  to  war,  let  all  confume  with  fier, 
Sith  I  muft  dye  that  once  did  ioy,  and  loofe  that  I  deficr. 

1  hate  my  life  and  breath,  I  hate  delighting  food, 

I  hate    my  greefe   I  hate  my  death :   I   hate  that   doth 

mee  good. 
I  hate  the  gentill  hart :  that  rueth  on  my  payne, 
I  hate  the  cruell  ftubborn  forte,  that  doth  my  life  difdayne 
I  hate  all  fortes  of  men,  that  haue  their  life  in  price. 
And  thofe  I  hate  that  folow  death,  efteeming  them  vnwife 
I  hate  thofe  carefuU  thoughtes  that  thinke  on  my  fweet  fo, 
I  hate  my  felfe  then  twice  as  much  :  if  I  forget  her  fo. 
I  hate,  what  would  you  more,  I  wot  not  what  I  hate, 
I  wifli  her  dead  and  layed  in  graue  :  I  wilh  her  better  (late. 
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Come  wilde  and  fauadge  beaftes,  ftretch  forth  your  cruell 

pawes, 
Difmember  me,  confume  my  flefh :  imbrew  your  greedy 

iawes. 
Within  your  entrayles :  fee  a  coffin  ye  prepare, 
To  tombe  this  carefull  corpes  that  now,  vnwillingly  I  bare. 
Come  lingringe  flothful  death :  that  dooft  the  wretch  deny 
To  fhow  thy  force  and  ridft  the  riche,  that  lift  not  for  to  dye. 
Is  this  the  recompence  ?  is  this  the  due  reward  ? 
Doth  loue  thus  pay  his  feruants  hier  ?  and  doth  hee  thus 

regard } 
And  doth  he  vfe  to  fet,  the  harmles  foules  on  fier. 
With  faire  fweet  intifinge  lookes  :  to  kindle  their  defier  ? 
Fye  falfe  loue  that  haft  fo  de6le,  with  bewty  bright, 
A  Lady  faire  with  fuch  vntroth,  to  worke  fuch  cruel  fpight. 
And  ye  that  doo  purfue  blinde  loue  with  fpeedy  pace, 
Reftraine  your  fteps  example  take,  of  this  my  wofuU  cafe. 
Let  this  alone  fuffife,  that  in  few  wordes  I  fay. 
Who  can  beware  by  others  harmes,  thrice  bleft  and  happy 

they. 
Beleeue  this  to  bee  true :  that  now  too  true  I  proue. 
But  little  troth  in  womens  breaft :  and  fleeting  in  their  loue. 
God  graunt  each  wight  on  earth,  that  ferues  with  faythfull 

niinde, 
A  better  hap  and  that  hee  may,  a  truer  Myftrifle  finde. 

FINIS. 

The  Loner  in  dijlrejfe  exclaymeth  agaynjl  Fortune, 

How  can  the  criple  get,  in  running  race  the  game  ? 

Or  heein  fight  defend  himfelfe,whofcarmes  are  broken  lame? 
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How   can  th'  imprifoned   man   whofe  legs  be  wrapt   in 

chaynes, 
Thinke  this  his  life  a  pleafant  time,  who  knoweth  nothing 

but  paines  ? 
So  how  can  I  reioyfe,  that  haue  no  pleafant  thing, 
That  may  reuiue  my  doulfuU  fprits,  or  caufe  me  for  to  finge. 
My  legs  be  lame  to  goe,  mine  armes  cannot  embrace, 
My  hart  is  fore,  mine  eyes  bee  blinde,  for  lacke  of  For- 
tunes grace. 
All  this  is  Fortunes  fault,  that  keepes  thefe  fences  fo, 
Shee  may  aduaunce  them  if  (hee  lift,  and  rid  them  of 

this  wo. 
It  is  her  cruell  will,  alwayes  on  me  to  lower. 
To  kepe  fro  mee  her  pleafant  giftes,  to  make  me  know  her 

power. 
Alas,  alas,  fie  Fortune,  fie :  why  art  thou  fo  vnkinde. 
To  mee  that  fayne  would  bee  thy  fonne,  and  euer  in  thy 

minde } 
Now  doo  I  thee  befeech,  with  pleafures  mee  to  frayght, 
To  temper  this  my  wofuU  life,  or  els  to  kill  mee  ftrayght. 

FINIS. 


An  other  complaint  on  Fortune, 

In  doubtfuU  dreading  thoughts,  as  I  gan  call  to  minde, 
This  world,  and  eke  the  pleafures  al,  that  Adams  children 

finde, 
A  place  of  pleafant  hew  appeared  to  my  thought 
Where  I  might  fee  the  wonderous  works  which  nature  for 

vs  wrought. 
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All  things  of  any  price,  approched  to  my  fight, 

And  ftill  me  thought  that  each  man  had  that  was  his  moft 

delight. 
The  riche  man  hath  his  ioy :  his  riches  to  imbrace, 
So  hath  the  huntefman  his  defire,  to  haue  the  Hart  in  chace. 
An  other  haue  their  fporte  to  fee  the  Falcon  flee, 
And  fome  alfo  in  Princes  court :  in  fauor  for  to  bee. 
The  warring  Knight  at  will,  an  horfe  doth  run  his  race, 
And  eke  the  louer,  in  his  armes,  his  Lady  doth  embrace. 
When  that  I  fee  eche  man  enioy  his  whole  delite, 
Saue  I  alas  poore  curfed  man  whom  Fortune  doth  fo  fpite. 
I  fall  ftraight  to  the  ground,  amazed  with  much  griefe, 
With  blouddy  ftrokes  vpon  my  breft,  I  ftriue  to  rid  my  lief. 
And  thus  I  thinke,  how  can  fayre  piftures  thofe  delight : 
Whom  nature  from  their  tender  age,  defrauded  of  their  fight. 


The  louer  beeing  newly  cav.ght  in  Cupids  fnares^  complayneth 

on  the  Gods  of  loue,  and  compareth  his  greefe 

as  folloiveth. 

The  hugie  heape  of  cares,  that  in  this  world  I  finde, 
The  fodayne  fighes  that  fore  moleft  my  hart 

The  foolifli  fanfies  that  ftill  run  in  my  minde : 
Makes  mee  to  lay  all  ioy  and  myrth  apart. 

Lamenting  ftill  the  caufes  of  my  fmart. 

But  oh,  alas,  the  more  I  weepe  and  wayle. 
The  more  my  greefe  to  mee  feemes  to  preuayle. 

The  more  I  feeke  my  pinchinge  panges  to  fwage, 
By  diuers  wayes,  fuch  as  I  thinke  be  beft 
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The  more  it  frets,  the  more  it  gins  to  rage, 

So  that  my  fencelefse  head  can  take  no  reft : 

Ah  feely  wretch,  what  doth  thee  thus  molleft 

Or  what  doth  thus  perturbe  thy  reftleffe  braynes, 
And  from  thy  hart  all  worldly  ioye  detaynes. 

Alas  what  this  fhould  bee  I  can  not  tell, 

My  youthfuU  yeares  can  (kill  of  no  fuch  change 

But  if  fome  vgly  fliape  of  fury  fell : 

Or  wicked  wight  that  in  this  world  doth  range 

Hath  witched  mee  with  this  difeafe  fo  ftrange. 
Or  Cupid  with  his  force  of  cruell  dart, 
Hath  ftricken  mee  and  wounded  thus  my  hart. 

Hath  Cupid  then  futch  power  on  mortall  wightes  ? 

And  ftrikes  the  blinded  boy  his  dart  fo  fure  ? 
That  no  man  can  auoyd  his  fubtill  flightes, 

Nor  ought  agaynft  his  fury  may  indure  ? 
Hath  Venus  force  men  thus  for  to  allure  ? 

And  why  then  ?  doth  fliee  not  her  fonne  commaund 

To  flioote  alike  and  ftrike  with  equall  hand  ? 

Is  this  the  guife  of  powers  that  raigne  aboue, 
Vs  feely  foules  in  fnares  thus  for  to  trap 

And  care  they  not  to  yeeld  vs  death  for  loue  ? 
Joy  they  in  woes  our  corfes  for  to  trap  ? 

And  pafle  they  not  what  vnto  vs  doth  hap  ? 
Can  Gods  aboue  to  man  beare  any  hate, 
Or  doo  they  mocke  and  ieft  at  our  eftate  ? 
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Ah  foolifli  foole  ?  what  fancy  rules  thy  head. 

Or  what  doth  caufe  thee  now  this  talke  to  moue  ? 
What  fury  fell  doth  thee  poore  wretch  now  lead  ? 

To  ra)'le  on  all  the  Gods  doth  it  behooue  ? 
Sith  it  is  only  Cupid  God  of  loue. 

That  guiltleffe  fhee  with  ftroke  of  golden  fhafte, 

Hath  wounded  thus,  and  thee  of  ioyes  berafte. 

Euen  as  the  flender  Barke  that  long  is  toft 

By  furging  wanes  caft  vp  from  deepeft  feas  : 

And  Saylars  ftill  in  daunger  to  be  loft, 

Doo  hale  and  pull  in  hope  to  take  their  eafe : 

When  ftormy  fluds  begin  once  to  appeafe. 
Euen  fo  fare  I  beeing  in  Cupids  power 
In  hope  at  laft  to  fee  that  happy  hower. 

Wherin  I  fhall  my  wifhed  ioyes  obtayne, 

And  placed  bee  within  her  gentill  hart, 
Then  fhall  I  take  my  forrowes  all  for  gayne, 

When  I  haue  her  that  caufeth  now  my  fmart. 
Then  farewell  Cupid  with  thy  cruell  darte 
And  welcome  fhee  that  pearft  mee  with  her  fight, 
Shee  is  my  Joy,  ftiee  is  my  hartes  delight. 

FINIS, 


The  Loner  extollethy  aswell  the  rare  vcrtues  of  his  Lady 
belouedy  as  alfo  Iter  incomparable  beantie. 

Defire  hath  driuen  from  mee  my  will. 
Or  Cupids  blafe  hath  bleard  mine  eyes : 
Knowledge  mee  fayles,  my  fight  is  yll : 
If  kinde  or  cunning  could  deuife 
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Nature  to  paynt  in  better  plight 
To  fet  her  forth  with  red  and  white : 
Or  if  men  had  Apelles  arte, 
Who  could  her  mend  in  any  parte  ? 

Her  face  declares  where  fauor  growes, 
And  telles  vs  heere  is  Beauties  grace : 
Her  eyes  hath  power  to  binde  and  lofe, 
Her  countenance  may  freendes  embrace. 
Her  cheekes  be  defte  with  bloud  full  fayre, 
Her  collour  cleare  as  is  the  ay  re  : 
Her  haire,  her  hand,  her  foote  alfo, 
Hath  wonne  the  praife  where  euer  fhee  go. 

Her  lookes  doo  feeme  to  fpeake  alone, 
When  that  her  lips  remooue  no  whit 
Her  inward  vertues  may  be  knowen  : 
By  vfmge  of  her  fober  wit 
Her  ieftures  alfo  cumly  are, 
My  tongue  lackes  (kill  them  to  declare : 
The  reft  of  hir  that  are  vnnamed, 
In  perfefl  fhapes  are  lyuely  framed. 

Now  though  that  kinde  hath  fet  her  forthe, 
And  natures  workes  fhee  hath  poffeft, 
Theefe  goodly  giftes  are  little  worth  : 
If  pitty  dwell  not  in  her  breft. 
Oh,  God  forbid  fuch  flowring  youth 
Should  bee  miflyked  for  lacke  of  ruth, 
For  I  with  other  might  fay  then  : 
Lo,  this  is  flice  that  killcth  men. 

FINIS, 
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The  Louers  farewell,  at  his  departure,  perfwadeth  his 
beloiied  to  conjlancie  in  his  abfence. 


Though  Fortune  cannot  fauor 
According  to  my  will : 

The  proofe  of  my  behauor : 
Shall  bee  to  loue  you  dill. 

Entending  not  to  chaunge. 
Whiles  that  my  life  doth  laR  : 

But  ilill  in  loue  to  raunge : 
Till  youth  and  age  be  pad. 

Though  I  l>ee  far  you  fro. 

Yet  in  my  fantacie : 
I  loue  you  and  no  mo  : 

Thinke  this  affuredly. 

Your  owne  both  true  and  iuftc, 
Alwayes  you  fliall  mee  finde  : 

Wherfore  of  right  you  mud, 
Haue  mee  likewife  in  minde. 

And  doo  not  mee  forfake. 
Though  I  doo  tarry  longc  : 


But  take  mee  for  your  make, 
I  will  not  chaunge  my  fonge. 

Though  abfence  now  a  while, 
Doo  vs  part  thus  in  twayne  : 

Thinke  neither  craft  nor  gyle, 
For  I  will  come  agayne 

The  fame  man  that  I  went, 
Both  in  my  woorde  and  deede : 

Though  fome  men  doo  relent, 
And  grudge  that  I  (hould  fpeed. 

But  if  you  doo  remayne. 
And  do  not  fro  mee  ilarte  : 

My  hart  you  doo  attayne. 
Till  death  vs  two  depart 

And  thus  farewell  adew, 
And  play  an  honed  parte  : 

And  chaunge  mee  for  no  new. 
Seeing  that  you  haue  my  haru 

FINIS. 


A  proppcr  Dittie,     To  the  tune  of  lufly  Gallant, 

The  glyttering  fliowes  of  Floras  dames 
Delightes  not  fo  my  carefull  minde, 

Ne  gathering  of  the  fragrant  flames : 
That  ofte  in  Floras  Nimphes  I  finde. 

Ne  all  the  noates  of  Birdcs  fo  fhryl 
Mellodioufly  in  woods  that  fingc, 
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Whofe  folemne  Quires  the  (kyes  doth  fill : 
With  noate  on  noate  that  heauenly  ringe. 

The  friflcing  Fifh  in  ftreames  that  fpringe  M^/ 

And  fporte  them  on  the  riuers  fide, 
The  Hound  the  Hauke  and  euery  thinge : 

Wherin  my  ioyes  did  once  abide, 
Doth  nothinge  els  but  breede  my  wo 

Sith  that  I  want  which  I  defier, 
And  death  is  eke  become  my  fo : 

Denying  that  I  mod  requier. 

But  if  that  Fortunes  freendly  grace 

Would  graunt  mine  eyes  to  take  the  vow, 
Of  her  whofe  porte  and  amorous  face 

My  fenfes  all  doth  fo  fubdew. 
That  raunging  too  and  fro  to  gayne 

The  pray  that  moft  delighteth  mee, 
At  laft  I  findc  that  breedes  my  payne : 

Shee  flyes  fo  faft  it  will  not  bee. 

Then  in  my  felfe  with  lingering  thoughts 

A  fodayne  ftrife  begins  to  gro, 
I  then  doo  wish  fuch  Birdes  at  noughts  : 

That  from  their  louers  flyeth  fo. 
At  laft  I  fee  the  Fowlars  gin, 

Prepared  for  this  Birde  and  mee 
Then  wisht  I  lo  his  hed  therin  : 

So  that  my  birde  and  I  were  free. 

FINIS, 
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The  Loner  perfzvadeth  his  beloued^  to  beware  tlie  deceitcs 
and  allurements  of  Jlrange  filters. 


Be  (ledfaft  to  thine  owne 
As  he  is  vnto  thee. 
Regard  not  men  vnknowen 
But  loue  thine  owno  truly 
For  oft  deceyts  are  fowen 
By  them  that  vnknowen  bee 
Wherfore  caft  of  the  reft 
And  thine  own  loue  thou  beft. 

For  though  that  their  falfe  fuite 
Seeme  pleafant  in  thine  eare, 
Thou  knowft  oft  times  ill  fruit 
A  pleafant  tree  doth  beare. 
II  thou  chance  to  repute 
A  rotten  Apple  cleare, 
Better  to  loue  thine  owne 
And  forfake  men  vnknowne. 

Thou  dooft  well  vnderftand 
Thefe  wordes  not  fpoken  feilde 
More  fuer  a  birde  in  hand. 
Then  twenty  in  the  feild. 
Thou  knoweft  thine  owne  fure  band 
And  how  that  it  hath  helde 
Then  change  it  for  no  new  : 
But  loue  him  that  is  trew. 


If  futers  doo  thee  moue 
Or  dayly  to  thee  write, 
Yet  graunt  to  them  no  loue 
Their  paynes  for  too  requite. 
But  tliinke  it  doth  bchoue 
Thee  alwayes  to  doo  right 

Then  muft  thou  loue  thine  own 
And  forfake  men  vnknowne 

This  couufayle  I  thee  giue 

As  farforth  as  I  can, 

As  I  that  whiles  I  liue 

Wilbee  thine  onely  man. 

For  fure  it  would  mee  greeue 

To  fee  thee  out  of  frame 
Or  chaunge  at  any  time : 
Thine  owne  not  to  bee  thine. 


Thus  written  by  thine  owne 
To  thee  with  all  his  harte, 
Defiringe  the  vnknowen 
Of  thee  may  haue  no  part 
B'or  if  futch  cliaunge  bee  fowen 
No  doubt  thou  killeft  my  hart 
Wherfore  I  fay  beware  : 
Alwayes  the  vnknown  fnare. 

FINIS. 


The  Lady  beloued  exclaymeth  of  the  great  vn truth 
of  her  loner. 


Would  god  I  had  neuer  feen, 
The  teares  of  thy  falfe  eyne 

Or  els  my  cares  ful  deaf  had  bin 
Thai  herd  tliofc  wordu  of  ihinc 


Then  Ihould  I  not  haue  knowuc 
Nor  chofen  to  my  part : 

So  many  euils  in  one 

To  kill  my  poorc  true  hart. 
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As  now  in  thee  I  finde 

Who  bidfl  mee  from  thee  go : 
As  falfe  and  full  vnkinde, 

Alas  why  doofl  thou  fo  ? 

Was  neuer  man  fo  falfe  of  othe. 

To  none  as  thou  to  mee 
Was  neuer  woman  of  more  troth 

Then  I  haue  ben  to  thee. 

And  thou  to  leaue  me  fo, 
And  canfl  no  iud  caufe  tell : 

But  wilt  thou  fpill  with  wo. 
The  hart  that  loues  thee  wel. 

Mee  thinkes  that  for  my  part, 
I  may  fpeake  in  the  fame, 

I  fay  me  thinkes  thou  art, 
£uen  very  mutch  to  blame. 

Pardy,  it  is  but  litle  praise. 

To  thee  that  art  a  man  : 
To  finde  fo  many  crafty  wayes 

To  fraude  a  poore  woman 

At  whom  all  women  fmile, 

To  fee  fo  fonde  on  thee : 
And  men  although  they  wayle. 

To  fee  how  thou  vfeft  mee. 

To  lure  me  to  thy  fift. 
To  eafe  thy  feigned  payne : 

And  euer  when  thou  lift, 
To  caft  mee  of  agayne. 

The  wretched  hound  that  fpends  his 
And  ferveth  after  kinde  :      [dayes. 

The  Horfe  that  treadeth  y«  beaten 
As  nature  doth  him  binde      [ways 


In  age  yet  findes  releefe. 
Of  them  that  did  him  wo  : 

Who  in  their  great  mifcheefe, 
Difdayne  not  them  to  know 

Thus  they  for  wo  and  fmart. 
Had  eafe  vnto  their  paine  : 

But  I  for  my  true  hart. 

Get  nought  but  greefe  agayne. 

The  weary  and  long  night 

Doth  make  mee  dreame  of  thee. 

And  ftill  me  thinks  with  fight, 
I  fee  thee  here  with  mee. 

And  then  with  open  armes, 
I  ftrayne  my  pillow  fofte : 

And  as  I  clofe  mine  armes, 
Mee  thinkes  I  kiffe  thee  ofte. 

But  when  at  laft  I  wake 

And  finde  mee  mockte  w^  dremes 
Alas,  with  moone  I  make 

My  tearcs  run  down  like  ftreames 

All  they  that  here  this  fame, 
Wyll  fpit  at  thy  falfe  deede : 

And  bid,  fie  on  thy  curfed  name. 
And  on  thy  falfe  feede. 

That  (heweft  fo  to  the  eye. 
And  beareft  fo  falfe  an  hew  : 

And  makeft  all  women  cry, 
Lo,  how  ye  men  be  vntrew  ? 

But  yet  to  excufe  thee  now, 
To  them  that  would  thee  fpot : 

He  fay,  it  was  not  thou. 
It  was  mine  owne  poore  lot. 


FINIS. 
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The  Loner  declareth  his  paynf nil  plight 
for  his  belotted fake. 

Since  needes  ye  will  mee  finge,  giue  eare  vnto  the  voyce, 
Of  mee  pore  man  your  bond  feruant,  y*  knovveth  not  to 

reioyce. 
Confider  wel  my  care,  my  paine  and  my  vnrefl: : 
Which  thou  with  force  of  Cupids  Dart  haft  grafted  in 

my  breft. 
Heale,  and  withdraw  from  mee,  the  venim  of  that  Darte 
Haue  pitty,  and  releafe  this  wo,  that  doth  confume  my  hart : 
The  greatnes  of  my  greefe,  doth  bid  mee  feeke  releafe 
I   feeke  to  finde  to  eafe  my   payne,   yet  doth   my  care 

encreafe. 

I  ceafe  not  to  beholde,  that  doth  augment  my  payne : 
I  fee  my  felfe  I  feeke  my  wo,  yet  can  I  not  refrayne. 
That  fhould  my  wo  releafe,  doth  moft  encreafe  the  fame, 
The  colde  that  fhould  acquench  the  heat,  doth  moft  enrage 

the  flame 
My  pleafure  is  my  payne,  my  game  is  moft  my  greefe 
My  cheefe  delite  doth  worke  my  wo,  my  hart  is  my  releefe 
Sutch  haps  doth  hap  to  them,  that  happeth  fo  to  loue. 
And  hap  moft  harde :  fo  faft  to  binde,  that  nothing  can 

remooue. 

For  when  the  harme  is  fixed,  and  rooted  in  the  hart. 

No  tongue  can  tell,  nor  pen  may  write,  how  greuous  is  the 

fmart 
I  haue  thought  loue  but  play,  vntill  I  felte  the  fore. 
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But  now  I  felte  a  thoufand  greefes  I  neuer  felt  before. 

To  tell  what  paynes  I  bide,  if  that  I  could  deuife, 

I  tel  the  truth,  beleeue  mee  wel,  the  day  will  not  fuffife. 

Graunt  now  therfore  fome  reft,  fince  thus  thou  haft  mee 

bound, 

To  be  thine  owne,  til  body  mine,  lye  buried  vnder  the 

ground. 

Fima. 


The  Louer  kauing  his  beloued  injufpition 
declareth  his  doutfull  minde, 

Deeme  as  ye  lift  vpon  good  caufe 

Yee  may,  and  thinke  of  this  or  that, 
But  what,  or  why,  my  felfe  beft  knowes, 

Wherby  I  thinke  and  feare  not. 
Wher  vnto  I  may  wel  like 

The  doubtful  fentence  of  this  claufe 
I  would  ye  were  not  as  I  thinke 

I  would  I  thought  it  were  not  fo. 

If  that  I  thought  it  were  not  fo, 

Though  it  were  fo,  it  greened  mee  not, 
Vnto  my  hart  it  were  as  tho 

I  harkened  and  I  heare  not. 
At  that  I  fee  I  cannot  winke, 

Nor  for  my  hart  to  let  it  go 
I  would  it  were  not  as  I  thinke 

I  would  I  thought  it  were  not  fo. 
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Lo  how  my  thought  might  make  mee  free, 

Of  that  perchance  it  reedeth  not 
For  though  no  doubt  in  deede  I  fee, 

I  fhrinke  at  that  I  beare  not. 
Yet  in  my  hart  this  worde  fhall  finkc, 

Vntill  the  proofe  may  better  bee 
I  would  it  were  not  as  I  thinke, 

I  would  I  thought  it  were  not. 

FINIS. 


An  excellent  Sonet y  Wherin  the  Loner  exclaymeth  agaynji 

DetroTlion,  beeing  the  principal  I  canfe  of  all  his 

care.     To  the  tnne^  when  Cupid  fca led 

firfl  the  Fort 

Paffe  forth  in  doulfuU  dumpes  my  verfc, 
Thy  Mafters  heauy  haps  vnfolde  : 
His  grifled  greefe  cache  hart  well  perce, 
Difplay  his  woes,  feare  not,  bee  bould. 

Hid  hole  in  heapes  of  heauineffe 
His  difmale  dayes  are  almoft  fpent, 
For  fate,  which  forgde  this  fickleneffe 
My  youthly  yeares  with  teares  hath  fprent. 

I  lothe  the  lingring  life  I  led 
O  wifhed  death  why  ftayeft  thy  hand, 
Sith  gladfome  Joyes  away  bee  fled  : 
And  linkte  I  am  in  Dollors  bande. 

In  weltring  waues  my  (hip  is  toft 
My  shattering  fayles  away  bee  shorne, 
My  Anker  from  the  Stearne  is  loft 
And  Tacklings  from  the  Maynyards  torne. 
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Thus  driuen  with  euery  gale  of  winde 
My  weather  beaten  Barke  doth  fayle, 
Still  hoping  harbor  once  to  finde 
Which  may  thefe  paflinge  perrils  quayle. 

But  out  alas,  in  vayne  I  hope 
Sith  Billowes  prowd,  affault  me  ftill 
And  (kill  doth  want  with  Seas  to  cope 
And  licour  falte  my  Keele  doth  fill. 

Yet  ftorme  doth  ceafe :  but  lo  at  hand 
A  ship  with  warlike  wightes  addreft, 
Which  feemes  to  bee  fome  Pyrates  band  : 
W^ith  Powder  and  with  Pellets  preft. 

To  fmke  or  fpoyle  my  brufed  Barke 
Which  dangers  dread  could  not  a  daunt, 
And  now  the  shot  the  a^re  doth  darke : 
And  Captayne  on  the  Deke  him  vaunt. 

Then  Ignorance  the  ouerfeear  proude 
Cryes  to  Sufpicion,  fpare  no  shot : 
And  Enuy  yelleth  out  aloude, 
Yeeld  to  Detraction  this  thy  Boate : 

And  as  it  is  now  Sea  mens  trade 
When  might  to  coole  the  foe  doth  lacke. 
By  vayling  foretop  figne  I  made 
That  to  their  lee  I  mee  did  take. 

Then  gathering  winde  to  mee  they  make, 
And  Treafon  firft  on  borde  doth  come 
Then  followes  Fraud  like  wily  Snake : 
And  fwift  amongft  them  takes  his  rome. 

Thefe  binde  mee  Captiue,  tane  with  band 
Of  carking  care  and  fell  annoy, 
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While  vnder  Hatches  yet  I  (land 
Therby  quight  to  abandon  ioye. 

Then  hoyfting  fayles  they  homeward  hye 
And  mee  prefent  vnto  Difdayne, 
Who  mee  beheld  with  fcorning  eye 
The  more  for  to  encreafe  my  payne. 

As  Lady  fhee  commaunded  ftrayght 
That  to  Difpayre  they  mee  conuay, 
And  bid  with  (kilfull  heed  hee  wayght, 
That  Truth  bee  bard  from  mee  away. 

Madam  (quoth  I)  let  due  defart 
Yet  finde  remorfe  for  thefe  my  woes, 
Of  pitty  graunt  fome  eafe  to  fmart 
Let  Troth  draw  neare  to  quayle  my  foes. 

But  all  for  nought  I  doo  complayne 
For  why  the  deafe  can  moue  no  noyfe, 
No  more  can  they  which  doo  difdayne  : 
But  will  in  harte  therat  reioyce, 

Wherfore  twixt  life  and  death  I  ftay 
Til  time  with  daughter  his  drawe  nye 
Which  may  thefe  furious  foes  difmay : 
Or  els  in  ruthfull  plight  I  dye. 
FINIS, 

The  Loner  in  bondage  lookethfor  releafement  afid  longcth 
for  the  releefe  of  his  wedding  day. 

When  fhall  reliefe  releafe  my  wo  ? 
When  (hall  defert,  difdayne  digeft  ? 
When  fhall  my  hap,  hap  to  mee  fo  ? 
That  my  poore  hart  may  come  too  reft. 

When  fhall  it  fo  ?  when  fhall  it  fo  > 
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When  shall  long  loue  bee  looked  vpon  ? 
When  shall  tried  truth  bee  homelieft  ? 
When  shall  hope  haue  that  hope  hangeth  on  ? 
That  my  poore  hart  may  come  to  reft. 

When  shall  it  fo  ?  &c. 
When  shall  I  fee  shee  feethe  right  ? 
When  shall  I  heare  shee  heareth  mee  beft  ? 
When  shall  I  feele,  shee  feeleth  delight  ? 
That  my  poore  harte  may  come  to  reft. 

When  shall  it  fo  ?  &c. 
When  ftinte  all  ftormes  that  thus  agreeue  ? 
When  ftinte  all  ftayes  that  wrong  hath  wreft  ? 
When  ftinte  all  ftrifes  right  to  releeue  ? 
That  my  poore  hart  may  come  to  reft. 

When  shall  it  fo .?  &c. 
When  right  shall  fee  right  time  to  bofte } 
When  right  shall  aright  vnright  oppreffe  } 
When  right  shall  raigne  and  rule  the  rofte } 
Then  my  poore  harte  shall  come  to  reft. 

Then  shall  it  fo  }  &c. 
When  shall  I  watch  the  time  to  fee  t 
Now  shall  I  wish  the  time  poffeft, 
Now  shall  I  thinke  each  day  yeeres  three 
That  my  poore  harte  may  come  to  reft 

When  shall  it  fo }  &a 
Now  farewell  harte,  moft  fmooth  moft  fmart, 
Now  farewell  hart  with  hart  hartieft, 
And  farewell  harte,  till  hart  in  harte : 
By  harty  harte  may  come  to  reft 
God  graunt  it  fo.  &c. 
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A  fine  and  freendly  Letter y  of  the  Louer  to  his  bcloued. 

Like  as  the  Hauke  is  led  by  lure,  to  draw  from  tree  to  tree, 
So  is  my  hart  through  force  of  loue,  where  euer  my  body  bee 
The  Hauke  to  pray  doth  double  wing,  her  flight  is  fled  in 

vayne 
I  make  my  flight  in  wafte  of  winde,  my  hope  receyueth  no 

gayne. 
Haukes  that  be  high  it  hurtes  to  light,  two  flightes  w'out 

reward 
My  flight  is  two,  and  three  againe,  alas  Miftrefle  regarde : 
The  hauke  brought  low,  is  foone  made  high,  by  feeding  on 

warme  foode 
Your  mouthes  breath  fettes  mee  aloft,    there  is  nothing 

fo  good. 
Good  Lady  then  drain  forth  y**  Airings,  whofe  tune  may 

mee  reuiue 
And  with  fliraiig  tongue  do  not  prolong,  my  ioyes  thus  to 

depriue. 
Within  your  breft  my  hart  is  hid,  your  will  and  it  is  one. 
Regard   my  fmart,   the  cure  is  yours,  and  lofle,  when  I 

am  gone. 
Thus  all  your  owne,  I  recommend  mee  wholly  to  your  grace. 
As  feemeth  you  beft  for  to  reward,  my  plight  and  wofull 

cafe. 
Which  plight  if  you  do  counterpaife,  with  ioyes,  as  doth  ' 

belonge. 
My  hart  for  ioy  would  tune  accordc,  to  finge  fome  pleafant 

fonge. 
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The  Loners  fata\r\  farewell  at  his  death, 

Al  wealth  I  muft  forfake,  and  pleafures  eke  forgo, 

My  life  to  ende  in  wo  and  greefe,  my  defteny  is  fo 

For  where  I  had  prefixt,  with  fute  to  win  my  ioy, 

I  found  I  had  right  fpeedy  death,  all  welth  for  to  diftroy. 

Whofe  Image  lo  I  am,  though  lyuing  I  appeare, 

Both  body  and  foule  be  feperate.  my  heauen  it  is  not  here. 

My  harte  I  haue  bellowed,  wheras  it  is  not  found 

Thou  body  the  depart  thou  hence,  why  pleafureft  thou  the 

ground  ? 
And  Death  draw  thou  mee  neare,  O  Death  my  deareft 

freend. 
Then  with  thy  dart,  fhoot  through  my  hart,  my  forrows  fo 

to  ende. 
And  when  that  death  did  heare  the  thing  that  I  did  craue 
Hee  weighed  mee,  euen  as  I  was,  a  man  fit  for  the  graue. 
Come  follow  mee  fayth  hee,  thou  man  bee  not  agaft, 
Hee  that  delighteth  in    earthly  things,  fhal    feele  thefe 

panges  at  lail 
All  yee  then  that  lift  to  loue,  this  leffon  learne  by  mee, 
Or  yee  begin,  noate  well,  the  ende,  is  payne  and  mifery. 

FINIS, 


T/te  Loner  complayneth  of  his  Ladies  vnconflancy 
to  the  Tune  of  I  lothe  that  I  did  loue, 

Yyou  graues  of  grifly  ghofts  You  trampling  fleades  of  Hell 

Your  charge  from  coffins  fend  Come  teare  a  wofuU  wight. 

From  roring  rout  in  Plutoes  cofts  Whofe  haples  hap  no  tonge  can  tell 

You  Furies  vp  afcencl  Ne  pen  can  well  endight. 
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I  hate  this  lothfome  life 

O  Atropos  draw  nie, 
Vntwift  y«  thred  of  mortall  ftrife 

Send  death,  and  let  mee  die. 

For  Beauties  taynted  trope 
Hath  made  my  cares  alTay, 

And  6cklenes  with  her  did  cope : 
To  fordge  my  whole  decaye 

My  fayth  alas  I  gaue 
To  wight  of  Creflids  kinde, 
.  f  For  ftedfaft  loue  I  loue  did  craue 
As  curtefy  doth  binde. 

nee  likewife  troth  doth  plight 
To  bee  a  conftant  loue. 
And  proue  her  felf  euen  maugre  fpight 
A  faythfiiU  turtle  Doue. 

But  in  a  womans  minde 
Cloakt  hole  in  deepe  deceyt 

And  driuen  with  euery  gale  of  winde, 
To  bite  at  frefher  bayt..^ 

For  when  bewitch  fliee  had 
My  minde  that  erfb  was  free. 

And  that  her  cumly  beauty  bad 
My  wounded  hart  agree. 

And  fixt  on  Fancyes  lore. 
As  world  can  witnefTe  beare, 

No  other  fayndl  I  did  adore  : 
Or  Idole  any  whear 

Ne  will,  no  wo,  or  fmart 
Could  minde  from  purpofe  fet. 

But  that  I  had  a  lafons  harte 
The  golden  fleefe  to  get 

You  gallant  youths  therfore 
In  time  beware  by  mee 


Ne  for  my  part  I  fwere 

By  all  the  Gods  aboue, 
I  neuer  thought  on  other  fere 

Or  fought  for  other  loue. 

In  her  the  like  con  fen te 

I  faw  fill  oft  appear. 
If  eyes  be  iudge  of  that  is  mente 

Or  eares  haue  power  to  heare. 

Yet  woordes  be  tumd  to  winde 
A  new  found  geft  hath  got 

The  Fort,  which  once,  to  vndermine 
And  win  I  planted  (hot. 

Her  freend  that  ment  her  well 

Out  of  conceyt  is  quite, 
While  others  beares  away  y«  bell 
^By  hitting  of  the  white. 

In  this  our  wauering  age  , 

So  light  are  womens  mindes, 

As  Afpen  leafe  y'  ftil  doth  rage 
Though  seole  calme  his  windes. 

No  place  hath  due  delart 

No  place  hath  conftancy 
In  eueri  mood  there  mindes  back  start 

As  dayly  wee  may  fee. 

What  paps  did  giue  them  food 
That  weue  futch  webs  of  wo 

What  beafl  is  of  fo  cruell  mood 
That  countes  his  freend  for  fo :    * 

Yet  women  doo  reward 

With  cares  the  louing  wight 

They  conftancy  no  whit  regard. 
In  change  is  their  delight 

Take  heed  of  womens  fubtil  lore, 
Let  mee  example  bee. 


FINIS, 
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The  Louer,  haning  fujlayned  ouennnch  wrong  at  his 
Ladycs  hande  wijheth  fpeedy  death. 


To  feeble  is  the  thread 

That  holdeth  mee  in  life. 
That  if  it  bee  not  fuccoured 

Short  end  fhal  ftint  the  ftrife. 

For  though  the  fpindle  ronne 
To  draw  the  thread  on  length, 

Alas  therby  what  hold  is  wonne 
If  it  be  weake  of  ftrength 

Or  how  can  it  haue  ayde 

Since  rigor  is  fo  rife. 
In  her  whofe  handes  to  cut  the  thread 

Gaue  cruelly  the  knife. 

Whofe  edge  of  Enuy  hard 
In  Venus  forge  hath  wrought, 

Wherby  his  deth  is  thus  preferd 
Whofe  life  offended  nought 

But  fithe  thy  cheefe  delite 

My  cheefe  delightfuU  fo. 
Is  with  fuch  wrong  to  work  the  fpite 

With  fpeed  come  end  this  wo. 


And  when  my  death  hath  done 
My  duty  at  her  will, 


A  greater  greefe  be  not  begonne 
To  laft  therafter  ftilL 

For  after  death,  if  ftrife 
Should  ftill  my  life  purfue, 

What  then  doth  death  but  breed  a  life 
Of  mone  &  mifcheefe  new  ? 

Wherfore  if  needes  thou  wilte 
Thy  fpindle  fpin  no  more. 

But  yt  this  thred  with  fpoyle  bee  fpilt 
Which  led  my  life  before. 

Prouide  then  for  the  nonce 

Prouide  for  mee  the  beft. 
That  I  may  dye  at  once 

From  all  thy  mindes  vnreft. 

And  let  not  prefente  death 

Prefer  an  after  paine. 
But  let  the  paines  pas  with  my  breath 

And  not  reuiue  againe. 

For  thus  by  this  you  Ihall 
Two  thinges  at  once  fulfill, 

I  (halbe  free  that  haue  bin  thrall : 
And  you  (hall  haue  your  will. 


FINIS. 


The  Loner  exhorteth  his  Lady  to  bee  conjlant. 
Tune  of  A  ttend  t/iee  go  play  thee. 

Not  light  of  loue  lady, 
Though  fancy  doo  prick  thee, 
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Let  conftancy  poffefle  thy  hart : 

Well  worthy  of  blamyng  : 

They  bee,  and  defaming, 

From  plighted  troth  which  backe  do  ftart 

Deare  dame : 
Then  fickleneffe  bannifh. 
And  folly  extinguifh, 
Bee  fkilfull  in  guiding, 

And  ftay  thee  from  flidinge 

And  ftay  thee.  &c. 

The  conftant  are  prayfed 

Their  fame  high  is  rayfed 

Their  worthyneffe  doth  pearce  the  (kye, 

The  fickle  are  blamed  : 

Their  lightiloue  fhamed, 

Theyr  fooliflineffe  doth  make  them  dye  : 

As  well, 
Can  Creffid  beare  witneffe, 
Fordge  of  her  owne  diftrcfle, 
Whom  Leprofy  painted 

And  penury  taynted : 

And  penury.  &c. 

Still  Mufes  are  bufie 
To  tell  vs  of  Thisbe 

Whom  ftedfaftneffe  doth  much  commend 
And  Camma  is  placed 
To  blame  the  defaced 
That  light  of  loue  doo  fende. 
Phedra, 
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I  checked  moft  duly 
Becaufe  that  vntruly 
Forft  therto  by  louc  light 

Shee  flayeth  Hippolite. 

Shee  flayeth.  &c. 

A  fpring  of  annoyance, 

And  well  of  difturbance, 

New  fangleneffe  in  loue  hath  bin  : 

It  killeth  the  Mafter, 

It  poyfons  the  tafter, 

No  worldly  wight  by  it  doth  win. 

Therefore, 
Good  lady  bee  conftant, 
So  fhall  you  not  bee  fhent, 
But  woorthely  prayfed, 

As  you  haue  deferued. 

As  you  haue,  &c. 

FINIS. 


The  Lotier  wounded  with  his  Ladies  beauty  crane th  mercy. 
To  the  Tune  of  where  is  the  life  that  late  I  led. 

If  pitty  once  may  mooue  thy  hart, 

To  rew  a  wofull  wight  ? 
If  curtefy  can  force  thy  minde, 

To  vew  my  doulfuU  plight } 
Sith  I  cannot  deuife 

To  quench  this  raging  fier, 
With  trickling  teares  I  craue  of  thee 

Attend  to  my  deficr  : 


Digitized  by 


Google 


52  The  Gallery  of  gallant  If  mentions. 

Whom  Venus  fethered  boy 

Hath  crafde  with  deadly  dart, 
Sent  from  the  rayes  of  thofe  thy  eyes 

Which  bread  my  wo  and  fmart. 

In  viewing  thee  I  tooke  futch  ioy 

As  wofuU  wight  in  reft 
Vntill  the  blinded  boy  I  felte  | 

Aflault  my  captiue  breft. 
And  fmce  that  time  alas 

Such  pinching  payne  I  tafte 
That  I  am  now  remedilefle 

If  mercy  make  not  hafte. 
For  hid  in  deepe  difpayre 

My  teares  are  all  my  ioy, 
I  burne,  I  freefe,  I  fmke,  I  fwim 

My  wealth  is  mine  annoy. 


Like  as  the  tender  turtle  Doue 

Doth  wayle  the  loffe  of  mate, 
In  mourning  weed,  fo  fpend  I  tyme 

Lamentinge  mine  eftate. 
The  night  renewes  my  cares 

When  weary  limmes  would  reft, 
And  dreadfull  dreames  abandon  fleepe 

Which  had  my  greefes  repreft. 
I  drench  my  couch  with  teares 

Which  flow  from  gufhing  cy^s, 
A  thoufand  heapes  of  hidden  thoughtes 

In  minde  I  doo  deuife. 
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Full  often  times  it  dooth  mee  good 

To  haunt  and  vew  the  place, 
Where  I  receiued  my  wound,  alas 

By  vewing  of  thy  face. 
Full  oft  it  ioyes  my  hart 

To  kiffe  that  clot  of  clay 
From  whence  thou  (hot  thofe  louing  lookes 

Which  bred  my  whole  decay. 
O  blefled  place  I  cry 

Though  woorker  of  my  payne, 
Render  I  craue  moft  hartely 

To  mee  my  loue  agayne. 

Not  wofull  Monfier  dom  Dieg 

Or  Priams  noble  fonne, 
Conftrayned  by  loue  did  euer  mone 

As  I  for  thee  haue  donne. 
Sir  Romeus  annoy 

But  trifle  feemes  to  mine, 
Whofe  hap  in  winning  of  his  loue 

Did  clue  of  cares  vntwine. 
My  forrowes  haue  no  ende 

My  hap  no  ioy  can  fpie, 
The  flowing  Fountayne  of  my  teares 

Beginneth  to  waxe  drie. 

Let  pitty  then  requyte  my  payne 

0  woorker  of  my  woe, 

Let  mercy  milde  poflefle  thy  harte 

Which  art  my  freendly  foe. 
Receiue  the  hart  which  heare 

1  yeeld  into  her  hand, 
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Which  made  by  force  a  breach  in  Fort 
Which  I  could  not  withftande. 

Thou  haft  in  Ballance  payfd 
My  life  and  eke  my  death, 

Thy  loyalty  contaynes  my  ioy 
Difdayne  will  ftop  my  breath. 

If  conftant  loue  may  reape  his  hire 

And  fayth  may  haue  his  due, 
Good  hope  I  haue  your  gentill  hart 

My  griflie  greefe  will  rue. 
And  that  at  length  I  fliall 

My  hartes  delight  imbrace  : 
When  due  defart  by  curtefie, 

Shall  purchafe  mee  thy  grace. 
Vntill  which  time,  my  deare 

Shall  ftill  increafe  my  paync, 
In  penflue  thoughtes  and  heauineflc^ 

Becaufe  I  fhall  remayne. 

FINIS. 


A  Caueat  to  yongmeii  tojliun  thefnarcs  of 
Cupids  crafty  Jleightes, 

If  euer  wight  had  caufe  to  mone 
or  wayle  with  bitter  teares, 

His  wretched  life  and  wofull  plight 
that  ftill  in  languifh  weares. 

Then  haue  I  caufe  that  late  haue  lodgdc 
fuch  loue  within  my  hart, 
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With  greefe,  with  payne,  with  pyning  panges 
my  body  boyles  in  fmart. 

O  earth  why  dooft  not  thou 

my  wofull  plight  fuftayne  ? 
O  furging  Seas  with  fwallowing  gulfe 

releafe  mee  of  this  payne. 
For  languifhing  loue  with  dolefull  doomes 

hath  layd  my  hart  in  brine, 
O  wofull  wretch,  O  wicked  wight 

that  fo  for  loue  doth  pine. 

The  Sonne  that  (hines  with  golden  beames 

and  dries  the  dewie  flowers, 
Doth  caufe  mee  wretch  with  blubbering  eyes 

to  gufh  forth  extreame  fhowers. 
The  hermony  of  chirping  birdes 

that  ioyes  with  filuer  fonges, 
Eche  lyuing  wight,  doth  caufe  my  cares 

to  fill  my  hart  with  thronges. 

Eche  gladfome  ioy  of  mundaine  glee 

That  glads  the  worldly  minde, 
Doth  heape  vp  cares  on  carefull  corps 

agaynft  all  courfe  of  kinde. 
And  fo  eche  thing  that  ought  delight 

and  rid  the  minde  from  paufe, 
Contrariwife  agaynft  all  right 

a  thoufand  cares  doth  caufe. 

For  when  that  I  in  fugred  fleepe, 
moft  fweetly  fliould  take  reft, 
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Then  doo  I  wring  my  wofull  handes 
and  beate  my  dolefull  breft. 

And  if  I  chaunce  on  fleepe  to  fall, 
a  thoufand  dreames  I  haue : 

And  doo  fuppofe  I  her  embrace, 

whofe  want  will  caufe  my  graue. 

And  then  with  gladfome  hart  I  ioy 

thus  cleane  depriued  of  wo : 
But  (oh  alas)  when  that  I  wake, 

I  finde  it  nothing  fo. 
And  then  my  fighes  from  fobbing  harte 

doth  reaue  my  breft  in  twayne, 
And  teares  that  run  from  blubbered  eyes 

doth  more  encreafe  my  payne. 

And  when  I  ftiould  fuftayne  my  lyfe  , 
and  feeble  corps  with  foode, 

Vnfauory  feemes  it  vnto  mee  : 

eache  thing  (hould  doo  mee  good. 

Amidft  the  nipping  froftes  I  broyle, 

in  pearching  heate  I  freefe 
And  thus  agaynft  all  courfe  of  kinde : 

for  loue  my  life  I  leefe. 
Wo  woorth  the  time  that  firft  I  lodgde 

thy  fpoyling  loue  in  harte, 
You  yonge  men  al  bee  warnd  by  mee 

and  fhun  blinde  Cupids  Darte. 

FINIS. 
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The  aged  Loners  noate,  at  length  to  learne  to  dye. 


Why  aflceft  thou  the  caufe 

Wherfore  I  am  fo  fad 
Thou  knowft  when  age  on  draws 

No  creature  can  bee  glad. 

And  fince  (hee  hath  mee  refted 
And  threatned  mee  to  die  : 

Therfore  I  am  fequeftred 
All  mirth  for  to  denie. 


Like  as  the  harte  of  Oke 
By  time  doth  rot  at  laft. 

Like  time  doth  age  prouoke 
With  time  my  hart  doth  braft. 

Lo  thus  by  courfe  of  time 
My  youth  is  gone  and  paft. 

And  now  the  tume  is  mine 
Of  bitter  death  to  tafte. 


And  now  with  feeble  age 
The  reft  of  all  my  dayes. 

My  countenance  muft  be  fid  fage : 
Since  that  my  life  decayes. 


And  noate  that  I  haue  fayd 
The  caufe  wherof  and  why 

My  youthfull  partes  be  playde 
And  I  muft  learne  to  die. 

FINIS. 


The  defperate  Louer  exclaymeth  his  Ladyes  cruelty 
and  threatneth  to  kill  himfelfe. 


My  ioyful  dayes  bee  paft^ 
My  plefant  yeres  be  gone. 

My  life  it  may  not  laft 
My  graue  and  I  am  one. 

My  mirth,  and  all  is  fled 
And  I  a  man  in  woo, 

Defireth  to  bee  dead 
My  mifcheefe  to  forgoe. 

I  bume  and  am  a  colde 
I  Ireefe  in  middeft  of  fire, 

I  fee  (hee  dooth  with  hold 
That  moft  I  doo  defire. 


I  fee  that  (hee  doth  fee 
And  yet  (hee  wilbe  blinde, 

I  fee  in  healpinge  mee 
Shee  feeketh  and  wil  not  finde. 

I  fee  how  fhee  doth  wrye 
When  I  begin  to  mone, 

I  fee  when  I  come  nye 

How  fayn  (hee  would  be  gone. 

I  fee  (hee  knoweth  my  harte 
And  how  I  doo  complayne, 

I  fee  (hee  knoweth  my  fmarte 
Shee  feeth  I  doo  not  fayne. 
I 
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I  fee  my  heipe  at  hand  I  cannot  liue  by  flones 
I  fee  my  death  alfo.  It  is  to  hard  a  food, 

I  fee  where  fliee  doth  fland  I  would  be  dead  at  once 
I  fee  my  cruell  fo.  To  doo  my  Lady  good 

I  fee,  what  would  you  more  ?  Shee  fliall  haue  her  requeft 
Shee  would  mee  gladly  kill,  And  I  will  haue  mine  ende. 

And  fliee  (hall  fee  therfore  Lo  heere  my  blouddy  bred 
That  ihee  (hall  haue  her  will.  To  pleafe  her  mod  vnkind. 

FINIS, 


The  Louer  beeing  blinded  with  the  faythlejfe  loue  of  his 

Lady  is  contented  to  remit  Iter  fault  vpon 

promis  of  amendment. 

Since  that  thou  diddeft  mee  loue 

When  luft  did  thee  prouoke, 
And  that  thou  dooft  well  proue : 

That  I  cannot  reuoke, 
My  freendfhip  faft,  my  loue  nor  my  good  will, 
Shew  fome  releefe,  leaft  in  difpayre  I  fpill. 

How  well  I  was  content 

Alwayes  to  follow  thee  ? 

How  well  I  did  aflent, 

Thy  thrall  aye  for  to  bee 

Thy  felfe  can  iudge  to  whom  I  doo  appeale 

By  fentence  lo,  to  yeeld  mee  wo  or  weale. 

But  if  thou  mee  forfake, 
As  Creflid  that  forgot, 
True  Troylus  her  make, 
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And  that  thy  hart  is  whot 

On  him  whom  fhame  did  force  thee  once  his  fayth  to  flie, 

I  fee  no  hope  but  y*  hee  muft  yeeld  forth  himfelf  to  die. 

And  though  thou  thinke  that  I, 

Am  loth  thee  too  forgoe, 

Yet  (hall  I  rather  die 

Then  Hue  and  pleafe  my  foe : 

But  hindre  him  in  loue,  all  others  doth  refrayne, 

Whofe  treafo  once  did  mee  purchace  thy  due  difdain. 

FINIS. 


A  worthy  coniparifon  of  Vertue  agaynji  all 
worldly  pompe. 

When  that  I  way  with  wit,  and  eke  confider  now, 
The  tickle  (lay  of  her,  that  Fortunes  wheele  doth  bow 
And  tume  euen  at  her  will,  fuch  luck,  loe,  as  fhee  lift, 
No  thread  fo  furely  fponne,  but  that  fhee  may  vntwift. 
I  can  but  aye  lament,  and  wayle  the  lacke  of  them, 
That  in  her  holde  doo  truft,  weighing  they  are  but  men 
For  if  I  were  a  Lorde,  and  come  of  high  degree, 
And  had  all  thing  at  will,  as  beft  contented  mee  : 
My  Prince  therwith  well  pleafed,  that  nothing  might  offend, 
And  all  my  deedes  fo  done,  that  eche  man  might  commend. 
My  parent  of  great  ftate,  and  eke  of  worthy  fame. 
That  worldly  men  did  wifh,  the  honor  of  his  name  : 
My  friends  and  mine  allyes  fo  worthy  in  eche  preffe, 
That  I  neede  beare  no  wrong,  that  I  could  not  redreffe. 
Of  courage  and  of  ftrength,  fo  doughty  of  my  hand, 
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That  Ladyes  might  mee  loue,  that  dwell  in  forrayn  land. 
And  enemyes  might  mee  dread,  for  feare  of  ouerthrow, 
And  that  all  this  were  true,  eche  worldly  wight  did  know. 
Yet  were  I  but  a  man,  and  mortall  in  this  earth, 
For  death  doth  not  accept,  the  worfhip  of  my  byrth : 
Since  fo  I  holde  it  beft,  that  eche  man  fhould  contend. 
So  to  direfle  himfelfe,  that  after  this  liues  ende. 
Yet  vertue  might  remayne,  that  foundes  a  Trompet,  loe, 
A  comfort  to  a  freend,  a  wound  vnto  a  foe. 

Asfome  to  Jimp  le  turne  from  fage^ 
And  ouerthrow  with  eiury  winde. 
Some  eke  correSl  with  rigorous  rage 
Whom  wealth  could  neucr  foord  good  minde. 
Hath  wonne  in  prifonfuch  afeelde^ 
As  liberty  could  neuer  yeelde, 

FlNJS.        Virtute  nulla  poffejjto  maior. 


Of  a  happy  wifhed  time, 

Eche  thing  muft  haue  a  time,  and  tyme  doth  try  mens 

troth, 
And  troth  deferues  a  fpecial  truft,  on  truft  great  frenfhip 

groth  : 
And  freendfhip  is  full  faft,  where  faythfulneffe  is  found 
And  faythfull  thinges  be  ful  of  fruifte,  and  fruitful  things 

be  found. 
The  found  is  good  in  proofe,  and  proofe  is  Prince  of  prayfc, 
And  woorthy  prayfe  is  fuch  a  pearle,  as  lightly  not  decayes. 
All  this  doth  time  bring  forth,  which  time  I  muft  abide. 
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How  fhould  I  boldely  credit  craue  ?   til  time  my  truth 

haue  tried. 
And  as  a  time  I  found,  to  fall  in  Fancies  frame, 
So  doo  I  wifh  an  happy  time,  at  large  to  (hew  the  fame. 
If  Fortune  aunfwer  hope,  and  hope  may  haue  her  hire, 
Then  fhall  my  hart  poffeffe  in  peace,  the  time  that  I  defire. 

FINIS. 


T/ie  Loner perfwadeth  him  felfe  to  pacieftce  agaynjl 
Enuie  and  Jlanderous  tongues. 

If  only  fight  fuffife,  my  hart  to  loofe  or  binde 

What  caufe  haue  I  to  mooue  debate,  wherby  no  peace  I 

finde  ? 
If  that  my  reftleffe  will,  by  payne  doth  ftill  renue, 
What  force  haue  I  ?  but  Ihee  confent,  my  fo  for  to  fubdue  ? 
To  yeeld  and  fuffer  then,  I  thinke  it  for  the  befl. 
And  by  defert  as  time  (hall  ferue,  to  purchafe  quiet  reft. 
Let  ielous  enuy  lowre  with  browes,  and  vifage  bent, 
I  know  the  worft,  no  (hameles  tongue,  fhall  alter  myne 

intent 
The  Dice  of  Loue  are  throwen,  god  fpeede  the  doubtfull 

chaunce 
Mifdeeme  who  lyft,  fo  (hee  at  laft,  my  feruice  will  aduaunce. 
To  a(ke  and  to  obtayne,  that  Fortune  were  fo  fwifte, 
Sith  trauaill  is  the  ready  way,  vnto  eche  noble  gyfte. 
And  feeble  is  the  ioy,  that  lightly  is  begonne, 
As  tender  Flaxe  can  beare  no  ftreffe,  before  that  it  bee 

fponne. 
Wherfore  with  fad  aduice,  in  hope  my  hartc  fhall  dwell, 
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And  all  the  tale  that  I  confefle,  in  filence  will  I  tell 

Vnto  her  felfe  alone,  whofe  fauour  I  require, 

None  els  fhall  know  her  name  for  mee,  to  conftre  my  defire. 

FINIS, 


The  Louer  greetiotijly  complayneth  agaynjl  the  vniujl 
dealing  of  his  Lady  beloned. 

Since  thou  vniuft,  haft  caught  a  luft, 
To  plough  in  barrayne  ground : 

Who  long  thee  loue,  hee  fhall  thee  proue, 
Mutch  better  loft  then  found. 

A  brickie  clay,  in  Winters  day, 

That  in  the  froft  is  wrought, 
So  doo  I  finde,  thy  double  minde, 

Mutch  better  folde  then  bought. 

It  is  as  eefe,  a  broken  Syue 

Should  holde  the  dropping  rayne  : 

As  for  to  binde,  thy  chaunged  minde. 
That  nought  can  doo  but  fayne. 

So  may  I  fay,  both  night  and  day, 

Curfmg  the  time  and  place : 
Where  I  profeft,  to  loue  thee  beft, 

Whofe  troth  I  finde  fo  fcace. 

Whofe  lyinge  wordes,  and  faigned  bourdes, 
Did  mee  fo  far  enchayne : 
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When  thou  didft  flyt,  by  chaunged  wit, 
That  I  could  not  refrayne. 

But  of  my  hart,  to  eafe  the  fmart. 

The  beft  redrefle  I  know : 
Is  to  vntwinde,  my  conftant  minde, 

And  let  futch  fanfies  goe. 

For  thoughe  I  ferue,  vntill  I  fterue, 

I  fee  none  other  boote 
Such  doubleneffe,  thy  hart  doth  preffe, 

And  croppes  it  by  the  roote. 

Yet  will  I  pray,  euen  as  I  may, 

That  Cupid  will  requite, 
Thy  froward  harte,  with  fuch  a  fmart, 

As  I  haue  by  thy  fpite. 

For  to  bee  fed,  with  wake  a  bed, 

And  faft  at  boorde  among : 
Till  thou  confeffe,  ah  pittilefle. 

That  thou  haft  doone  mee  wrong. 

On  bufh  and  brier,  may  it  appeare, 

Wherby  mod  men  doo  pas, 
Thy  faygned  fayth,  how  nere  my  death, 

It  hath  me  brought  alas. 

That  they  vncaught,  may  once  bee  taught, 

By  reafon  to  refrayne : 
Their  crafty  wiles,  and  fubtill  fmiles : 

That  fo  in  loue  can  fayne. 
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A  due  vniuft,  fith  that  I  muft, 
Of  force  declare  thee  fo, 

The  fault  is  thine,  the  payne  is  mine  : 
And  thus  I  let  thee  go. 
FINIS, 


The  Louer  in  great  dijlreffe  comfortcth  him/elf e 
with  hope, 

O  heauy  hart  whofe  harmes  be  hid, 

Thy  healpe  is  hurte,  thy  hap  is  hard, 
If  thou  ftiouldeft  brad,  as  God  forbid, 

Then  (hould  I  dye  without  reward. 
Hope  well  to  haue,  hate  not  fweet  thought, 
Ofte  cruell  ftormes  faire  calmes  haue  brought ; 
After  (harp  fliowres,  the  funne  fhyneth  faire, 
Hope  commeth  likewife  after  difpayre. 

In  hope  a  Kinge  doth  go  to  warre. 

In  hope  the  Louer  lyues  full  longe. 

In  hope  the  Marchaunt  fayles  full  farre, 

In  hope  moft  men  doo  fuffer  wronge : 

In  hope  the  Ploughman  foweth  much  feede, 

Thus  hope  helpes  thoufands  in  their  neede. 

Then  faynt  not  hart  amonge  the  reft, 

What  euer  chaunce  hope  thou  the  beft. 

Though  wit  biddes  will  to  blowe  retrayte, 
Wyll  canot  worke  as  wit  would  wifli 
When  that  the  Roche  doth  tafte  the  bayte : 
To  late  to  warne  the  hungry  fifhe. 
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When  Cities  bren  of  firy  flame, 

Great  Ryuers  fcarce  will  quenche  the  fame. 

If  Will  and  Fantafie  bee  agreed 

To  late  for  Wyt  to  bid  take  heede. 

FINIS, 


In  t/ie  commendacion  of  faythfnll  lone. 

The  faithful  cannot  flye,  nor  wander  to  nor  fro, 

Fayth  only  they  holde  them  bye,  though  that  the  fickle  go. 

A  Filler  of  more  force,  then  Marble  layd  with  hand, 

With  Pickaxe  may  deuorce,  and  lay  it  flat  on  land. 

Th*  other  fo  deuine,  that  no  arte  can  remoue, 

Once  layd  cannot  decline,  th'  only  Filler  loue. 

FINIS. 


The  Loner  wijheth  himfelfe  an  Harte  in  the  Forefle^ 
{as  A£leon  was)  for  his  Ladyes  fake. 

I  would  I  were  Afteon,  whom  Diana  did  difguife, 
To  walke  the  woods  vnknown,  wheras  my  lady  lies  : 
A  hart  of  pleafant  hew,  I  wifh  that  I  were  fo, 
So  that  my  Lady  knew,  alone  mee,  and  no  mo. 

To  follow  thicke  and  plaine,  by  hill  and  dale  alow, 
To  drinke  the  water  fayne,  and  feede  mee  with  the  floe : 
I  would  not  feare  the  froft,  to  lye  vpon  the  ground, 
Delight  fhould  quite  the  coft,  what  payne  fo  that  I  found. 
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The  fhaling  nuts  and  maft,  that  falleth  from  the  tree, 
Should  ferue  for  my  repaft,  might  I  my  lady  fee : 
Sometime  that  I  might  fay,  when  I  faw  her  alone, 
Beholde  thy  flaue  alone,  that  walkes  thefe  woods  unknoweii. 


An  Epytaph  vpon  the  death  of  Arthur  Fletchar 
of  Bangor  Gefit, 

Ye  grifly  ghoftes  which  walke   below  in   black  Cociftus 

Lakes, 
Mids  Ditis  dennes,  Erebus  Dames,  with  heare  of  vgly  Snakes 
Medufa  with  thy  monftrous  mates,  afiift  mee  now  a  while, 
In  dyre  wamenting  verfe  to  shew,  and  drierie  dolefuU  ftilc. 
The  fayre  vntimely  fatall  ende  of  Fletcher,  now  by  death, 
Vnto  the  Ayre  his  foule  with  loue,  refignde  his  lateft  breath  : 
Whofe  life  full  due  wee  muft   commend,  as   it   deferues 

the  fame. 
And  conuerfation  to  eche  one,  did  feldome  meryt  blame. 
A  faythfull  freend  to  cche  hee  was,  to  none  an  oppen  foe, 
Vnto  his  Prince  a  fubieft  true,  till  fates  had  lodgd  him  loe. 
His  a<5les  did  tend  to  no  mans  harmes,  no  Parafite  to  prayfe, 
For  greedy  gayne  but  dill  the  troth,  mayntaynd  at   all 

affayes. 
His  time  he  fpent  in  Vertues  lore,  as  feemd  his  ftate  full  wel, 
By  ferious  ftudy  what  hee  could,  hee  fought  for  to  excel. 
But  what  of  all  this  fame  ?  the  fates  no  wight  in  time  wyll 

fpare, 
Whe  gaftly  death  hath  pearft  in  earth,  the  muft  our  bodies 

weare 
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In  age  afwell  in  youthes,  in  youthes  afwell  in  age 

No  certayne  time  wee  haue  to  bide,  when  death  with  vs 

will  wage. 
No  thing  can  ftill  abide,  but  comes  to  nought  in  ende, 
The  craggy  Rocks  the  fturdieft  okes :  ftarke  rotten  once 

is  rend. 
And  fo  hath  Fletcher,  now  to  death  payd  his  due, 
What  hee  is  now  wee  muft  bee  all,  his  Funerall  then  vew. 

F/N/S. 


A  Lady  ivriteth  vnto  her  Louer  wherinjkee  mojl  earneftly 
chargeth  him  with  Ingratitude, 

O  wretched  wight  whom  hensfoorth  may  I  truft 
All  men  both  falce  and  fell  I  will  them  painte, 
If  thou  (vnkinde)  bee  cruell  and  vniuft 
Whom  I  alwayes  fo  faythfuU  held  and  quaintc  : 
What  cruelty  t  what  truftles  treafons  iuft } 
Was  euer  hard  by  tragicall  complaint } 
But  lefTe  then  this,  my  merit  if  I  may, 
And  thy  defart  in  equall  ballance  lay. 

Wherfore  (vnkinde)  fince  that  on  Hue  } 

A  worthier  wight  of  prowes  ne  beauty, 

Ne  that  by  much  to  thee  that  doth  ariue, 

In  cumly  porte  ne  generofitie. 

Why  dooft  thou  not  tweene  thefe  thy  vertues  ftriuc, 

It  may  be  fayd  thou  haft  ferbillitie  : 

Then  fay  that  who  of  fayth  is  holden  ftable  : 

There  may  to  him  none  els  bee  comparable. 
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For  write  ye  not  that  vertues  haue  no  grace 
Wheras  this  truft  and  ftableneffe  doth  want, 
As  other  things,  though  much  of  cumly  face  : 
Cannot  be  feene,  where  gladfome  light  is  flcant. 
A  mayd  to  falfe  for  thee,  an  eafie  cafe, 
Whofe  Idol,  Lord  &  God  thou  werft  moft  puifant 
Whom  with  thy  wordes  it  eafly  had  bin  donne, 
To  make  beleue  both  colde  and  darke  the  fonne. 

Cruell,  what  offence  haft  thou  for  to  bewayle, 
The  killing  of  thy  loue  if  thou  not  repent  ? 
If  yee  accompt  fo  light  of  fayth  to  fayle  : 
What  other  finne  can  make  thy  harte  lament  ? 
How  trcate  you  foes,  if  mee  ye  doo  affayle  ? 
That  loues  thee  fo,  with  fuch  cruell  torment : 
The  heauens  iuftles,  I  will  fay  to  bee, 
In  cafe  they  ihow  the  iuft  reuenge  of  mee. 

If  of  offences  all,  that  monftrous  vice 
Ingratitude,  do  moft  a  man  offend, 
And  if  for  that,  an  Angell  of  great  price. 
Was  forced  to  Hell,  from  heauen  to  diffend : 
If  great  offence,  great  chaftifment  entice 
When  to  reforme,  the  hart  doth  not  him  bend, 
Take  heed  fharpe  (kourge  that  God  on  thee  not  fend 
Thou  are  to  mee  vnkinde,  and  dooft  not  mend. 

If  thefe  alfo,  befides  fome  other  fpot 
I  haue  (vnkinde)  wherof  thee  to  accufe, 
That  thou  my  hart  with  holdft,  I  meane  it  not, 
I  fpeakc  of  thee  that  madeft  thee  myne  by  lot, 
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And  robbeft  mee  fince,  againft  reafo  which  I  muft 
Reftore  (vnkinde)  for  well  thou  wotteft  it  playne 
They  (halbe  damned  that  others  goods  retaine. 

Vnkinde,  thou  haft  forfaken  mee,  but  I  will 

Not  will  thee  willingly  for  none  aflayes 

Yet  this  hard  hap,  and  trouble  for  to  flie, 

I  can  and  will,  ende  thefe  my  wofuU  dayes  : 

In  onely  way,  in  thy  difgrace  to  dye, 

For  if  the  Gods  had  graunted  by  their  payes 

My  death,  geuen  then,  when  I  ftoode  in  thy  grace. 

No  wight  had  dyed  in  halfe  fo  happy  a  cafe. 

FINIS. 


The  Loner  vnto  his  Lady  belouedy  of  her 
difdaynfidnejfe  toward  him. 

For  beauties  fake  though  loue  doth  dread  thy  might, 
Aud  Venus  thinks,  by  fute  to  proue  thy  dame : 
Though  Pallas  ftriues,  by  hope  of  equall  right, 
For  Wifdoms  watch,  as  daughter  thee  to  claime. 
Though  Mercury  would  entitled  be  thy  Syre, 
For  thy  fweet  taike,  fo  fweetly  blazed  forth  : 
Though  all  the  Gods,  do  burne  in  like  defire, 
Thy  graces  rare,  in  heauen  fo  much  worth  : 
Yet  lo,  thy  proofe  I  know,  the  trufty  waight, 
Of  Tygars  milke,  thou  foftred  wert  from  molde. 
And  Cipres  Well  with  dainfull  chaung  of  fraight, 
Gaue  thee  to  drinke  infefled  poyfon  colde. 
But  yet  beware,  leaft  loue  renew  in  thee. 
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The  dreadfull  flame  Narciffus  whylom  felt, 
With  eger  moode,  and  fight  to  feede  thine  eye. 
Of  thine  owne,  from  others  flame  to  fwell : 
For  loue  doth  loue  with  hot  reuenge  to  wreake, 
The  ruthles  Iron  hart,  that  will  not  breake. 

FINIS. 


The  Louer  in  the  prayfe  of  his  belotied  and 
comparifon  of  tier  beauty. 

Not  fhee  for  whom  prowde  Troy  did  fall  and  burne, 
The  Greekes  eke  flaine,  that  bluddy  race  did  runne : 
Nor  fliee  for  fpight  that  did  Afteon  turne, 
Into  an  Hart  her  beauty  coye  did  fhunne : 
Nor  fhee  whofe  blud  vpon  Achilles  Tombe, 
Whofe  face  would  tame  a  Tygars  harte  : 
Nor  fhee  that  wan  by  wife  of  Paris  dome, 
Th*  apple  of  Golde  for  Beauty  to  her  parte  : 
Nor  fhee  whofe  eyes  did  pearce  true  Troylus  breft, 
And  made  him  yeeld,  that  knew  in  loue  no  law, 
Might  bee  compared  to  the  fayrefl  and  the  befl, 
Whom  Nature  made  to  keepe  the  reft  in  awe : 
For  Beauties  fake,  fent  downe  from  loue  abouc, 
Thrife  happy  is  hee,  that  can  attayne  his  loue. 
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In  the  pray fe  of  a  beautifull  and  vertiioiis  Virgin, 
whofe  name  begins  with  M. 

Beholde  you  Dames  y^  raigne  in  fames,  whofe  lookes  mens 

harts  do  leade 
And  triumph  in  the  fpoyle  of  thofe,  vpo  whofe  brefts  you 

trede. 
A  myrror  make  of  M,  whofe  molde,   Dame   Nature   in 

difdayne, 
To  pleafe  her  felf,  &  fpight  her  foes,  in  beauty  rayfd  to 

raigne  : 
Whofe  funny  beames  &  ftarry  eyes,  prefents  a  heauenlyke 

face, 
And  ftiewes  the  world  a  wonderous  worke,  futch  are  her 

giftes  of  grace 
In  forhed,  feature  beareth,  brunt  in  face  doth  fauor  guyde, 
In  lookes  is  life,  in  ftiape  is  Ihame,  in  cheekes  doth  coulor 

hyde  : 
In  boddy  feemelyneffe  doth  fhew,  in  wordes   doth  wif- 

dome  (hade, 
All  partes  of  her  doth  prayfe  deferue,  in  temperance  is 

her  trade. 
In  humble  porte  is  honor  plafte,  in  face  is  maydens  fmyles, 
Her  life  is  grafte  with  Golden  giftes,  her  deedes  deuoyd 

of  gyles. 
And  as  the  Star  to  Marriners,  is  guyde  vnto  the  Port, 
So  is  this  M,  a  heauenly  ioy,  to  Louers  that  refort : 
Who  run  and  rome  with  inward  wounds,  &  folded  armes 

acroffe, 
And  hide  their  harms  with  clokes  of  care,  &  feed  their 

hope  w*^  loffe 


Digitized  by 


Google 


^2  The  Gallery  of  gallant  Inuetitious. 

Her  lookes  doth  lift  aboue  the  fkyes,  her  frowns  to  Hel 

doth  throw 
All  fues  to  her,  she  feekes  on  none,  that  daily  proofe  doth 

show: 
Wherfore  her  faying  late  fet  forth,  shee  burnt  and  could 

not  flee, 
Though  ment  in  prayfc,  yet  far  amis,  I  take  it  written  bee. 
Shee  is  none  fuch  as  if  shee  would,  that  any  would  difdayne  : 
But  for  the  fmartes  of  others  greefes,  of  pitty  shee  did 

playne, 
As  one  moft  lothe  of  any  lyfe,  for  loue  of  her  bee  lofte. 
Or  that  with  blud  or  cruell  deedes,  men  write  her  beauties 

bofte : 
For  mercy  is  in  M,  her  breft,  and  modeft  is  her  life, 
A  courtuous  mayd,  and  like  to  prooue,  a  conftant  worthy 

wife. 

FINIS. 


The  Louer  deceyued  by  his  Ladyes  imconjiaftcy, 
writeth  vnto  Iter  as  foloweth. 

The  heat  is  part  that  did  mee  fret, 
The  fier  is  out  that  nature  wrought 
The  plantes  of  youth  that  I  did  fet, 
Are  dry  and  dead  within  my  thought 
The  Froft  hath  flayne  the  kindly  fap, 
That  kept  the  hart  in  liuely  ftate : 
The  fodayne  ftorme  and  thunder  clap  : 
Hath  turned  loue,  to  mortall  hate. 
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The  myft  is  gon  that  bleard  mine  eyes, 
The  lowring  cloudes  I  fee  appeare, 
Though  that  the  blinde  eate  many  flyes, 
I  would  you  knew,  my  fight  is  cleare : 
Your  fweete  deceyuing  flattryng  face 
Did  make  mee  thinke  that  you  were  white  : 
I  mufe  how  you  had  fuch  a  grace  : 
To  feeme  a  Hauke,  and  bee  a  kyte. 

Where  precious  ware  is  to  be  folde, 
They  fhall  it  haue,  that  giueth  moft : 
All  things  wee  fee,  are  woon  with  Golde, 
Few  things  is  had,  where  is  no  coft. 
And  fo  it  fareth  now  by  mee, 
Becaufe  I  preace  to  giue  no  gyftes  : 
Shee  takes  my  fute  vnthankfully, 
And  driues  mee  of  with  many  dryftes. 

Is  this  th'  end  of  all  my  fute, 
For  my  good  will,  to  haue  a  (korne  ? 
Is  this  of  all  my  paynes  the  frute, 
To  haue  the  chaffe  in  fteade  of  corne  ? 
Let  them  that  lyft,  poffeffe  fuch  droffe, 
For  I  deferue  a  better  gayne  : 
Yet  had  I  rather  leaue  with  loffe, 
Then  ferue  and  fue,  and  all  in  vayne. 


A  true  defcription  of  Lone, 

Afke  what  loue  is  ?  it  is  a  pafilon, 

Begun  with  reft,  and  pamperd  vp  in  play  : 
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Planted  on  fight,  and  nourifhed  day  by  day, 
With  talke  at  large,  for  hope  to  graze  vpon, 
It  is  a  Ihort  ioy,  long  fought,  and  foone  gon : 
An  endles  maze,  wherin  our  willes  doo  ftray : 
A  gylefuU  gaine,  repentance  is  the  pay. 
A  great  fier  bred  of  fmall  occafion, 
A  plague  to  make,  our  fraylty  to  vs  knowen. 
Where  wee  therby,  are  fubiefte  to  their  lay : 
Whofe  fraylty  ought,  to  leaue  vntill  our  ftay, 
In  cafe  ourfelues,  this  cuftome  had  not  knowen. 
Of  hope  and  health,  fuch  creatures  for  to  pray, 
Whofe  glory  refteth  cheefly  on  denaye. 

FINIS. 


The  Louer  to  his  beloiied,  by  the  name  of 
fayre^  andfalfe, 

0  Cruell   hart  with   falfehood   infefle,   of  force   I   muft 

complayne, 
Whofe  poyfon   hid,   I    may  dete<5l,  as   caufe   doth   mee 

conftrayn : 
Thy  name  I  (hryne  within  my  breft,  thy  deedes  though  I 

doo  tell, 
No  minde  of  malice  I  proteft,  thy  felfe  doth  know  it  well. 
If  thy  deferts  then  bids  mee  write,  I  cannot  well  reuoke  it, 

1  (hall  not  fpare  to  (hew  thy  fpite,  I  will  no  longer  cloake  it : 
As  Troylus  truth   (hall  bee  my  (heeld,  to  kepe  my  pen 

from  blame. 
So  CrefTids  crafte  (hall  kepe  the  feeld,  for  to  refound  thy 
shame. 
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Vliffes  wife  shall  mate  the  fore,  whofe  wishly  troth  doth 

shine, 
Well  Fayre  and  Falfe,  I  can  no  more,  thou  art  of  Helens 

lyne : 
And  daughter  to  Diana  eke,  with  pale  and  deadly  cheare, 
\yhofe  often  chaunge  I  may  well  like,  two  moonthes  within 

the  yeare. 

FINIS. 


Tlu  Louer  defcribeth  his  paynfull  plight^  and  reqiiireth 
fpeedy  redrejje,  or prefefit  death. 

The  flaue  of  feruile  fort,  that  borne  is  bond  by  kinde, 

Doth  not  remayne  in  hope,  w*  fuch  vnquiet  minde : 

Ne  toffed  crafid  Ship,  with  yrkfome  furging  feas, 

So  greedily  the  quiet  Port,  doth  third  to  ride  at  eafe. 

As  I  thy  short  retume,  with  wishing  vowes  require. 

In  hope  that  of  my  hatefuU  harmes,  the  date  will  then 

expire : 
But  time  with  ftealing  fteps,  and  driery  dayes  doth  driue, 
And  thou  remaynft  then  bound  to  come,  if  that  thou  bee 

aliue. 
O  cruell  Tygars  whelpe,  who  had  thy  hand  in  holde  ? 
When,  y*  with  flattering  pen  thou  wrotft,  thy  help  at  hand 

behold  ? 
Beleeue  it  to  bee  true,  I  come  without  delay, 
A  foole  and  filly  fimple  foule,  yet  dooft  thou  ftill  betray  : 
Whofe  mooueles  loue  and  truft,  doth  reafon  far  furmount. 
Whom  Cupids  trumpe,  to  fatall  death  hath  fommond  to 

accompt 
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My  fayth  and  former  life :  fed  with  fuch  frendly  fier, 
Haue  not  of  thee  by  iuft  reward,  deferued  fuch  falts  hyer. 
I  promeffe  thee  not  mine,  but  thy  cafe  I  bewayle, 
What  infamy  may  greater  bee,  then  of  thy  fayth  to  fayle  ? 
How  ofte  with  humble  fute?  haue  I  befought  the  fonne, 
That  he  would  fpur  his  Courfers  fearce,  their  race  more 

fwifte  to  ronne  ? 
To  th*end  with  quicker  fpeed,  might  come  the  promifed  day, 
The  day  which  I  with  louing  lookes,  and  weary  will  did 

pray. 
But  thou  art  fure  difpofde  to  glory  in  my  death, 
Wherfore  to  feede  thy  fancy  fond,  loe,  here  I  ende  my 

breath. 
I  can  not  fighe  nor  fob,  away  by  playnt  I  pine : 
I  fee  my  fatall  fainting  file,  ye  Sifters  doo  vntwine, 
The  Feriman  I  finde,  preft  at  the  Riuer  fide : 
To  take  mee  in  his  reftles  Boate,  therin  with  him  to  ride. 
And  yet  although  I  fterue,  through  thy  difpitous  fault : 
Yet  craue  I  not  in  my  reuenge,  that  harme  Ihould  thee 

affault. 
But  rather  that  thy  fame,  eternally  may  fhine : 
And  that  eche  to  thine  auayle,  aboundantly  encline. 
That  eche  thine  enterprife,  hath  luckye  lot  and  chaunce, 
And  ftable  fortune,  thine  eftate,  from  day  to  day  aduaunce, 
That  Sun,  that  Moone,  that  ftarres  and  eke  the  plannets  all, 
The  fier,  the  water,  and  the  earth,  may  freendly  to  thee  fal. 
That  many  quiet  yeres,  thou  number  may  with  reft : 
Voyd  of  all  annoyes  and  greeues,  as  may  content  thee  beft, 
And  if  that  foraine  loue,  torment  and  vexe  thy  harte : 
God  yeeld  thy  weary  wanting  wifh,  and  fwagement  of  thy 

fmart. 
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With  froward  flearing  face,  at  mee  if  Fortune  frowne, 

Thou  dooft  reioyce  and  I  not  fo,  but  ioy  thy  good  renowne: 

And  if  I  thee  offend,  for  that  I  doo  thee  loue, 

Forgiue  it  mee :  for  force  it  is,  I  can  it  not  remoue. 

For  I  in  fecret  fort,  thefe  lines  to  thee  did  I  write, 

My  weakned  wearied  hand  hensforth,  (hall  ceafe  for  to 

endyte  : 
That  letters  to  receiue  from  mee,  thou  neede  not  mufe : 
The  meffenger  that  next  of  all,  of  mee  (hal  bring  the  newes. 
Diffolued  from  the  corps,  fhalbe  my  dolefull  fpright : 
That  firft   (vnftieathd)  Ihal  paffe  to  thee,  when  he  hath 

vewd  thy  fight, 
Contented  hee  ftial  go,  vnto  the  heauens  aboue, 
In  cafe  that  ioyed  refted  place,  may  gayne  it  any  loue. 
And  now  for  that  my  death,  thy  name  may  fpot  and  ftayne: 
If  that  the  flying  fame  therof,  to  others  eares  attayne, 
I  will  not  it  were  red,  or  knowen  by  other  wayes : 
That  thou  art  only  caufe,  I  thus  in  ruthe  doo  ende  my  dayes. 
Wherfore  this  Letter  red,  condemne  it  to  the  flame : 
And  if  thou  doo  thy  honnor  forfe,  I  know  thou  wilt  the 

fame. 
And  if  in  lingring  time,  vnwares  they  chaunce  to  come : 
Wherin  the  entrayles  of  the  earth,  fliall  hap  to  bee  my 

tombe. 
At  leaft  yet  graunt  mee  this,  it  is  a  fmall  requeft : 
O  happy  wythered  pyned  corps,  God  fend  thy  foule  good 

reft. 

FINIS. 
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The  Lady  belouedy  ajfureth  her  Louer  to  bee  his  owne^ 
and  not  to  change^  while  life  doth  lafl. 

Deare  hart  as  earft  I  was,  fo  will  I  ftil  remayne, 

Till  I  am  dead,  and  more  if  more  may  bee : 

Howfoeuer  loue  do  yeeld  mee  ioy  or  payne, 

Or  Fortune  lyft  to  fmyle  or  frowne  on  mee 

No  chaunging  chaunce  my  faft  fayth  may  conftrayne, 

No  more  then  Waues,  or  beating  of  the  Sea 

May  ftir  the  ftedfaft  rocke,  that  will  not  ply, 

For  fayre  nor  fowle  one  inche,  no  more  will  I. 

A  file  or  knife  of  lead,  fhall  fooner  carue 

The  Diamant  vnto  what  forme  you  will : 

Ere  Fortunes  dynte,  compell  mee  for  to  fwarue, 

Or  the  ire  of  Loue,  to  breake  my  conftant  will. 

Yee  fooner  (hall,  the  law  of  nature  ftarue, 

When  Ryuers  take  their  courfe  agaynft  the  hill, 

Ere  fodayne  hap,  for  better  or  for  worfe, 

Difturne  my  thoughts,  to  take  a  better  courfe. 

With  hartes  confent,  my  loue  you  doo  poffeffe, 

A  furer  holde  may  chaunce,  then  many  weene : 

The  fayth  by  othe,  that  fubieftes  doo  confeffe, 

To  their  new  prince,  is  feldome  ftronger  feene : 

No  fyrmer  ftate  than  that,  which  loue  doth  fure  expreffe. 

Of  Kinge  ne  Keyfer  hitherto  hath  been : 

So  that  you  neede  not  fortifie  your  hould. 

With  Towre  or  Ditch,  leaft  others  win  it  (hould. 
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For  though  you  fet,  no  Souldiers  for  defence 
For  all  aflfaults,  this  one  may  yet  fuffife : 
It  is  not  goods  can  alter  my  pretence, 
No  gentle  hart,  yeeldes  to  fo  vile  a  prife. 
Though  crowne  and  feptier,  few  would  difpife, 
Not  beauty  meete,  to  moue  a  wauering  minde, 
Yet  more  then  yours,  I  wot  not  where  to  finde. 

And  feare  you  not,  what  forme  my  hart  once  tooke, 
Leaft  any  new  print,  (hall  the  fame  deface : 
So  deepe  therin,  ingraued  is  your  looke, 
As  neuer  may  bee  wyped  from  that  place  : 
My  hart  like  Waxe,  fo  lightly  did  not  brooke, 
More  then  one  ftroke,  ere  Cupid  brought  to  paffe 
One  fplint  of  (kale,  therof  to  take  away, 
The  beft  referued,  your  Image  to  pourtray. 

That  like  as  what  flone,  it  felfe  beft  defendeth, 
And  hardieft  is  with  toole  to  bee  graue : 
Doth  fooner  breake  in  peeces,  then  it  bendeth, 
To  looze  the  ftampe,  afore  my  hand  it  gaue : 
Euen  fo  the  nature,  of  my  hart  contendeth, 
As  hard  is  this,  as  any  ftone  you  haue : 
Though  forfe  do  breake  it,  vnto  peeces  fmall, 
Thofe  peeces  fomewhat,  you  referable  fhall. 

FINIS. 


In  tlie  prayfe  of  the  rare  beauty y  and  manifolde  vertues 
of  Mifires  D,  as  followetk. 

If  Chawcer  yet  did  Hue,  whofe  Englifh  tongue  did  paffe, 
Who  fucked  dry   Pernaffus   fpring,   and    rafte   the   Juice 
there  was  : 
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If  Surrey  had  not  fcalde,  the  height  of  loue  his  Throne, 
Vnto  whofe  head  a  pillow  fofte,  became  Mount  Helycon : 
They  with  their  Mufes,  could,  not  haue  pronounft  the  fame, 
Of  D.  faire  Dame,  lo,  a  flaming  flock,  the  cheefe  of  natures 

frame. 
They  would  but  haue  eclipfed,  her  beauties  golden  blafl, 
Nor  Ouid  yet  of  Poets  Prince,  whofe  wits  all  others  pafl. 
Olde  Neflor  with  his  tongue,  and  flowing  dew  fo  fweete, 
Would  rather  haue  berefte  her  right,  then  pend  her  praifes 

meete. 
In  Helens  heauenly  face,  whofe  grace  the  Greekes  bought 

deare, 
For  whofe  defence  prowd  Troy  did  fal,  fuch  forme  did  not 

appeare. 
In  Heflors  fifter  loe :  who  Pirhus  Father  rapte. 
Did  not  abounde  futch  beauty  bright,  as  now  to  D,  hath 

hapt : 
For  D,  doth  pafle  as  far.  Dame  Venus  with  her  prife, 
As  Venus  did  the  other  two,  by  doome  of  Paris  wife. 
If  ftiee  had  prefent  been,  within  the  walles  of  Ide, 
They  would  not  had  fuch  difcord  then,  nor  Paris  iudgd 

that  fide. 
In  minde  all  voyd  of  doubt,  they  ftraight  agreed  would. 
That  D,  fliould  of  good  right,  the  Aple  haue  of  Golde. 
Whom  as  I  muft  beleeue,  that  nature  did  create. 
To  rob  the  hartes  of  noble  Kings,  and  courage  flout  to  mate  : 
Her  forehead  feemely  fpafte,  wherin  doo  ftiine  her  eyes, 
No  whit  vnlike  to  ftarres  by  night,  or  beame  when  Phebus 

ryfe. 
Her  haire  that  fliines  like  golde,  her  shoulders  couer  whight. 
To  which  no  fnow  on  Mountayne  highe,  may  be  compared 

right : 
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Her  mouth  well  compaft  fmall,  in  fmylings  vtters  forth 
A  treafure  riche  of  Orient  Pearle,  therto  no  Golde  more 

worth, 
I  feare  much  Promethius  fall,  dare  no  further  wade, 
Whom  loue  embraced  with  the  shape,  that  hee  fo  finely 

made : 
Yet  this  I  dare  prefume,  one  thought  of  her  may  draw, 
A  harte  of  Iron,  and  it  fubdue,  vnto  blinde  Cupids  law, 
I  forrow  to  recite,  the  bitter  teares  that  flow  : 
Within  the  eyes  of  other  Dames,  that  beauty  know. 
I  weepe  to  wayle  in  minde,  the  burning  flights  that  flame : 
In  troubled  hartes  of  Natures  cafe  in  fpreadingof  her  fame. 
They  all  doo  curfe  themfelues,  of  Nature  makes  complaynt, 
That  fhee  on  them  had  fmal  regard,  that  did  her  thus 

depaynt. 
Of  her  doth  nobles  fpring,  and  futors  fue  for  grace 
And  Fountaines  eke  of  fugred  fpeech,  where  voice  can  take 

no  place, 
Here  Pallas  fhould  haue  loft  her  prayfe,  for  wifdome  great. 
Who  gendred  was  of  loue  his  braines,  wher  wifdom  toke 

his  feat. 
Here  wife  Vliffes  wyfe,  whofe  chaftnefle  brued  her  fame  : 
Should  matched  bee,  ye  mated  eke,  in  ventring  of  the  fame. 
Prowde  Tarquin  with  his  force,  which  Lucrefle  did  defile  : 
Could  not  have  fpoyled  faire  D.  fo,  with  neither  found 

nor  gyle. 
This  Dame  I  thinke  bee  fuch,  that  heauen  can  vndermine. 
And  lifte  the  earth   vnto   the   fkyes,   eche    ftone   a   ftar 

to  fhine. 
If  paflfed  time  (alas)  might  now  returne  agayne, 
And  all  the  wittes  that  euer  was,  would  herein  take  the 
payne :  M 
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They  could  not  at  the  ful,  no  due  giftes  expreffe, 

A  wight  vnfit  to  bee  in  earth,  in  heauen  no  fuch  goddeffe. 

Whofe  name  fhall  floorifh  ftill,  though  Atropos  with  fpight : 

lu  running  from  her  deueliih  Den,  bereaue  vs  of  this  light, 

Though  Thefiphon  do  cut,  her  time  of  life  away : 

Her  cankred  Swoord  cannot  aflfayle,  her  fame  for  to  decay. 

For  wee  in  thefe  our  dayes,  our  felues  may  better  quight : 

To  geue  to  her  the  cheefeft  prayfe,  then  Paris  which  did 

right. 
Leffe  hatred  cannot  want,  though  power  for  to  reuenge  : 
Our  (lately  houfe  as  they  did  Troy,  their  force  doth  fayle 

to  fenge. 
Their  might  if  it  were  like,  thefe  verfes  wee  (hould  rew. 
With  no  lefs  payne  then  Ouid  did,  whofe  greefe  by  Mufes 

grew. 

FINIS. 

Prety  parables^  and  Prouerbes  of  L  one, 

I  fpake  when  I  ment  not,  in  fpeeding  to  gayne, 

I  fought,  when  I  fped  not,  but  trauaild  in  vayne : 

I  found  where  I  feard  not,  would  writh  w^  the  wind, 

I  lofte  where  I  lou'd  not,  nor  forfid  to  finde. 

Nothing  in  which,  truth  is  not  truftie. 

But  double  is  fuch,  and  beauty  but  ruftie  : 

I  coole  with  the  colde,  I  leue  that  I  like  not, 

I  know  not  the  olde,  that  rotteth  and  ripes  not. 

I  fauor  no  fuch,  that  fondly  doth  fauor, 

I  care  not  to  much,  for  fuch  fory  fauor  : 

I  tafte  or  I  try,  in  parte  or  in  all, 

I  care  not  a  flye,  the  lofle  is  but  fmall. 
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I  labor  at  leafure,  I  pricke  without  payne, 

In  vfmg  for  pleafure,  beates  in  my  brayne : 

I  fpare  not  in  byrding,  to  beat  well  the  bufli, 

Nor  leaue  not  in  ftryking,  as  long  as  they  rufh. 

I  try  ere  I  truft,  nought  wafting  but  winde, 

Before  I  finde  iuft,  they  know  not  my  minde : 

I  iet  not  with  Geminie,  nor  tarry  with  Tawre 

In  bluttring  who  bleares  mee  ?  I  leaue  them  with  Lawre. 

For  fier  who  fyndeth,  in  burning  to  bight, 

The  wife  man  hee  warneth,  to  leape  from  the  light : 

For  feeing  the  weede,  and  lofmg  from  bandes, 

The  plowing  in  Sea,  and  fowing  in  Sandes. 

FINIS, 


Of  patience, 
A  Soueraygne  falue  there  is  for  eche  difeafe  : 

The  cheefe  reuenge  for  cruell  ire 
Is  pacience,  the  cheefe  and  prefent  eafe, 

For  to  delay  eche  yll  defire. 

Of  lawlefse  lufl. 
An  euerlafting  bondage  doth  hee  choofe, 

That  can  not  tell  a  litle  how  to  vfe  : 
Hee  fcant  ynough  for  fhame  puruayes, 

That  all  alone  to  Iuft  obayes. 

Of  will,  and  reafon, 
I  count  this  conqueft  great, 

That  can  by  reafons  (kill : 
Subdue  affeftions  heate, 

And  vanquifh  wanton  will. 
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Of  three  things  to  befhunned. 

Three  thinges,  who  feekes  for  prayfe,  muft  flye, 

To  pleafe  the  tafte  with  wine 
Is  one  :  another,  for  to  lye 

Full  fofte  on  fethers  fine. 
The  thirde  and  hardeft  for  to  fliunne, 

And  cheefeft  to  efchew, 
Is  lickerous  luft,  which  once  begun, 

Repentance  doth  enfue. 

Of  beauty t  and  c/iajiity. 

Chaftity  a  vertue  rare, 

Is  feldome  knowen  to  run  her  race  : 
Where  cumly  fhape  and  beauty  faire. 

Are  feene  to  haue  a  byding  place. 

Of  wifdome. 

Who  feeketh  the  renowne  to  haue. 
And  eke  the  prayfe  of  Vertues  name  : 

Of  Wifdome  rare  hee  ought  to  craue. 
With  gladfome  will  to  worke  the  fame. 

Of  a  pure  confcietice. 

A  confcience  pure  withouten  fpot, 
That  knoweth  it  felfe  to  bee  free  : 

Of  flaunders  lothfome  reketh  not, 
A  brazen  wall  full  well  may  bee. 
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Of  freiidjhip  foimde  by  chaunce. 

The  frendfliip  found  by  chaunce  is  fuch, 
As  often  chaunce  is  feene  to  chaunge : 

And  therfore  truft  it  not  to  much, 
Ne  make  therof  a  gaine  to  ftraunge : 

For  proofe  hath  taught  by  hap  is  had, 

Sometime  as  well  the  good  as  bad. 

Of  good  will  got  by  due  defer t. 

But  I  fuppofe  the  fame-good  will, 
That  once  by  good  defart  is  got : 
That  fancy  findes  by  reafons  (kill, 
And  time  fhall  try  withouten  fpot, 
Is  fuch  as  harde  is  to  bee  gayned, 
And  woorthy  got  to  bee  retayned. 

Of  flatterers  and  faythf till  friendes. 

The  fined  tongue  can  tel  the  fmootheft  tale, 
The  hotteft  fiers  haue  ofte  the  higheft  fmoke  : 
The  hardieft  knightes  the  fooneft  will  affaile, 
The  ftrongeft  armes  can  giue  the  fturdeft  ftroke 
The  wyfeft  men  be  thought  of  greateft  (kill, 
And  pooreft  freendes  be  found  of  moft  goodwill. 

Of  a  vertuous,  life,  age,  and  death, 

God  wot  my  freend  our  life  full  foon  decayes, 
And  vertue  voydes  no  wrinkels  from  the  face : 
Approching  age  by  no  entreatie  ftayes. 
And  death  vntamed,  will  graunt  no  man  grace. 

FINIS. 
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A  proper  Pofiefor  a  Handkercher, 


Fancy  is  fearce,  Defire  is  bolde, 
Will  is  wilfull,  but  Reafon  is  colde. 


The  Louer  beeing  ouermtuh  weryed  with 
feruilelyfe^  compareth  it  to  a  Laborinth. 

With  fpeedy  winges,  my  fethered  woes  purfues, 

My  wretched  life,  made  olde  by  weary  dayes : 

But  as  the  fire  of  Ethna  ftil  renues, 

And  breedes  as  much,  by  flame  as  it  decayes : 

My  heauy  cares,  that  once  I  thought  would  ende  mee, 

Prolongs  my  life,  the  more  mifliap  to  lende  mee. 

Oh  haples  will,  with  fuch  vnwary  eyes, 
About  mishap  that  haft  thy  felfe  bewrethed  : 
Thy  truft  of  weale,  my  wailful!  proofe  denyes, 
To  wofull  ftate  wherby  I  am  bequethed : 
And  into  fuch  a  Laborinth  betake, 
As  Dedalus  for  Minotaure  did  make. 

With  helples  fearch,  wheras  it  were  aflinde, 
Without  reuoke,  I  tread  thefe  endles  Mayes : 
Where  more  I  walke,  the  more  my  felfe  I  winde, 
Without  a  guyde,  in  Torments  trying  wayes  : 
In  hope  I  dread,  where  to  and  fro  I  rome, 
By  death  ne  life,  and  findes  no  better  home. 
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But  fithe  I  fee,  that  forrow  cannot  ende, 

Thefe  haples  howres,  the  lines  of  my  mifchance  : 

And  that  my  hope,  can  nought  a  whit  amend, 

My  bitter  dayes,  nor  better  hap  aduance : 

I  fhall  fhake  of,  both  doubtfull  hope  and  dreede. 

And  fo  bee  pleafed,  as  God  is  beft  agreede. 

FINIS. 


How  to  choofe  a  faythfull  freettde. 

Though  that  my  yeares,  full  far  doo  ftande  aloofe, 
From  counfell  fage,  or  Wifdomes  good  aduice :. 
What  I  doo  know  by  foone  repenting  proofe, 
I  (hall  you  tell,  and  learne  if  you  be  wife. 
From  fined  wits,  that  telles  the  fmootheft  tale. 
Beware,  their  tongues  doo  flatter  oft  a  wry : 
A  modeft  loke  (hall  well  fet  forth  your  fale, 
Truft  not  to  much,  before  fomewhat  you  try  : 
So  guyde  your  felfe  in  worde,  and  eke  in  deede, 
As  bad  and  good  may  prayfe  your  fober  name : 
Affay  your  freend,  before  your  greateft  neede. 
And  to  conclude,  when  I  may  doo  the  fame, 
That  may  you  pleafe,  and  beft  content  your  minde, 
AfTure  your  felfe,  a  faythfull  freend  to  finde. 

FINIS. 

The  Louer  beeing  accujed  offufpicion  of  flattery^  pleadeth 
not  gyltiey  and  yet  is  wrongfully  condemned. 

To  feeme  for  to  reuenge,  eche  wrong  in  haftie  wife. 
By  proofe  wee  fee  of  gyltleffe  man,  it  hath  not  bin  the 
guifc  : 
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In  flaunders  lothfome  brute,  when  they  condemned  bee, 
With  rageles  moodes  they  fuffer  wronge,  when  truth  Ihall 

try  them  free : 
Thefe  are  the  pacient  panges,  y'  pas  within  the  bred 
Of  thofe  that  feele  their  cafe  by  mine,  where  wrong  hath 

right  oppreft : 
I  know  how  by  fufpefl,  I  haue  been  fudged  awry, 
And  graunted  gyltie  in  the  thing,  that  clearly  I  denye. 
My  fayth  may  mee  defende,  if  I  might  leuid  bee, 
God  iudge  mee  fo,  as  from  that  gylte  I  know  mee  to  bee 

free : 
I  wrought  but  for  my  freend,  the  greefe  was  all  mine  owne 
As  if  the  troth  were  truely  tryde,  by  proofe  it  might  be 

knowne. 
Yet  are  there  fuch  that  fay,  they  can  my  meaning  deeme. 
Without  refpeft  to  this  olde  troth :  things  proue  not  as 

they  feeme: 
Wherby  it  may  befall,  in  iudgment  to  bee  quicke. 
To  make  them  be  fufpefle  therwith,  that  needeth  not  to 

kicke : 
Yet  in  refilling  wrong,  I  would  not  haue  it  thought, 
I  doo  accufe  as  though  I  knew,  by  whom  it  may  be  wrought: 
If  any  fuch  there  bee,  that  herewithall  be  vext. 
It  were  their  vertue  to  beware,  and  deeme  mee  better  nexte. 

FINIS. 

The  Lotier  defcribeth  the  daungerous 
Jlate  of  Ambition, 

Beholde  thefe  high  and  mighty  men, 
Their  chaunging  ftate  and  tell  mee  then  : 
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Where  they  or  wee,  bed  dayes  doo  fee, 
Though  wee  feeme  not  and  they  to  bee 

In  wealth. 
Their  pleafant  courfe  ftraung  traces  hath, 
On  tops  of  trees  that  groundles  path  : 

Full  waueringly. 
For  bee  it  calme  they  tread  not  faft, 
Blow  roughe,  blow  foft,  all  helpe  is  pad : 

Appearingly. 
With  vs,  ye  fee,  it  is  not  fo. 
That  clime  not  vp,  but  kepe  below  : 
In  calmes  our  courfe  is  faire  and  playne, 
Huge  hilles  defendes  from  ftormy  rayne : 

For  why? 
The  raging  winde  and  ftormy  fhower, 
On  mountaynes  high  it  hath  moft  power 

Naturally. 
But  wee  that  in  lowe  valleis  lye, 
Beholde  may  fuch  as  wander  hye : 

So  flydingly : 
Then  what  is  hee  that  will  afpire. 
To  heape  fuch  woe  to  pleafe  defire : 
That  may  in  wealth  by  flaying  ftill, 
Spend  well  his  dayes  and  fly  from  yll : 

To  good. 
By  hauing  his  recourfe  to  God 
To  loue  his  lawes  to  feare  his  rod  : 

Vnfaynedly. 
To  doo  that  in  his  worde  wee  finde, 
To  helpe  the  poore,  the  ficke,  the  blinde : 

Accordingly. 
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But  though  gaynfayd  this  can  not  bee, 
Deeme  men  by  deedes,  and  yee  fhall  fee : 
That  thefe  low  valleies  they  can  not  bide, 
But  vp  will  clyme,  though  downe  they  flyde : 

Agayne. 
The  poore  the  riche  mans  place  doth  craue, 
The  riche  would  fayne  hyer  places  haue : 

Ambicioufly. 
The  Squyre,  the  Knight,  a  Lorde  would  bee, 
The  Lorde,  the  Erie  would  hyer  then  hee  : 

Full  dangeroufly. 
When  thefe  attayne  to  their  defire, 
Then  meaner  men  are  fet  on  fire : 
To  haue  the  roomes  which  they  in  were, 
So  that  ye  fee  all  times  fome  there : 

In  hart. 
When  one  is  gon,  another  is  come. 
The  third  catching  the  fecondes  roome : 

Full  fpeedely. 
Thus  clyming  one  to  others  tayle. 
The  bowes  either  breake,  or  footing  fayle  : 

Full  totteringly. 
For  when  the  top  they  haue  attaynd, 
And  got  is  all  they  would  haue  gaynd : 
Then  downe  they  come  wit[h]  fodayne  fall. 
In  doubtfull  cafe  of  life  and  all. 

And  thus, 
Ambition  reapeth  worthy  hyre, 
Becaufe  hee  would  fuch  fporte  afpyre 

Vnequally. 
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And  there  his  bragge  is  layd  full  low, 
That  thought  on  hie,  himfelf  to  (how. 
Deferuedly. 

FINIS, 


The  paynfuU  plight  of  a  Louer  remayning  in 
doubtful  hope  of  his  Ladyes  fatwur. 

The  bitter  fweete,  that  ftraynes  my  yeelded  harte, 
The  careleffe  count  which  doth  the  fame  imbrace : 
The  doubtful  hope,  to  reape  my  due  dezart. 
The  penfiue  pathe,  that  guides  my  reftles  race  : 
Are  at  fuch  war,  within  my  wounded  breft, 
As  doth  bereaue,  my  ioy  and  eke  my  reft. 

My  greedy  will,  which  feekes  the  golden  gayne, 

My  luckles  lot,  doth  alwayes  take  in  worth : 

My  matched  minde,  that  dreades  my  futes  in  vayne, 

My  pittious  playnt,  doth  helpe  for  to  fet  forth  : 

So  that  betwixt,  two  waues  of  raging  Seas, 

I  driue  my  dayes,  in  troubles  and  difeafe. 

My  wofull  eyes,  doo  take  their  cheefe  delight, 
To  feede  their  fill,  vpon  their  pleafant  maze  : 
My  hidden  harmes,  that  grow  in  mee  by  fight, 
With  pyning  panges,  doo  driue  mee  from  the  gaze  : 
And  to  my  hap,  I  reape  none  other  hire. 
But  burne  my  felfe,  and  I  to  blow  the  fire. 

FIXIS. 
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The  Louer  recounteth  his  faythfiM  diligence 

towarde  his  beloued,  with  tlu  rewardes 

that  hee  reapeth  therof. 

My  fancy  feedes,  vpon  the  fugred  gaule, 

My  witlefle  will,  vnwillingly  workes  my  woe : 

My  carefull  choyfe,  doth  choofe  to  keepe  mee  thraule, 

My  franticke  folly,  fawns  vpon  my  foe. 

My  lufte  alluers,  my  lickering  lyppes  to  tafte, 

The  bayte  wherin,  the  fubtill  hooke  is  plafte. 

My  hungry  hope,  doth  heape  my  heauy  hap, 
My  fundry  futes,  procure  my  more  difdayne : 
My  fteadfaft  fteppes,  yet  flyde  into  the  trap, 
My  tryed  truth,  entangleth  mee  in  trayne : 
I  fpye  the  fnare,  and  will  not  backward  go, 
My  reafon  yeeldes,  and  yet  fayth  euer,  no. 

In  pleafant  plat,  I  tread  vpon  the  fnake. 

My  flamyng  thirft,  I  quench  with  venomd  Wine : 

In  dayntie  difli,  I  doo  the  poyfon  take. 

My  hunger  biddes  mee,  rather  eate  then  pine : 

I  fow,  I  fet,  yet  fruit,  ne  flowre  I  finde, 

I  pricke  my  hand,  yet  leaue  the  Rofe  behinde. 

FINIS. 

A    Letter  written  by  a  yonge  gentilwoman  and  fent 
to  her  husband  vnawares  (by  afreend  of  hers)  into  Italy. 

Imagine  when  thefe  blurred  lines,  thus  fcribled  out  of  frame, 
Shall  come  before  thy  careles  eyes,  for  thee  to  reade  the 
fame  : 
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To  bee  through  no  default  of  pen,  or  els  through  prowd 

difdayne. 
But  only  through  furpafling  greefe,  which  did  the  Author 

payne 
Whofe  quiuring  hand  could  haue  no  (lay,  this  careful  bil 

to  write 
Through  flufhing  teares  diftilling  faft,  whilft  fhee  did  it 

indite : 
Which  teares  perhaps  may  haue  fome  force,  if  thou  no 

tigre  bee, 
And  moUifie  thy  ftony  hart,  to  haue  remorfe  on  mee. 
Ah  periurde  wight  reclaime  thy  felfe,  and  faue  thy  louing 

mate, 
Whom  thou  haft  left  beclogged  now,  in  moft  vnhappy  ftate : 
(Ay  mee  poore  wench)  what  luckles  ftar  ?  what  frowning 

god  aboue. 
What  hellifti  hag?  what  furious   fate   hath  changd   our 

former  loue  ? 
Are  wee  debard  our  wonted  ioyes?  fhall  wee  no  more 

embrace  ? 
Wilt  thou  my  deare  in  country  ftrang,  enfue  Eneas  race : 
Italians  fend  my  louer  home,  hee  is  no  Germayne  borne, 
Vnles  ye  welcome  him  becaufe  hee  leaues  mee  thus  forlorne. 
As  earft  yee  did  Anchifes  fonne,  the  founder  of  your  foyle. 
Who  falfely  fled  from  Carthage  Queene,releeuer  of  his  toyle: 
Oh  fend  him  to  Bryttannia  Coaftes,  vnto  his  trufty  feere. 
That  (hee  may  vew  his  cumly  corps,  whom  fhee  eftemes 

fo  deere  : 
Where  wee  may  once  againe  renue,  our  late  furpaffed  dayes, 
Which  then  were  fpent  with  kiffes  fweet,  &  other  wanton 

playes : 
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But  all  in  vayne  (forgiue  thy  thrall,  if  fhee  doo  iudge  &wrong) 
Thou    canft   not  want  of  dainty  Trulles  Italian  Dames 

among. 
This  only  now  I  fpeake  by  gefle,  but  if  it  happen  true, 
Suppofe  that  thou  haft  feene  the  fword,  that  mee  thy 

Louer  flue  : 
Perchance  through  time  fo  merrily  with  dallying  damfels 

fpent, 
Thou  ftandft  in  doubt  &  wilte  enquire  fro  whom  thefe  lines 

were  fent : 
If  fo,  remember  firft  of  ajl,  if  thou  haft  any  fpowfe. 
Remember  when,  to  whom  and  why,  thou  erft  haft  plited 

vowes, 
Remember  who  efteemes  thee  beft,  and  who  bewayles  thy 

flight, 
Minde  her  to  whom  for  loyalty  thou  falfliood  dooft  requight. 
Remember  Heauen,  forget  not  Hell,  and  way  thyne  owne 

eftate, 
Reuoke  to  minde  whom  thou  haft  left,  in  fhamefull  blame 

&  hate : 
Yea  minde  her  well  who  did  fubmit,  into  thine  onely  powre, 
Both  hart  and  life,  and  ther  withall,  a  ritch  and  wealthy 

dowre  : 
And  laft  of  all  which    greeues  mee  moft,  that  I  was  fo 

begylde, 
Remember  moft  forgetfuU  man,  thy  pretty  tatling  childe  : 
The  leaft  of  thefe  furnamed  things,  I  hope  may  well  fuffife, 
To  fhew  to  thee  the  wretched  Dame,  that  did  this  bill 

deuife. 
I  fpeake  in  vayne,  thou  haft   thy  will,   and   now   fayth 

Aefons  fonnc, 
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Medea  may  packe  vp  her  pypes,  the  golden  Fleefe  is  wonne: 
If  fo,  be  fure  Medea  I  will,  (hew  forth  my  felfe  in  deede, 
Yet  gods  defend  though  death  I  tafte,  I  should  deftroy  thy 

feede : 
Agayne,  if  that  I  should  enquire,  wherfore   thou   dooft 

foiurne, 
No  anfwere  fitly  mayft  thou  make,  I  know  to  ferue  thy 

turne  : 
Thou  canft  not  fay  but  that  I  haue,  obferv'd  my  loue 

to  thee. 
Thou  canft  not  fay,  but  that  I  haue,  of  life  vnchaft  bin  free. 
Thou  canft  not  cloak  (through  want)  thy  flight,  fince  riches 

did  abound 
Thou  needes  not  shame  of  mee  thy  fpoufe,  whofe  byrth  not 

low  is  found. 
As  for  my  beauty,  thou  thy  felf,  earwhile  didft  it  commend 
And  to  conclude  I  know  no  thing,  wherin  I  dyd  offend  : 
Retier  with  fpeed,  I  long  to  fee,  thy  barke  in  wished  bay. 
The  Seas  are  calmer  to  returne,  then  earft  to  fly  away. 
Beholde  the  gentill  windes  doo  ferue,  fo  that  a  frendly  gayle, 
Would  foone  conuay  to  happy  Porte,  thy  moft  defired  fayle : 
Return  would  make  amends  for  all,  and  bannish  former 

wronge. 
Oh  that  I  had  for  to  entice,  a  Scyrens  flattering  fonge. 
But  out  alas,  I  haue  no  shift,  or  cunning  to  entreat. 
It  may  fuffife  for  abfence  thine,  that  I  my  grieefes  repeate. 
Demaund  not  how  I  did  difgeft,  at  firft  thy  fodayne  flight. 
For  ten  dayes  fpace  I  tooke  no  reft,  by  day  nor  yet  by 

night : 
But  like  to  Baccus  beldame  Nonne,  I  fent  and   rangde 

apace : 
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To  fee  if  that  I  mought  thee  finde,  in  fome  frequented  place  : 
Now  here,  now  there,   now  vp,  now  down,  my  fancy  fo 

was  fed, 
Vntill  at  length  I   knew  of  troth,  that   thou   from  mee 

wert  fled. 
Then  was  I  fully  bent  with  blade,  to  ftab  my  vexed  harte, 
Yet  hope  that  thou  wouldft  come  agayn,  my  purpofe  did 

conuart : 
And  fo  ere  fmce  I  liu'd  in  hope  bemixt  with  dreadfull  feare. 
My  fmeared  face  through  endles  teares,  vnpleafant  doth 

appeare : 
My  flepes  vnfound  with  vgly  dreams,  my  meats  are  vayn 

of  tafte 
My  gorgious  rayment  is  difpifde,  my  trefles  rudly  plafte. 
And  to  bee  briefe :  I  bouldly  fpeake,  there  doth  remayne 

no  care : 
But  that  therof  in  ampleft  wife,  I  doo  poflefle  a  fhare : 
Lyke  as  the  tender  fprig  doth  bend,  with  euery  blaft  of 

winde. 
Or  as  the  guidelefle  Ship  on  Seas,  no  certaine  Porte  may 

finde. 
So  I  now  fubieft  vnto  hope,  now  thrall  to  carefuU  dread, 
Amids  the  Rocks,  tween  hope  and  feare,  as  fancy  mooues, 

am  led  : 
Alas  returne,  my  deare  returne,  returne  and  take  thy  reft, 
God  graunt  my  wordes  may  haue  the  force,  to  penytrat 

thy  breft. 
What  dooft  thou  thinke  in  Italy,  fome  great  exployt  to  win  } 
No,  no,  it  is  not  Italy,  as  fometimes  it  hath  bin  : 
Or  dooft  thou  loue  to  gad  abroad,  the  forrain  coftes  to  vew, 
If  fo,  thou  hadft  not  doone  amifle,  to  bid  me  firft  a  dew : 
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But  what  hath  bin  the  caufe,  I  neede  not  defcant  longe, 
For  fure  I  am,  meane  while  poore  wench,  I  only  fuffer 

wrong. 
Wei  thus  I  leaue,  yet  more  could  fay :   but  leaft  thou 

fhouldft  refufe, 
Through  tediousneffe  to  reede  my  lines,  the  reft  I  will 

excufe  : 
Vntil  fuch  time  as  mighty  loue  doth  fend  fuch  luckye  grace, 
As  wee  therof  in  freendly  wife,  may  reafon  face  to  face. 
Till  then  farwell,  and  hee  thee  keepe,  who  only  knowes  my 

fmart 
And  with  this  bill  I  fend  to  thee,  a  trufty  Louers  harte. 

By  mee  to  tkee,  not  mine,  but  thine. 

Since  Lotie  doth  moue  the  fame, 
Thy  mate,  though  late,  doth  w right,  her  plight. 

Thou  well,  canfl  tell,  her  name. 


A  Letter  fent  from  beyond  tlie  Seaes  to  his  Loner,  perf wading 
lier  to  continew  her  loue  towardes  him. 

To  thee  I  write  whofe  life  and  death,  thy  faith  may  faue 

or  fpil  : 
Which  fayth  obferue,  I   Hue  in  ioy,  if  not,  your  freend 

you  kill  : 
Sufpefte  not  that  I  doo  mifdoubt,  your  loyalty  at  all : 
But  ponder  how  that  louers  are,  vnto  fufpicion  thrall. 
Which  thraldome  breedeth  furth  thrall,  if  woonted  fayth 

doo  fayle : 
Agaynft    the    Louer  thus   forlorne,   do   thoufand    Cares 

preuayle  :  f) 
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It  little  helpes  to  have  begun,  and  there  to  fet  a  ftay, 
They  win  more  fame,  that  fight  it  out :  then  thofe  that 

run  away. 
Like  as  the  willing  hound  that  doth,  purfue   the  Deare 

in  Chace : 
Wil  not  omit  vnto  the  ende,  his  paynfull  weary  race : 
So  loue  (if  loue  it  bee  indeed)  will  ftedfaft  flill  remayne  : 
What  fo  betide,  good  hap  or  yll,  and  not  reuoult  agayne. 
Such  fayth  of  you,  fweet  hart  I  afke,  fuch  fayth :  why 

faidlfo? 
What  neede  I  to  demaund  the  thing,  I  haue  had  long  ago : 
Your  fayth  you  gaue,  the  cafe  is  playn,  you  may  not  feeme 

to  dart : 
And  I  in  earneft  of  the  match  did  leaue  with  you  my  hart. 
But  now  perhaps  you  may  alleage,  long   diftance   may 

procure, 
A  caufe  wherby  our  former  loue,  no  longer  may  endure  : 
If  fo  you  Judge  fo  far  amiffe,  although  that  fayle  and  winde, 
Conuay  my  corps  to  cuntry  ftrange,   my  hart  remaynes 

behinde. 
Examples  many  could  I  fhew,  but  needles  is  that  payne, 
Mine  owne  example  fhall  fuffife,  when  I  returne  agayne : 
Meane  while  although  to  fwim  I  want,  Leanders  cunning  art, 
In  all  things  els  (except  thefame)  He  play  Leanders  part 
In  hope  that  thou  wilt  flicw  thy  felfe,  to  mee  an  Hero  true, 
And  fo  although  loth  to  depart,  I  fay  fweete  hart  adue. 

A  Ringe  I  fender  w her  in  is  petide^  a  Pojte  (if  you  reede) 
Wherby  you  may,  perceaue  alway,  of  what  I  mojl  haue  neede. 
By  mee  your  frende,  vnto  the  ende,  if  you  therto  agree. 
Although  not  fo,  your  lotting  foe,  I  flill  perforce  mufi  bee. 

PINTS, 
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An  other  louing  Letter, 

Becaufe   my   hart   is   not    mine   owne,   but    refteth   now 

with  thee, 
I  greet  thee  well  of  hartineffe,  thy  felfe  mayft  Caruer  bee  : 
Mufe  not  hereat  but  like  hereof,  firft  read  and  then  excufe, 
I  wilh  to  you  a  plyant  hart,  when  you  thefe  lines  perufe. 
Hope  bids  me  fpeak,  fear  ftayes  my  tongue,  but  Cupid 

makes  mee  boulde, 
And  Fancy  harps  of  good  fucceffe,  when  that  my  playnt  is 

tould : 
Thus  Hope  doth  prick,  &  feare  doth  kicke,  &  fancy  feeds 

my  brayn. 
In  you  alone  doth  now  confift,  the  falue  to  eafe  my  payne. 
You  are  my  Paradice  of  ioy,  the  heauen  of  my  delight, 
And  therwithall  (which  thing  is  ftrang)  the  worker  of  my 

fpight: 
Which  fpight  I  feeke  not  to  reuenge,but  mcekely  to  fubdue, 
Not  as  a  foe,  but  as  a  freend,  I  do  your  loue  purfue. 
I  yeeld  my  felfe  into  your  power,  and  will  not  you  relente  ? 
In  humble  wife  I  mercy  craue,  and  is  your  mercy  fpente  ? 
No  fure,  as  nature  outwardly,  hath  fhewde  in  you  her  fkill, 
I  doubt  not  but  that  inwardly,  the  like  fhee  doth  fulfill. 
So  good  a  face,  fo  trim  a  grace,  as  doth  in  you  remayne : 
A  Creflids  cruell  ftony  harte,  I  know  may  not  retayne : 
Wherfore  to  ratefie  my  wordes,  let  decdcs  apparant  bee  : 
Then  may  you  vaunt  and  proue  it  true,  you  freedom  gaue 

to  mee. 
Confider  of  my  reftles  care,  and  way  blinde  Cupids  ire : 
Then  (hal  you  finde  my  paynfull    loue,  doth  claym  but 

earned  hire. 
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Requite  not  this  my  curtefy,  and  freendfhip  with  difdaine, 
But  as  I  loue  vnfainedly,  fo  yeeld  like  loue  againe. 
Allow  hereof  as  for  the  reft,  that  doth  belong  to  loue  : 
My  felfe  therof  will  take  the  care,  as  time,  in  time  fhall 

proue, 
Meane  while  I   wifh  a  Thisbies  hart,  in  you  there  may 

endure : 
Then  doubt  not,  but  a  Pyramus,  of  mee  you  (hall  procure. 

Yours  at  your  will. 
To  faue  or  fpill. 

FINIS, 


PRETIE  PAMPHLETS,    BY  T.  PROCTOR. 

Proctors  Precepts, 

Leaue  vading  plumes,  no  more  vaunt,  gallant  youth, 

Thy  mafking  weeds  forfake,  take  collours  fage : 

Shun  vicious  fteps,  confider  what  enfueth. 

Time  lewdly  fpent,  when  on  coms  crooked  age. 

When  beauty  braue  fhall  vade,  as  doth  the  flower. 

When  manly  might,  fhall  yeeld  to  auncient  time : 

When  yonge  delightes  fhall  dye,  and  ages  bower. 

Shall  lodge  thy  corps,  bemoning  idle  prime. 

Learne  of  the  Ant,  for  flormy  blades  to  get 

Prouifion,  leaft  vntimely  want  do  cum. 

And  mooues  thee  mone  fuch  time,  fo  lewd  negleft 

From  vertues  lore,  where  worthy  honors  wun. 

Thinke  how  vncertayne  here,  thou  liuft  a  gueft. 

Amid  fuch  vice,  thats  irkfome  to  beholde : 

Thinke  whence  thou  camft,  and  where  thy  corps  fhall  reft, 
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When  breathing  breath,  (hall  leaue  thy  carkaffe  colde. 

When  dreadful!  death,  (hall  daunt  thy  hauty  minde, 

When  fearfull  flefli,  fhall  (hrowd  in  clammy  clay  : 

When  pamperd  plumes  (hall  vade,  and  dreads  (hall  finde, 

Deferuings  due,  for  erring  lewd  aftray. 

Run  not  to  ra(h,  leaft  triall  make  thee  mone, 

In  auncient  yeres  thy  greene  vnbridled  time  : 

Olde  Age  is  lothd,  with  folly  ouer  grown, 

Yonge  yeres  difpifde,  cut  of  in  fprowting  prime. 

Experience  learne  let  elder  lyues  thee  lead. 

In  lyuely  yeres,  thy  fickle  fteps  to  guide : 

Least  vnawares,  fuch  vncoth  paths  thou  tread, 

Which  filthy  be  thought,  pleafant  to  be  eyde. 

In  calmeft  Seas,  the  deepeft  Whorepooles  bee. 

In  greeneft  GraflTe,  the  lurking  Adder  lyes  : 

With  eger  fting,  the  fugereft  fap  we  fee, 

Smooth  wordes  deceiue,  learne  therfore  to  bee  wife. 

FINIS, 


Imiidus  alterius  rebus  macrefcit  opimis. 

The  greedy  man,  whofe  hart  with  hate  doth  fwell, 
Becaufe  hee  fees  his  neyghbors  good  eftate  : 
Liues  vncontent,  with  what  might  ferue  him  well. 
And  eftfoones  feemes  to  blame  fufficient  fate: 
This  grudging  gluton  glut,  with  goulden  gayne, 
To  ferue  his  vfe,  although  hee  hath  enough  : 
Repines  at  that,  which  others  get  with  payne. 
So  that  himfelfe  therby,  hee  doth  abufe : 
Hee  thinkcs  that  much,  which  paflTeth  by  his  claw, 
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And  findes  a  fault  for  it  through  luckles  hap  : 
Although  the  matter  valueth  fcarce  a  ftraw, 
Hee  deemes  it  fmall  of  game,  that  giues  no  fap. 
Hee  thinkes  his  ftore,  fhall  ferue  his  fencelefle  corfe, 
Or  that  no  death  at  all,  hee  deemes  there  bee : 
Els  would  hee  to  his  confcience  have  remorfe. 
And  feeke  to  Hue  content  with  his  degree  : 
For  what  auayles,  to  horde  vp  heapes  of  droffe. 
Or  feeke  to  pleafe  vnfaciate  fond  defire : 
Confidering  that,  tis  fubiefl  vnto  loffe, 
And  wee  (therby  yll  got)  deferues  Hell  fire : 
From  which  O  Lord  condufl  vs  with  thy  hand, 
And  giue  vs  grace  to  liue  vnto  thy  prayfe : 
Preferue  our  Queene  his  fubiefts  and  her  land, 
And  graunt  in  peace,  (hee  raigne  here  Neftors  dayes. 

FINIS, 


The  reivard  of  Whoredovie  by  the  fall  of  Helen. 

From  Limbo  Lake,  where  difmall  feendes  do  lye, 

Where  Pluto  raignes,  perpend  Helenas  cry : 

Where  firy  flames,  where  pittious  howlings  bee. 

Where  bodyes  burne  :  from  thence  giue  eare  to  mee. 

I  am  Helena  fhee,  for  whofe  vilde  filthy  faft, 

The  (lately  Towers  of  Troy,  the  hauty  Grecians  fa6le  : 

High  Troy,  whofe  pompe  throughout  the  world  did  found. 

In  Cinders  low,  through  mee  was  layd  on  ground. 

Kinge  Priamus  through  mee,  did  end  his  life  : 

And  Troians  all  almoft,  I  was  the  caufe  of  ftrife. 

I  am  that  Dame,  whofe  beauty  pafling  braue, 
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Dame  Venus  prayfde,  the  golden  Pome  to  haue : 

Whofe  feature  forfte,  Sir  Paris  boyling  breft, 

To  leaue  his  land,  and  feeke  to  be  my  gueft. 

That  trull  which  toft,  the  furging  Seas  a  maine. 

From  Grecian  fhoare,  to  Troy  vnto  my  paine. 

That  flurt,  whofe  gallant  fproutinge  prime, 

Through  vilde  abufe,  was  fcorcht  ere  auncient  time  : 

I  vertue  fhund,  I  lothd  a  modeft  mynde, 

I  wayd  not  fame,  my  beauty  made  mee  blinde, 

!Each  braue  delight,  my  mafking  minde  allurde, 

My  fancy  deemed,  my  beauties  gloze  affurde  : 

Such  worthy  fame,  did  found  of  Helens  hue, 

Although  my  deedes.  reapt  fhame,  and  guerdon  due, 

In  gorgious  plumes,  I  mafkt,  puft  vp  with  pride. 

In  braue  delights  I  liu'd,  my  fancy  was  my  guide : 

But  fie  of  filth,  your  world  is  all  but  vayne, 

Your  pompe  confumes,  your  deeds  fhall  guerdon  gaine : 

See  here  by  mee,  whofe  beauty  might  haue  boaft. 

For  fplendant  hue,  throughout  each  forrain  coaft. 

But  what  preuayles,  to  vaunt  of  beauties  glofe, 

Or  brag  of  pride,  wheron  difhonor  growes  : 

If  I  had  vfde  my  gifts  in  vertues  lore. 

And  modeft  liud,  my  prayfe  had  bin  the  more. 

Where  now  too  late,  I  lothe  my  life  lewd  fpent, 

And  wifh  I  had,  with  vertue  bin  content. 

FINIS.  T,  P. 


A  L  otters  lyfe. 

The  tedious  toyle,  the  cares  which  Louers  tafte, 
The  troubled   throughts,   which    moues   their   mindes    to 
feare  : 
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The  pinching  pangs,  the  dole  which  feemes  to  wafte, 
Their  lothfome  life,  deepe  plungd  in  gulfes  of  care  : 
Would  mooue  ech  fhun,  fuch  fnares  of  vayne  delight, 
Which  irkfome  be,  though  pleafant  to  the  fight. 
The  minde  full  fraught,  with  care  enioyes  no  eafe, 
A  boyling  bred,  defires  vnlawfull  luft  : 
The  hart  would  haue,  what  beft  the  minde  doth  pleafe, 
And  fancy  craues,  the  thing  which  is  vniuft. 

Befide  eche  frown,  which  eftfoones  moues  them  deeme, 
They  abiefl  are,  if  fad  their  Louers  feeme. 
Or  if  occafion  fhun,  their  ufuall  fight, 
Not  feene,  they  thinke  themfelues  vnminded  bee : 
And  then  in  dumps,  as  mazd  they  leaue  delight. 
And  yeeld  to  greefe,  till  one,  eche  others  fee : 

So  with  that  feare,  their  mindes  are  alwayes  fraught, 
That  Hue  in  loue,  experience  fome  hath  taught. 
Eche  lowring  frown,  from  mirth  doth  moue  the  minde, 
One  iefting  worde,  procures  a  thoufand  woes  ; 
So  that  lyke  greefe  or  more,  through  fight  they  finde, 
Then  abfence  fure,  fuch  cares  fro  fancy  flowes : 

Such  goring  gripes,  fuch  heapes  of  hideous  harmes, 
Such  forowing  fobs,  from  daunted  louers  fwarmes. 
Rofamond  a  fpowfed  Dame,  her  husbands  death  procurde. 
For  fpeaking  but  a  word  in  ieft  : 
Itrafcus  too,  full  thyrty  yeares  indurde, 
The  panges  of  loue,  within  his  boyling  bred  : 

So  that  in  greefe  they  harbor,  ftill  their  mindes  are  cloyd 

with  care. 
They  diue  in  dole,  they  plunge  in  payne,  &  Hue  in  cruell 
feare. 
And  diuers  moe,  as  Axeres  whofe  beauty  pafiing  faire, 
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So  Iphis  hart,  and  boyling  breft  allurde : 
That  for  her  fake,  hee  liude  in  extreame  care, 
And  cniell  greefe,  while  breathing  breath  indurde : 
But  at  the  length,  difdayne  vpon  a  tree, 
Hee  honge  himfelfe,  where  (hee  his  corps  might  fee. 
FINIS. 


A  Louer  approiting  his  Lady  vnkinde. 
Is  forfed  vnwilling  to  vtter  his  ininde. 

Willow,  willow,  willow,  finge  all  of  greene  willow, 
Sing  all  of  greene  willow,  fhall  bee  my  Garland. 

My  loue,  what  miflyking  in  mee  do  you  finde, 

Sing  all  of  greene  willow : 
That  on  fuch  a  foddayn,  you  alter  your  minde, 

Sing  willow,  willow  willow  : 
What  caufe  doth  compell  you,  fo  fickle  to  bee } 

Willow  willow  willow  willow  : 
In  hart  which  you  plighted,  moft  loyall  to  mee, 

Willow  willow  willow  willow. 

I  faythfuUy  fixed,  my  fayth  to  remayne, 

Sing  all  of  greene  willow : 
In  hope  I  as  conftant,  fhould  finde  you  agayne. 

Sing  willow  willow  willow  : 
But  periurde  as  lafon,  you  faythleffe  I  finde, 
Which  makes  mee  vnwilling,  to  vtter  my  minde : 
Willow  willow  willow,  finge  all  of  greene  willow, 
Sing  all  of  greene  willow  (hall  bee  my  Garland. 
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Your  beauty  braue  decked,  with  fliowes  gallant  gay, 

Sing  all  of  greene  willow  : 
Allured  my  fancy,  I  could  not  fay  nay, 

Sing  willow  willow  willow. 
Your  phrafes  fine  philed,  did  force  mee  agree, 

Willow  willow  willow  willow  : 
In  hope  as  you  promifd  you  loyall  would  bee, 

Willow  willow  willow  willow. 

But  now  you  be  friflcing,  you  lift  not  abide, 

Sing  all  of  greene  willow : 
Your  vow  moft  vnconftant,  and  faythleffe  is  tride, 

Singe  willow  willow  willow : 
Your  wordes  are  vncertayne,  not  trufty  you  ftand, 
Which  makes  mee  to  weare,  the  willow  Garland  : 

Willow  willow  willow,  fing  all  of  greene  willow, 

Sing  all  of  greene  willow,  fhall  bee  my  Garland. 

Hath  Light  of  loue  luld  you,  fo  fofte  in  her  lap  ? 

Sing  all  of  greene  willow  : 
Hath  fancy  prouokte  you  ?  did  loue  you  intrap } 

Sing  willow  willow  willow  : 
That  now  you  be  flurting,  and  will  not  abide, 

Willow  willow  willow  : 
To  mee  which  moft  trufty,  in  time  fhould  haue  tride, 

Willow  willow  willow  willow. 

Is  modeft  demeanure,  thus  turnd  to  vntruft } 

Sing  all  of  greene  willow  : 
Are  fayth  and  troth  fixed,  approoued  vniuft  } 

Sing  willow  willow  will : 
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Are  you  (hee  which  conftant,  for  euer  would  ftand  ? 

And  yet  will  you  giue  mee,  the  willow  Garland  ? 
Willow  willow,  willow,  finge  all  of  greene  willow, 
Sing  all  of  greene  willow,  fhall  bee  my  Garland. 

What  motion  hath  moude  you,  to  malice  in  delight, 

Sing  all  of  greene  willow. 
What  toy  haue  you  taken,  why  feeme  you  to  fpight, 

Sing  willow  willow  willow, 
Your  loue  which  was  ready  for  aye  to  indure, 

Willow  willow  willow  willow : 
According  to  promife  moft  conftant  and  fure, 

Willow  willow  willow  willow. 

What  gallant  you  conquerd,what  youth  mooude  yourminde, 

Sing  all  of  green  willow : 
To  leaue  your  olde  Louer,  and  bee  fo  vnkinde, 

Sing  willow  willow  willow  : 
To  him  which  you  plighted  both  fayth,  troth,  and  hand, 
For  euer :  yet  giues  mee  the  willow  Garland  ? 

Willow  willow  willow,  finge  all  of  greene  willow, 

Sing  all  of  greene  willow,  fhall  bee  my  Garland. 

Hath  wealth  you  allured,  the  which  I  doo  want, 

Sing  all  of  greene  willow  : 
Hath  pleafant  deuifes,  compeld  you  recant, 

Sing  willow  willow  willow  : 
Hath  feature  forfte  you,  your  words  to  deny } 

Willow  willow  willow  willow  : 
Or  is  it  your  fafhion  to  cog,  and  to  lye, 

Willow  willow  willow  willow  ? 
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What  are  your  fweet  fmiles,  quite  turnd  into  lowers, 

Sing  all  of  greene  willow  : 
Or  is  it  your  order,  to  change  them  by  howres, 

Sing  willow  willow  willow  willow : 
What  haue  you  fufficient,  thinke  you  in  your  hand, 
To  pay  for  the  making,  of  my  willow  Garland  : 

Willow  willow  willow,  fmge  all  of  greene  willow, 

Sing  all  of  greene  willow,  fhall  bee  my  Garland. 

Farewell  then  moft  fickle,  vntrue  and  vniuft, 

Sing  all  of  greene  willow  : 
Thy  deedes  are  yll  dealings,  in  thee  is  no  truft, 

Willow  willow  willow  willow. 
Thy  vowes  are  vncertayne,  thy  wordes  are  but  windc 

Willow  willow  willow  willow. 
God  graunt  thy  new  louer,  more  trufty  thee  findc, 

Willow  willow  willow  willow. 

Be  warned  then  gallants,  by  proofe  I  vnfolde, 

Sing  willow  willow  willow, 
Mayds  loue  is  vncertayne,  foone  hot,  and  foone  colde. 

Sing  willow  willow  willow : 
They  turne  as  the  reed,  not  trufty  they  ftand, 
Which  makes  mee  to  weare  the  willow  Garland  : 

Willow  willow  willow,  finge  all  of  greene  willow. 

Sing  all  of  greene  willow,  (hall  bee  my  Garland.  / 
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A  gloze  of  fawning  freaidjhip. 

Now  ceafe  to  fing  your  Syren  fonges,  I  leaue  ech  braue 

delight 
Attempt  no  more  the  wounded  corps,  which  late  felt  for- 
tunes fpight : 
But  rather  helpe  to  rue,  with  forowing  fobs  come  mone, 
My  luckleffe  loffe  from  wealth  to  woe,  by  fickle  fortune 

throwne. 
I  once  had  freends  good  (lore,  for  loue,  (no  droffe  I  trydc) 
For  hauing  loft  my  goods  on  Seas,  my  freends  would  not 

abide. 
Yet  hauing  neede  I  went  to  one,  of  all  I  trufted  mode : 
To  get  releefe   hee  anfwerd  thus,  go  packe  thou  peuifh 

pofte. 
His  wordes  did  pearce  my  tender  breft,  and  I  as  mazde 

did  (land 
Requefting  him  with  pitteous  plaints,  to  giue  his  helping 

hand  : 
Content  thy  felfe  (quoth  hee)  to  feme  my  owne  eftate, 
I  haue  not  I,  yet  am  I  greeu'd  to  fee  thy  luckleffe  fate, 
Ah  fie  of  fawning  freends,  whofe  eyes  attentiue  bee. 
To  watch  and  warde  for  lukers  fake,  with  cap  and  bended 

knee  : 
Would  God  I  had  not  knowne,  their  fweet  and  fugered 

fpeach, 
Then  had  my  greefe  the  leffer  bin,  experience  mee  doth 

teach. 

FINIS. 


V^   '^    '''   ^  /;"'!>> 
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A  Maze  of  May  dens. 

Who  goes  to  gaze  of  euery  gallant  girle, 
And  caftes  his  eyes  at  euery  glauncing  gloze : 
Whofe  maflcing  minde,  with  euery  motion  moou'd, 
In  fine  (hall  finde,  his  fancy  fraught  with  woes. 

For  pleafure  fpent,  is  but  a  wifliing  vayne, 

By  crooked  chaunce,  depriude  of  braue  delight : 

Cut  of  by  care,  a  heape  of  hurtfull  harmes, 

Our  gaze  vngaynd,  which  whilome  pleafde  our  fight. 

Our  vaunts  doo  vade,  our  pleafures  pafle  away, 
Our  fugereft  fweetes,  reapes  forowing  fobs  in  fine  : 
Our  braggeft  boaft,  of  beauties  braueft  blaze, 
To  forowed  browes,  doth  at  the  length  refigne. 

Our  foolifh  fancy  filde,  with  filthy  vice, 

Purfues  his  hurt,  vnto  anothers  harmes : 

A  houering  hart,  with  euery  gloze  enticed, 

Gaynes  lothfome  loue,  whence  nought  but  forow  fwarmes. 

Leaue  then  to  gaze,  of  euery  glauncing  gloze, 
Contemne  the  fleights,  of  beauties  fugereft  bate  : 
Whofe  inward  (heath,  with  colours  braue  imboft. 
Shuns  cruell  craft,  and  enuious  hurtfull  hate. 

FLWIS, 
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A  Jhort  Epijile  written  in  the  behalf e  of 
N,  B.  to  M,  H. 

Deare  Lady  deckt  with  cumlynefle, 

To  countervayle  my  clemency : 
Bee  preft,  I  pray,  in  readyneffe, 

To  yeeld  your  courteous  curtefie. 

Let  mee  you  finde  Penelope, 

In  minde  and  loyall  hart : 
So  (hall  I  your  Vliffes  bee. 

Till  breathing  lyfe  depart. 

Yelde  loue  for  loue,  to  him  who  lykes, 

To  Hue  in  lynckes  of  loyalty : 
And  graunt  him  grace,  who  nothing  feekes, 

For  his  good  will,  but  curtefy. 

Let  mee  your  bondman,  fauour  finde. 

To  gratefie  my  willing  harte  : 
Whom  no  attempt,  to  pleafe  your  minde, 

Shall  hynder  mee,  to  play  my  parte. 

Permit  mee  not  in  lingring  forte, 

To  labour  in  a  barrayn  foyle  : 
Ne  giue  occafion  to  reporte, 

How  loytryng  loue,  reapes  troubled  toyle. 

But  let  mee  fay,  my  hart  obtaynd, 
The  gloze,  which  pleafd*  my  glauncing  eyes  : 
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And  that  I  haue  for  guerdon  gaynd, 
The  beft  that  in  my  Lady  lyes. 

So  (hall  I  boaft  of  that,  which  beft 
Doth  pleafe  the  prime  of  my  defire : 

And  glory  in  a  gayned  reft, 

Which  through  your  fauour  I  afpire. 

FTNIS. 


A  vew  of  vayn  glory. 

What  motion  more,  may  mooue  a  man  to  minde 

His  owne  eftate,  then  proofe,  whofe  dayes  vnfure, 

Accounted  are  vnto  a  puffe  of  winde, 

A  breathing  blaft,  whofe  force  can  not  endure : 

Whofe  lyuely  (howes  confumes,  whofe  pompe  decayes, 

Whofe  glory  dyes,  whofe  pleafures  foone  be  fpent : 

Whofe  ftouteft  ftrength,  to  weaknes  fubieft  ftayes, 

Whofe  thoughts  bee  vaine,  and  vade  as  though  vnment 

What  haue  wee  then  to  vaunt,  or  glory  in  ? 

Sith  all  is  vayne,  wherin  wee  take  delight : 

Why  fhould  wee  boaft  or  brag,  fith  nought  wee  win 

In  fine,  but  death  ?  to  whom  yeeldes  euery  wight. 

To  equall  ftate,  he  bringeth  each  degree. 

He  feareth  none,  all  fubiefls  yeeldes  to  death : 

To  dankilh  duft,  hee  driueth  all  wee  fee, 

Which  in  the  world,  enioyeth  any  breath : 

Why  vaunt  wee  then,  in  that  wee  fee  is  vayne, 

Or  take  delight,  in  that  wee  proue  but  droffe  ? 

Why  glory  wee,  or  feeke  for  golden  gayne  ? 
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Sith  at  the  length,  wee  reape  therof  but  lofTc. 

Wee  lothe  to  leaue,  our  hutches  filde  with  goldc  : 

Our  annual  rents,  it  greeues  vs  to  forgo, 

Our  buildings  braue,  which  glads  vs  to  beholdc  : 

Our  pleafant  fport,  it  greeues  vs  to  forgo. 

Wee  nothing  brought,  ne  ought  (hall  carry  hence, 

Lyfe  loft,  behinde  goods,  mony,  land,  wee  leaue  : 

And  naked  fhall  returne,  affured  whence 

Before  wee  came,  when  death  doth  life  bereaue : 

Liue  then,  to  leaue  thy  life  in  every  hower, 

Learne  how  to  lead  thy  minde,  from  vayne  defire, 

Of  filthy  droffe,  whofe  fugereft  fweet  is  fower. 

When  dreadfuU  death,  (hall  yeeld  our  earthly  hire. 

What  is  our  world  but  vayne,  fraught  full  of  vice, 

Wherin  wee  liue,  allured  by  difceat : 

Which  vs  in  youth,  to  error  doth  entice. 

And  fturs  us  vp,  in  (lamed  by  follyes  heat. 

Our  mindes  are  mooued,  with  euery  fond  defire, 

Wee  gloze  in  that,  the  which  wee  fee  vnfure : 

Wee  ufuall  feeke  great  honor  to  afpire, 

Whofe  greateft  pompe^  doth  but  a  while  endure  : 

For  proofe  the  flower,  bedeft  with  gorgious  hew. 

As  foone  with  heate,  of  fcorching  fun  doth  fade : 

As  doth  the  weede,  the  which  vnfeemly  grew. 

And  (howes  it  felfe,  vncouerd  with  the  (hade. 

The  (lately  (hip,  which  floates  on  foming  fluds. 

With  waue  is  toft,  as  foone  to  furging  Seas : 

Doth  yeeld  his  pompe,  though  fraught  with  ftore  of  goods, 

As  veflfell  weake,  whofe  force  the  ftreame  aflTayes  : 

Our  felues  may  (how,  the  ftate  of  eche  d^ree, 

As  Sampfon  ftout,  whofe  force  Philiftians  felt : 
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For  wealth  let  Diues,  glut  with  golde  our  Mirror  bee, 
Marke  Nemrods  fall,  whofe  hart  with  pride  was  fwelt 
And  diuers  mo,  whofe  preter  pathes  may  learne. 
Our  future  fteps,  our  vayn  vnfteady  (lay  : 
Whofe  elder  lyues,  already  paft  may  warne, 
Vs  fhun  fuch  fnares,  which  leades  vs  to  decay. 

FINIS,  T.  P, 


The  fall  of  folly,  exampled  by  needy  Age, 

Behold  mee  here  whofe  youth,  to  withered  yeres, 
Doth  bow  and  bend,  compeld  by  crooked  age : 
See  here  my  lyms,  whofe  ftrength  benumbde  weres, 
Whofe  pleafure  fpent,  gray  heares,  bids  to  bee  fage. 

But  loe  to  late  I  lothe  my  life  lewd  fpent, 
And  wi(h  in  vayne,  I  had  forefeene  in  youth : 
Thefe  drowfie  dayes,  which  mooues  mee  to  lament 
My  idle  youth  prou'd,  what  therof  enfueth. 

Vnftorde  olde  yeres,  muft  ferue  for  lyfty  prime, 
Thefe  feebled  ioynts,  muft  feeke  to  ferue  their  want : 
With  tedious  toyle,  becaufe  I  vfde  not  time, 
Loe  thus  I  Hue,  fuffifde  perforce  to  fcant. 

In  flaunting  yeres,  I  flaunting  floriflit  forth. 
Amid  delight,  puft  vp,  with  puffing  pryde  : 
Meane  garments  then,  I  deemed  nothing  worth. 
Nay,  fcace  the  beft,  might  ferue,  my  flefli  to  hide. 

I  thought  them  foes,  which  tolde  mee  of  my  fault, 
And  iudgd  them  fpeake,  of  rigor,  not  good  will : 
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Who  toulde  of  gayne,  mee  thought  for  hire  did  hault, 
Then  loe,  I  lothde  what  now  I  wi(h  by  (kill. 

Experience  mooues  mee  mone,  the  more  my  greefe, 

In  lyuely  yeres,  becaufe  I  did  not  fhun, 

Such  idle  fteps,  leaft  voyde  of  fuch  reieefe, 

As  might  haue  helpt  my  age,  now  youth  is  dun. 

But  what  preuayles  to  wifh  I  would  I  had, 
Sith  time  delayd,  may  not  bee  calde  agayne  : 
A  guerdon  iuft,  (for  fuch  as  youth  too  bad 
Confumes,  (it  is)  in  time  therfore  take  payne. 

Seeke  how  in  youth  to  ferue  contented  age, 
Leame,  how  to  lead,  your  life  in  vertues  lore : 
Beholde  you  mee,  attacht  with  death  his  page, 
Conftraynd  through  want,  my  lewdnes  to  deplore. 

What  greefe  more  great,  vnto  a  hauty  hart, 
Then  is  diftreffe,  by  folly  forfte  to  fall : 
What  care  more  cruell  or  lothfom,  (to  depart 
From  wealth  to  want)  it  greeues  vs  to  the  gall. 

But  what  avayles  to  boaft,  or  vaunt  of  vayne  ? 

What  profit  ift,  to  prayfe  a  paffed  pryde  } 

Sith  it  confum'd,  is  but  a  pinching  payne, 

A  heape  of  harmes,  whofe  hurt  I  wretch  haue  tryde. 

A  direfull  dreed,  a  furge  of  forowing  fobs, 
A  carking  care,  a  mount  of  meftiue  mone  : 
A  facke  of  fin,  coucht  full  of  cankered  knobs, 
A  wauering  weed,  whofe  force  is  foone  orethrone. 
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For  proofe  behold,  the  boaft  of  breathing  breath, 
See  fee  how  foone,  his  valiaunfl  vaunt  doth  vade : 
Our  pleafant  prime,  is  fubieft  vnto  death, 
By  vices  vrgde,  in  waues  of  wo  to  wade. 

I  know  the  ftate,  and  truft  of  euery  tyme, 
I  fee  the  (hame,  wherto  eche  vice  doth  cum  : 
Therfore  (by  mee)  learne  how  to  leaue  fuch  crime, 
Fcelix  quern  faciuntf  aliena  pericula  cautum. 

Let  mee  your  Mirror,  learne  you  leaue  whats  lewd. 
My  fall  forepaffed,  let  teach  you  to  beware : 
My  auncient  yeres  with  tryall  tript,  haue  vewd, 
The  vaunt  of  vice,  to  be  but  carking  care. 

FINIS.  T,  P. 


A  proper  Sonety  how  time  confumeth  all  earthly  thinges. 

Ay  mee,  aye  mee,  I  fighe  to  fee,  the  Sythe  a  fielde. 
Downe  goeth  the  Graffe,  foone  wrought  to  withered  Hay : 
Ay  mee  alas,  ay  mee  alas,  that  beauty  needes  muft  yeeld. 
And  Princes  paffe,  as  Graffe  doth  fade  away. 

Ay  mee,  ay  mee,  that  life  cannot  haue  lafting  leaue, 
Nor  Golde,  take  holde,  of  euerlafting  ioy : 
Ay  mee  alas,  ay  mee  alas,  that  time  hath  talents  to  recey  ue. 
And  yet  no  time,  can  make  a  fuer  (lay. 

Ay  mee,  ay  mee,  that  wit  can  not  haue  wifhed  choyce. 
Nor  wi(h  can  win,  that  will  defires  to  fee  : 
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Ay  mee  alas,  ay  mee  alas,  that  mirth  can  promis  no  rcioyce, 
Nor  ftudy  tell,  what  afterward  fhalbee. 

Ay  mee,  ay  mee,  that  no  fare  ftaffe,  is  giuen  to  age, 
Nor  age  can  giue,  fure  wit,  that  youth  will  take : 
Ay  mee  alas,  aye  mee  alas,  that  no  counfell  wife  and  fagc, 
Will  (hun  the  (how,  that  all  doth  marre  and  make. 

Ay  mee,  ay  mee,  come  time,  (heare  on,  and  fhake  the  Hay, 
It  is  no  boote,  to  baulke  thy  bitter  blowes  : 
Ay  mee  alas,  ay  mee  alas,  come  time,  take  euery  thing  away. 
For  all  is  thine,  bee  it  good  or  bad  that  growes. 

FINIS. 


A  Mirror  of  Mortallity, 

Shall  clammy  clay,  fhrowd  fuch  a  gallant  gloze, 
Muft  beauty  braue,  be  (hrinde  in  dankifli  earth  : 
Shall  crawling  wormes,  deuoure  fuch  liuely  fhowes  of  yong 

delights. 
When  valyant  corps,  (hall  yeeld  the  latter  breath. 

Shall  pleafure  vade,  muft  puffing  pride  decay : 

Shall  flefli  confume,  muft  thought  refigne  to  clay. 
Shall  haughty  hart,  haue  hire  to  his  defart, 
Muft  deepe  defire  die,  drenchd  in  direfull  dread  : 
Shall  deeds  lewd  dun,  in  fine  reape  bitter  fmart, 
Muft  each  vade,  when  life  fliall  leaue  vs  dead  : 

Shall  Lands  remayne  }  muft  wealth  be  left  behinde  ? 

Is  fence  depriu'd  ?  when  flefli  in  earth  is  ftirinde. 
Seeke  then  to  fliun,  the  fnares  of  vayne  delight, 
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Which  moues  the  minde,  in  youth  from  vertues  lore : 
Leaue  of  the  vaunt  of  pride,  and  manly  might, 
Sith  all  muft  yeeld,  when  death  the  flefh  (hall  gore : 

And  way  thefe  wordes,  as  foone  for  to  be  folde, 
To  Market  cums,  the  yonge  flieepe  as  the  olde. 
No  truft  in  time,  our  dayes  vncertayne  bee, 
Like  as  the  flower,  bedefl  with  fplendant  hue : 
Whofe  gallant  (how,  foone  dride  with  heat  we  fee. 
Of  fcorching  beames,  though  late  it  brauely  grew. 
Wee  all  muft  yeeld,  the  beft  (hall  not  denye, 
Vnfure  is  death,  yet  certayn  wee  (hall  dye. 
Although  a  while,  we  vaunt  in  youthfuU  yeares. 
In  yonge  delightes,  wee  feeme  to  liue  at  reft : 
Wee  fubieft  bee,  to  griefe  eche  horror  feares, 
The  valiaunft  harts,  when  death  doth  daunt  the  breft  : 
Then  vfe  thy  talent  here  vnto  thee  lent, 
That  thou  mayft  well  account  how  it  is  fpent. 

FINIS,  T,  P. 


A  brief e  dialogue  between  fickneffe  and  zvorldly  deftre, 

SICKNESSE. 
To  darkfome  caue,  where  crawling  wormes  remayn. 
Thou  worldly  wretch,  refigne  thy  boafting  breath  : 
Yeeld  vp  thy  pompe,  thy  corps  muft  pafTe  agayn, 
From  whence  it  came,  compeld  by  dreadfuU  death. 

WORLDLY  DESIRE. 
Oh  fickne(re  fore,  thy  paines  doo  pearce  my  hart, 
Thou  mcfTenger  of  death,  whofe  goryng  gripes  mee  greue  ; 


Digitized  by 


Google 


The  Gallery  of  gallant  Inuejitious.  1 19 

Permit  a  while,  mee  loth  yet  to  depart 

From  freends  and  goods,  which  I  behinde  muft  leaue. 

SICKNESSE. 

Ah  filly  foule,  entis'de  with  worldly  vayne. 
As  well  as  thou,  thy  freends  muft  yeeld  to  death : 
Though  after  thee,  a  while  they  doo  remayne, 
They  fhall  not  ftill,  continue  on  the  earth. 

WORLDLY  DESIRE. 
What  muft  I  then  neede,  (hrine  in  gaftly  graue  i 
And  leaue  what  long,  I  got  with  tedious  toyle : 
Prolong  mee  yet,  and  let  mee  licence  haue, 
Till  elder  yeeres,  to  put  your  Brutes  to  foyle. 

SICKNESSE. 
O  foolifli  man,  allurde  by  lewd  delight, 
Thy  labors  loft,  thefe  goods  they  are  not  thine : 
But  as  (thou  hadft)  fo  others  haue  like  right, 
(Of  them)  when  thou,  flialt  vp  thy  breath  refigne. 

WORLDLY  DESIRE. 
Then  farewell  world,  the  Nurfe  of  wicked  vice, 
Adue  vile  droffe  which  mooues  mens  mindes  to  ill : 
Farewell  delights,  which  did  my  youth  entice, 
To  ferue  as  flaue,  vnto  vnfatiate  will. 

Fims.  T.  P, 


Aeger  Dines  habet  Nummos,  fed  non  habet  ipfum. 

The  wealthy  chuffe,  for  all  his  wealth. 
Cannot  redeeme  therby  his  health  : 
But  muft  to  Graue,  for  all  his  ftore. 
Death  fpareth  neither  riche  nor  poore : 
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Not  Creffus  wealth,  nor  Mydas  Golde, 
The  ftroke  of  careles  death  may  holde 
Hee  feares  no  foe,  hee  fpares  no  freend 
Of  euery  thing  hee  is  the  ende  : 
Though  Diues  had  great  ftore  of  pealfe. 
Yet  ftill  the  wretch,  did  want  him  felfe. 

No  Phifickes  art,  or  cunning  cure, 
May  any  man  of  life  affure  : 
No  highe  eftate  or  beauty  braue, 
May  keepe  vs  from  our  carefull  graue : 
No  hauty  minde  or  valyant  harte, 
Agaynft  pale  Death,  may  take  our  parte  : 
No  curious  fpeach  or  witty  tale, 
Our  dyinge  corps  may  counteruayle  : 
No  force,  no  gyle,  no  powre  or  ftrength. 
But  death  doth  ouercome  at  length. 

The  riche  man  trufteth  in  his  Gould, 
And  thinkes  that  life,  is  bought  and  fould  : 
The  fight  therof  fo  bleares,  his  eye, 
That  hee  remembreth  not  to  dye : 
Hee  hath  enough  and  Hues  in  ioye. 
Who  dares  (thinkes  hee)  worke  mee  annoy 
Thus  is  he  made,  to  pleafure  thrall. 
And  thinkes  that  death  will  neuer  call : 
Who  vnawares  with  dealing  pace, 
Doth  ende  in  payne  his  pleafant  race. 

The  greedy  Marchant  will  not  fpare, 
For  lukers  fake  to  lye  and  fware : 
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The  fimple  forte  hee  can  by  flight, 
Make  to  beleeue  the  Crow  is  white : 
No  fcience  now,  or  arte  is  free, 
But  that  fome  gyle  therin  wee  fee : 
Thus  euery  man  for  greedy  gayne, 
Vnto  himfelfe  encreafeth  payne  : 
And  thinkes  the  crime  to  bee  but  fmall. 
When  that  they  loofe  both  foule  and  all. 

Who  lyueth  here,  that  is  content, 
With  fuch  eftate  as  God  hath  fent : 
The  hungry  Churle,  and  wealthy  Chuffe, 
Doth  neuer  thinke,  hee  hath  enough : 
Fortune  to  many,  giues  to  much, 
But  few  or  none,  fliee  maketh  riche : 
Thus  euery  man,  doth  fcrape  and  catch, 
And  neuer  more,  for  death  doo  watch  : 
Who  ftill  is  prefent  at  their  fide. 
And  cuts  them  of,  amids  their  pride. 

Such  is  the  world,  fuch  is  the  time. 
That  eche  man  ftriues  alofte  to  clyme  : 
But  when  they  are  in  top  of  all. 
In  torments  great  they  hedlong  fall : 
Where  they  do  giue  accompt  at  large. 
How  they  their  tallent  did  difcharge  : 
There  no  man  takes  their  golden  fee. 
To  plead  their  cafe,  and  fet  them  free : 
Then  too  too  late  they  doo  begin. 
For  to  repent  their  former  finne  : 
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Wherfore  I  wifli  that  eche  degree, 
With  lotted  chaunce  contented  bee : 
Let  not  thy  treafure  make  thee  prowde, 
Nor  pouerty  be  difalowde : 
Remember  who  doth  giue  and  take, 
One  God  both  riche  and  poore  doth  make : 
Wee  nothing  had  or  ought  (hall  haue, 
To  beare  with  vs  vnto  our  graue : 
But  vertuous  life  which  here  we  leade, 
On  our  behalfe  for  grace  to  plead. 

Therfore  I  fay  thy  luft  refrayne, 
And  feeke  not  after  brickie  gayne : 
But  feeke  that  wealth,  the  which  will  laft, 
When  that  this  mortall  life  is  paft  : 
In  heauen  is  ioy  and  pleafure  ftill, 
This  world  is  vayne  and  full  of  yll : 
Vfe  not  fo  lewd  thy  worldly  pelfe. 
So  that  thou  dooft  forget  thy  felfe : 
Liue  in  this  world  as  dead  in  finne, 
And  dye  in  Chrift,  true  life  to  win. 
FINIS, 


Win  fame f  and  keepe  it 

Who  fees  the  yll,  and  feekes  to  (hun  the  fame, 
Shall  doutleffe  win  at  length  immortal  fame  : 
For  wifdome,  vice  and  vertue  doth  perceaue, 
Shee  vertue  takes,  but  vice  (hee  feekes  to  leaue. 
A  wife  man  knowes  the  ftate  of  eche  degree. 
The  good  be  prayfde,  the  euill  difhonord  bee : 
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Hee  fees  the  good,  the  euill  hee  doth  efpye, 

Hee  takes  the  good,  the  euill  hee  doth  denye : 

Hee  folowes  the  good,  the  euill  hee  dooth  efchue, 

Hee  leapes  the  lake,  when  others  ftay  to  vew. 

His  honor  ftands,  his  fame  doth  euer  laft, 

Vpon  the  earth  when  breathing  breath  is  paft. 

As  Solomon  whofe  wifdome  recht  vnto  the  lofty  (kye. 

And    Dauid    King,   theyr    prayfes    Hue   (though    bodies 

tombed  lye) 
They  faw  the  good,  the  euill  they  did  efchue, 
Their  honor  liues,  the  proofe  affirmes  it  true : 
Then  fith  examples  playnly,  (howes  the  fame, 
Their  prayfes  Hue,  who  feekes  to  merit  fame. 

finis,  T.  P. 


Refpice  finem. 

Lo  here  the  ftate  of  euery  mortall  wight. 
See  here,  the  fine,  of  all  their  gallant  ioyes  : 
Beholde  their  pompe,  their  beauty  and  delight, 
Wherof  they  vaunt,  as  fafe  from  all  annoy es  : 
To  earth  the  ftout,  the  prowd,  the  ritch  shall  yeeld. 
The  weake,  the  meeke,  the  poore,  shall  shrowded  lye 
In  dampish  mould,  the  ftout  with  Speare  and  Sheeld 
Cannot  defend,  himfelfe  when  hee  shal  dye. 
The  prowdeft  wight,  for  all  his  lyuely  showes. 
Shall  leaue  his  pompe,  cut  of  by  dreadfull  death  : 
The  ritch,  whofe  Hutch,  with  golden  Ruddocks  flowes. 
At  length  shall  reft,  vncoynd  in  dampish  earth : 
By  Natures  law,  wee  all  are  borne  to  dye, 
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But  where  or  when,  the  beft  vncertayne  bee  : 

No  time  prefixt,  no  goods  our  lyfe  shall  buye, 

Of  dreadfull  death,  no  freends  shall  fet  vs  free. 

Wee  fubiefl  bee,  a  thoufand  wayes  to  death, 

Small  fickneffe  moues  the  valiaunts  hart  to  feare : 

A  little  push  bereaues  your  breathing  breath. 

Of  braue  delights,  wherto  you  fubiefl  are  : 

Your  world  is  vayne,  no  truft  in  earth  you  finde. 

Your  valyaunft  prime,  is  but  a  brytle  glaffe : 

Your  pleafures  vade,  your  thoughtes  a  puffe  of  windc. 

Your  auncient  yeres,  are  but  a  withered  graffe. 

Mors  omnibus  communis.  finis  T,  P, 


A  brief e  Caueat^  to  fliun  fawning  friends. 

Try  ere  thou  truft,  vnto  a  fawning  freend, 
Giue  no  regard,  vnto  his  fugered  wordes, 
Make  your  account  to  leefe,  what  you  him  lend, 
For  collourd  craft,  the  fmootheft  fpeech  affordes. 

My  felfe  haue  tried,  the  truft  of  tatling  tungs. 
Who  paynt  their  prates,  as  though  they  would  performe : 
(The  more  my  greefe)  for  they  (which)  whilome  clungs, 
Like  Bees  (goods  loft)  fole  left  mee  in  the  ftorme. 

Where  I  was  fayne,  in  worldly  woes  to  waue. 
And  feeke  releefe,  of  former  freends,  no  fie  : 
Perforce  conftraynd,  to  feeke  my  felfe  to  faue. 
Or  els  vnhelp'd,  fance  fuccor  ftill  to  lye. 
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I  made  my  mone,  the  greater  was  my  greefe, 
To  him  which  was,  as  feruant  to  my  ftate : 
But  what  preuayd,  by  proofe  I  found  him  cheefe, 
Who  not  of  mee,  but  on  my  wealth  did  wate. 

Donee  eris  foslix,  multos  nufnerabis  amicosy 
Tempora  Ji  fuerint  nubila,/olus  eris. 

FINIS,  T.  P. 


Beauty  is  a  plea/ant  pathe  to  diJlriiHion, 

Through  beauties  fugered  baites, 

Our  mindes  feduced  are  : 
To  filthy  luftes  to  wicked  vice, 

Whence  iffueth  nought  but  care. 

For  hauing  tride  the  troth 

And  feen  the  end  of  it : 
What  wayle  wee  more  with  greater  greefe, 

Then  want  of  better  wit, 

Becaufe  fo  lewd  wee  luld, 

In  what  we  fee  is  vayne  : 
And  follow  that,  the  which  to  late, 

Compels  vs  to  complayne. 

The  boaft  of  Beauties  brags, 

And  gloze  of  louing  lookes  : 
Seduce  mens  mindes  as  fifhes  are, 

Intic'd  with  bayted  hookes. 
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Who  fimply  thinking  too, 
Obtayne  the  pleafant  pray  : 

Doth  fnatch  at  it,  and  witleffe  fo, 
Deuoures  her  owne  decay. 

Euen  like  the  mindes  of  men, 
Allurde  with  beauties  bayt : 

To  heapes  of  harmes,  to  carking  care, 
Are  brought,  by  fuch  decaite. 

Lo  thus  by  proofe  it  proou'd. 
Perforce  I  needes  muft  fay : 

That  beauty  vnto  ruinous  end, 
Is  as  a  pleafant  way. 

FINIS.  T,  P. 


T,  P,  his  Farewell  vnto  his  faytkfull  and  approoued 
freend,  F.  S, 

Farewell  my  freend,  whom  fortune  forfte  to  fly, 
I  greeue  to  here,  the  lucklefle  hap  thou  haft : 
But  what  preuayles,  if  fo  it  helpe  might  I, 
I  would  be  preft,  therof  be  bold  thou  mafte. 

Yet  fith  time  paft,  may  not  be  calde  agayne. 
Content  thy  felfe,  let  reafon  thee  perfwade  : 
And  hope  for  eafe,  to  counteruayle  thy  payne. 
Thou  art  not  firft,  that  hath  a  trefpafle  made. 
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Moume  not  to  much,  but  rather  ioy,  becaufe 
God  .hath  cut  of  thy  will,  ere  greater  crime : 
Wherby  thou  might,  the  more  incur  the  lawes. 
And  beare  worfe  Brutes,  feduc'd  by  wicked  prime. 

Take  heede,  my  woordes  let  teach  thee  to  be  wife, 
And  leame  thee  fhun,  that  leades  thy  minde  to  ill : 
Lead  beeing  warnd,  when  as  experience  tries, 
Thou  waylft  to  late,  the  woes,  of  wicked  will. 

FINIS.  T,  P, 


The  Hi/lory  of  Pyramus  and  Thisbie  truely  tranjlated. 

In  Babilon  a  (lately  feate,  of  high  and  mighty  Kinges, 
Whofe  famous  voice  of  ancient  rule,  through  all  the  world 

yet  ringes  : 
Two  great  eftates  did  whilom  dwell :  and  places  ioyned  fo. 
As  but  one  wall  eche  princely  place,  deuided  other  fro  : 
Thefe  Nobles  two,  two  children  had,  for  whom  Dame 

Nature  fought. 
The  deepeft  of  her  fecret  Ikill,  or  fhee  their  byrth  had 

wrought : 
For  as  their  yeares  in  one  agreed,  and  beauty  equall  (hone, 
In  bounty  and  lyke  vertues  all,  fo  were  they  there  all  one. 
And  as  it  pleafed  Nature  then,  the  one  a  fonne  to  frame, 
So  did  the  glad  olde  Father  like  him  Pyramus  to  name : 
Th*  other  a  maide,  the  mother  would  that  fhee  then  Thif- 

bie  hight. 
With  no  fmal  blifs  of  parents  al,  who  came  to  ioy  the  fight : 
I  ouerflip  what  fodaine  frights,  how  often  feare  there  was. 
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And  what  the  care  each  creature  had,  ere  they  did  ouerpas  : 
What  paynes  enfue,  &  what  the  ftormes  in  pearced  harts 

y*  dwel, 
And  therfore  know,  what  babe  &  mother  whofe  chaft,  &. 

fubtil  brad 
No  earthly  hart,  ne  when  they  luft,  no   God  hath  yet 

withftand, 
Ere  feuen  yeres  thefe  infants  harts,  they  haue  with  loue 

oppreft  : 
Though  litle  know  their  tender  age,  what  caufeth  their 

vnreft. 
Yet  they  poore  fooles  vntaught  to  loue,  or  how  to  leffe 

their  payne : 
With  well  contented  mindes  receiue,  and   prime  of  loue 

fuftayne. 
No  paftime  can  they  elfewhere  finde,  but  twayn  them- 

felues  alone 
For  other  playfeares  fport,  God  wot,  with  them  is  reckend 

none: 
Joy  were  to  here  their  prety  wordes,  and  fweet  mamtam 

to  fee. 
And  how  all  day  they  pafle  the  time,  till  darknes  dimmes 

the Ikye : 
But  then  the  heauy  cheare  they  make,  when  forft  is  their 

farwell 
Declares  fuch  greefe  as  none  would  thinke,  in  fo  yong 

brefts  could  dwell : 
Ye  looke  how  long,  y^  any  let,  doth  kepe  them  two  a  funder, 
Their  mourning  harts  no  ioy  may  glad,  y«  heuens  y*  paffeth 

vnder 
And  when  agayn,  they  efte  repayre,  and  ioyfull  meeting 

make, 
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Yet  know  they  not  the  caufe  therof,  ne  why  their  forowes 

flake, 
With  fight  they  feede  their  fancies  then,  and  more  it  ftill 

defire, 
Ye  more  they  haue,  nor  want  they  finde  of  fight  they  fo 

require  : 
And  thus  in  tender  impe  fpronge  vp,  this  loue  vpftarteth 

ftill, 
For  more  their  yeres,  much  more  y"  flame,  y*  doth  their 

fancies  fill. 
And  where  before  their  infants  age,  gaue  no  fufpefl  at  all. 
Now  needefull  is,  with   weary  eye,   to   watchfull   minde 

they  call : 
Their  whole  eftate,  &  it  to  guide,  in  fuch  wife  orderly, 
As  of  their  fecret  fweete  defires,  ill  tongues  no  light  efpy. 
And  fo  they  did,  but  hard  God  wot,  are  flames  of  fire  to  hide, 
Much  more  to  caufe  a  lovers  hart,  within  it  bounds  to 

finde: 
For  neither  colde,  their  mindes  confent  fo  quench  of  loue 

the  rage 
Nor  they  at  yeres,  the  leafk  twife  feuen,   their  paflions 

fo  afwage 
But  yt  to  Thisbes  Mothers  eares,  fome  fpark  therof  were 

blowen, 
Let  Mothers  iudg  her  pacience  now,  till  fliee  y*  whole  haue 

knowc. 
And  fo  by  wily  wayes  fhee  wrought,  to  her  no  litle  care. 
That  forth  fhee  found,  their  whole  deuife,  and  how  they 

were  in  fnare : 
Great  is  the  greefe,  though  fmal  the  caufe,  if  other  caufe 

ne  were, 
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For  why  a  meeter  match  then  they,  might  hap  no  other 

where : 
But  now  tween  Fathers,  though  the  caufe,  mine  Auflor 

nothing  els. 
Such  inward  rancor  rifen  is,  and  fo  it  daily  fwels. 
As  hope  of  freendfhip  to  be  had,  is  none  (alas)  the  while, 
Ne  any  loueday  to  be  made,  their  mallice  to  begyle : 
Wherfore    ftraight    charge,   ftraight   giuen   is   w*   fathers 

frowning  chere, 
That  meffage  worde,  ne  token  els,  what  euer  that  it  were  : 
Should  fro  their  foe  to  Thisbee  paffe,   &  Pyramus  freends 

like  wife. 
No  leffe  exprefle  commaundement,   doo  for  their  fonne 

deuife. 
And  yet  not  thus  content  alas,  eche  Father  doth  ordayne 
A  fecret  watch  and  bounde  a  point,   wherin   they  (hall 

remayne  : 
Sight  is  forbid,  reftrained  are  wordes,  for  fcalde  is  al  deuife, 
That  fhould  their  poore  afflifted  mindes,  reioyce  in  any  wife  : 
Though  pyning  loue,  gaue  caufe  before  of  many  carefull  yll, 
Yet  dayly  fithe  amended  all,  at  leaft  well  pleafed  them  ftill : 
But  now  what  depth  of  deepe  diftrcfle,  may  they  in- 
drowned  bee, 
That  now  in  dayes  twife  twenty  tolde,  eche  other  once 

(hall  fee. 
Curft  is  their  fate,  fo   cry  they  ofte,   and    happy  death 

they  call, 
Come  death  come  wiihed  death  at  once,  and  rid  vs  life 

and  all. 
And  where  before  (Dame  Kinde)  her  felfe,  did  wonder  to 

beholde 
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Her  highe  bequefts  within  their  (hape,  Dame  Beauty  did 

vnfold : 
Now  doth  (hee  maruel  much  and  fay,  how  faded  is  that  red  ? 
And  how  is  fpent  that  white  fo  pure,  it  wont  to  ouerfpred. 
For  now  late  lufty  Piramus,  more  frefli  then  flower  in  May, 
As  one  forlorne  with  conftant  minde,  doth  feeke  his  end- 
ing day : 
Since  Thisbe  mine  is  loft  fayth  hee,  I  haue  no  more  to  lofe, 
Wherfore  make  fpeed,  thou  happy  hand,  thefe  eyes  of  mine 

fliall  clofe. 
Abafid  is  his  princely  port,  caft  of  his  regall  weede, 
Forfaken  are  aflemblies  all,  and  lothed  the  foming  fteed : 
No  ioy  may  pearce  his  penfiue  mynde,  vnlefle  a  wofuU  breft 
May   ioyed   bee,   with   fwarmes   of  care,  in   haples   hart 

that  reft : 
And  thus  poore  Piramus  diftreft,  of  humaine  fuccour  all, 
Deuoyd   to  Venus  Temple    goes,   and    proftrate  downe 

doth  fal : 
And  there  of  her,  with  hart  I  korue,  and  fore  tormented 

mindes. 
Thus  afkes  hee  ayd,  and  of  his  woes,  the  Fardell  thus 

vnbindes. 

O  Great  Goddefle,  of  whofe  immortal  fire, 
Vertue  in  Erbe,  might  neuer  quench  the  flame : 
Ne  mortall  fence,  yet  to  fuch  flcill  afpire. 
As  for  loues  hurt  a  medecine  once  to  name : 
With  what  deare  price,  my  careful  pyned  ghoft, 
Hath  tried  this  true,  and  ouer  true  alas  : 
My  greefeful  eyes,  that  fight  hath  almoft  loft. 
And  breft  through  darted,  with  thy  golden  Mace. 
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Full  well  declare,  though  all  that  mee  beholde, 
Are  iudges,  and  wonders  of  my  deadly  wo : 
But  thou  alone,  mayft  helpe  therfore  vnfolde, 
Els  helples  (Lady)  ftreight  will  knap  in  two 
The  feeble  thread,  yet  ftayes  my  lingering  life. 
Wherfore,  if  loue,  thy  facred  Goddes  breft  ? 
Did  euer  prefle,  or  if  moft  dreadly  griefe. 
And  caufeles  not  thy  inward  foule  oppreft : 
When  crooked  Vulcane,  to  your  common  (Iiame, 
Bewrayed  of  ftolen  ioyes,  thy  fweete  delight : 
If  then  I  fay  the  feare  of  further  blame. 
Caused  you  refrayne  your  Louers  wifhed  fight : 
And  forft  reftraynt  did  equall  then  impart, 
And  caufe  you  tafte,  what  payne  in  loue  may  bee : 
When  abfence  driues,  affured  hartes  to  part. 
Thy  pitty  then  (O  Queene)  now  not  denye 
To  mee  poore  wretch,  who  feeles  no  leffe  a  payne : 
If  humayne  brefts,  fo  much  as  heauenly  may  : 
Haue  ruth  on  him,  who  doth  to  thee  complayne, 
And  onely  helpe  of  thee,  doth  lowly  pray : 
Graunt  Goddeffe  mine,  thou  mayft  it  vndertake, 
At  leaft  wife  (Lady)  ere  this  life  decay : 
Graunt  I  befeeche  fo  happy  mee  to  make. 
That  yet  by  worde,  I  may  to  her  bewray 
My  wonderous  woes  :  and  then  if  yee  fo  pleafe, 
Looke  when  you  luft,  let  death  my  body  eafe. 

Thus  praying  faft,  ful  fraught  with   cares,   I    leaue   this 

wofull  man, 
And  turne  I  will  to  greater  greefe,  then  minde  immagin  can  : 
But  who  now  fhall  them  writ  fince  wit,  denayeth  the  fome 

to  thinke, 
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Confufedly  in  Thisbies  breft,  that  flow  aboue  the  brinke  ? 
Not  I,  for  though  of  mine  owne  ftore,  I  want  no  woes 

to  write 
Yet  lacke  I  termes  and  cunning  both,  them  aptly  to  recite. 
For  Cunings  clyffe  I  neuer  clombe,  nor  dranke  of  Science 

fpring. 
Ne  flept  vpon  the  happy  hill,  fro  whence  Dame  Rheto- 

riquc  rings. 
And  therfore  all,  I  doo  omit,  and  wholy  them  refigne, 
To  ludgment  of  fuch  wofull  Dames,  as  in  like  cafe  hath  bin. 
This  will  I  tel  how  Thisbie  thus,  oppreft  with  dollors  all, 
Doth  finde  none  eafe  but  day  and  night,  her  Pyramus 

to  call  : 
For  loft  is  flepe  and  banifht  is,  all  gladfome  lightes  delight, 
In  fhort  of  eafe  and  euery  helpe,  eche  meane  fhee  hath 

in  fpight : 
In  langor  long,  this  life  fhee  led,  till  hap  as  fortune  pleafed, 
To  further  fates  that  faft  enfue,  with   her  own   thought 

her  eafed  : 
For  this  fhee  thinkes,  what  diftance  may,  or  manfions  bee 

between, 
Or  where  now  ftands  fo  cruell  wall,  to  part  them  as  is  feene. 
O  feeble   wit   forduld   with   woe,   awake   thy   wandering 

thought, 
Seeke  out,  thou  fhalt  affured  finde,  fhall  bring  thy  cares  to 

nought. 
With  this  fome  hope,  nay,  as  it  were  a  new  reuiued  minde, 
Did  promis  ftraight  her  penfiue  hart,  immediate  helpe  to 

finde: 
And  forth  fhe  fteres,  w'  fwifted  pace,  ech  place  Ihe  feeks 

throughout 
No  ftay  may  let  her  hafty  foote,  till  all  be  vewed  about. 
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Wherby  at  length  from  all  the  reft,  a  wall  aloofe  that  lyes, 
Andcornerwife  did  buyldings  part,  with  ioyfuleye  Iheefpyes : 
And  fcarcely  then  her  pearcing  looke,  one  blinke  therof 

had  got. 
But  that  firme  hope  of  good  fucceffe,  within  her  fancy  (hot: 
Then  faft  her  eye  (hee  roules  about,  and  faft  fliee  feekes 

to  fee, 
If  any  meane  may  there  be  found,  her  comfort  for  to  bee  : 
And  as  her  carefull  looke  fhee  caft,  and  euery  part  aright 
Had  vewed  wel,  a  little  rifte  appeared  to  her  fight. 
Which  (as  it  feemed)  through  the  wall,  the  courfe  the  iffue 

had: 
Wherwith  fhee  fayd  (O  happy  wall)  mayft  thou  fo  blift  be 

made. 
That   yet  fometimes  within   thy   bandes,   my   dere   hart 

Pyramus : 
Thou  dooft  poffefle  if  hap  fo  worke,  I  will  affay  thee  thus. 
And  from  about  the  heauenly  fliape,  her  midle  did  prefent 
Shee  did  vnlofe  hur  girdle  riche,  and  pendant  therof  hent. 
And  with   her  fingers   long   and  fmall,  on  tipto  fo  fhee 

wrought. 
That  through  the  wall  to  open  fight,  fhe  hath  the  pendant 

brought 
That  doone  shee  ftayes,  and  to  the  wall  she  clofely  layes 

her  eare. 
To  vnderftand  if  any  wight,  on  th*  other  fide  yet  were : 
And  whiles  to  harken  thus  shee  ftands,  a  wonderous  thing 

behold 
Poore  Pyramus  in  Venus  Church,  that  all  his  minde  had 

tolde. 
Performed   his  vowcs    and   prayers   eke,   now  ended   all 

and  dun, 
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Doth  to   his   Chamber  faft  returne,  with  hart  right  wo 

begun : 
Euen  to  the  fame  where Thisbie  ftayd,  to  fee  if  fortune  pleafe, 
To  fmooth  her  browes  and  her  diftreffe,  with  any  helpe 

to  eafe : 
Hee  as  his  wonted  vfage  was,  the  Chamber  once  within, 
Lockes  faft  the  doore  with  frefh  complaynts,  new  forrow 

to  begin. 
But  euen  lo  as  his  backe  hee  turned  vnto  the  clofed  dore, 
A  glimpfe   of   h'ght   the   pendant   gaue,   his   vifage   iuft 

before  : 
Let  in  his  face,  with  fpeedy  pace,  and  as  hee  nearer  drew, 
With  wel  contented  minde  forthwith,  his  Thisbies  figne 

he  knew. 
And  when  his  trembling  hand  for  ioy,the  fame  receyued  had, 
And  hee  ten  hundreth  times  it  kift,  then  thus  to  it  he  fayd. 

Though  many  tokens  loyful  newes  haue  fet, 

And  bliffe  reduft,  to  carefull  pyned  ghoft : 

Yet  mayft  thou  fweare,  that  neuer  lyued  hee  yet. 

Who  halfe  fuch  eafe,  receiued  in  pleafure  moft : 

As  thou  fweete  pendant,  now  in  wofull  breft 

Imperfid  haft,  O  happy  Pyramus, 

Nay  beeing  a  Lady,  in  whom  fuch  ruthe  can  reft : 

Moft  blisfull  Lady,  moft  mighty  Venus, 

And  mighty  Thisbie  (yea)  Venus  not  difpleafed, 

My  Goddeffe  cheefe,  my  loue,  my  life,  and  all : 

For  who  but  Thisbie  would,  nay  could  haue  eafed, 

A  hart  remedyles,  abandon  thrall  : 

Wherfore  fmce  thus  ye  pleafe,  to  fliow  your  might. 

Make  mee  whole  happy,  with  gladneffe  of  your  fight. 
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Whiles  Pyramus  all  clad  in  ioy,  thus  talkes  within  the  wall, 
No  leffe  content,  doth  Thisbie  (land  without  and  heareth  al : 
And  w'  thofe  gladfome  lightes,  where  loue  doth  fightly  ioy 

to  play, 
And  vanquifh  harts  her  loue  (hee   vewes  in  minde  fom- 

what  to  fay. 
But  maydcly  feare  plucks  back  y*  word,  dread  ftops  her 

trimbling  tongue, 
A  rofly  hew  inflames  her  face,  with  ftaine  of  red  among. 
Yet  lo  at  length  her  minde  (hee  ftayes,  her  fences  doo  awake, 
And  with  a  fweet  foft  founding  voyce,  this  anfwer  doth 

Ihe  make. 

Loue  Pyramus,  more  dearc  to  mee  then  lyfe, 

Euen  as  I  firft  this  way,  for  fpeech  haue  found  : 

Of  prefent  death,  fo  let  the  dreadfull  knyfe, 

At  this  inftant  for  euer  mee  confound. 

If  ioyfuU  thought  my  pafling  penfiue  harte, 

Did  euer  pearfe,  fince  parents  cruell  dome. 

Pronounft  the  fentence,  of  our  common  fmart. 

No  deare  hart  mine,  for  how  alaffe  may  blome  : 

The  fading  tree,  whofe  fap  deuided  is, 

Ye,  further  fweet,  I  dare  with  you  prefume : 

Your  paffed  woes,  but  paftimes  ware  I  wis. 

In  their  refpeft,  that  did  mee  whole  confume. 

But  now  (harpe  fighes,  fo  ftop  my  willing  fpeeche, 

Such  ftreames  of  teares,  doo  dim  my  troubled  fight : 

And  inward  feare,  of  parents  wrath  is  fuch, 

Leaft  longer  talke,  fhould  giue  them  any  light 

Of  our  repayre,  that  further  to  recyte, 

My  heaped  yls  I  neuer  dare  ne  may, 
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Yet  pftenly,  wee  wifely  heare  may  meete  : 
At  chofen  times  which  fhall  vs  not  bewray, 
And  this  for  fhort,  thy  Thlsbie  fhalt  thou  fee : 
With  morning  light,  here  prefent  eft  to  bee, 
To  this  full  fayne  would  Pyramus,  replyed  haue  agayne, 
But  part  as  neede,  inforft  they  muft,  &  as  they  did  ordayne : 
Ere  mornings  dawne  they  doo  arife,   &  ftraight  repayre 

they  then 
Vnto  the  fore  appoynted  place  Pyrame  thus  began. 

Myne  entyer  foule,  what  prifon  dollours  ? 
What  hard  diftrefle,  and  rare  deuyfed  woes  ? 
Of  mee  thine  owne,  thy  captiue  Pyramus, 
Haue  fo  fought,  this  life  from  boddy  to  vnlofe : 
Hard  were  to  tell  the  tenth,  that  haue  it  ftrained, 
With  thought  hereof,  great  wonders  mee  amaze  : 
How  my  poore  lyfe,  the  halfe  may  haue  fuftayned, 

0  Thisbie  mine  owne,  whom  it  only  ftayes. 
And  at  whofe  will  the  fates  doo  lend  mee  breath. 
Yet  may  I  not  the  fatall  ftroke  efchew : 

Ne  fcape  the  dinte  of  fafl  purfuing  death, 
Onles  your  bounty,  prefent  mercy  fhew : 
And  this  I  truft,  there  may  no  ielous  thought, 
Haue  any  place  within  my  Thisbies  breft : 
To  caufe  her  deeme,  I  am  or  may  be  caught. 
With  loue  but  hers  wheron  my  life  doth  reft. 
No  bee  affured,  for  yours  I  onely  tafte : 
Yours  was  I  firft,  and  fhall  bee  firft  and  laft. 

Why  my  moft  fweet  (quoth  Thisbie)  then  agayne : 

1  doubt  not  I,  but  know  ye  are  all  true, 

Or  how  may  caufe  of  your  vndoubted  payne  : 

T 
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With  her  be  hyd,  who  hourely  as  it  grew, 

None  other  felt,  but  euen  what  yee  haue  had  : 

Yet  thinke  not  fweet,  I  tafte  your  greefes  alone, 

Or  make  efteeme,  as  yee  of  mee  haue  made, 

But  ten  times  more,  if  that  more  wo  begone. 

Might  euer  bee  a  wretched  maydens  breft, 

Where  neuer  yet,  one  iot  of  loy  might  reft. 

Well  then  my  ioy  (quoth  Pyrame)  ^mce  yee  pleafe, 

With  fo  greater  loue,  to  guerdon  my  good  will : 

Safe  am  I  now,  but  great  were  mine  eafe, 

If  more  at  full,  I  might  my  fancy  fill : 

With  nearer  fight,  of  your  moft  pleafant  face. 

Or  if  I  might,  your  dayntie  fingers  ftraine  : 

Or  as  I  woont,  your  body  once  embrace. 

What  fay  I  eafe  ?  nay  heauen  then  were  my  gayne. 

Howbeit  in  vayne,  in  vayne  (ay  mee)  I  wafte, 

Both  worde  and  winde,  woes  mee  (alas)  therfore : 

For  neuer  fhall  my  hart,  O  Thisbie  tafte. 

So  great  an  hap,  nor  neuer  fhall  wee  more  : 

In  folded  armes,  as  woont  were  to  bewray, 

Eche  others  ftate,  ne  neuer  get  the  grace  : 

Of  any  ioy,  vnleffe  wee  doo  affay, 

To  finde  fome  meane  for  other  meeting  place. 

Beholde  (alas)  this  wicked  cruell  wall, 

Whofe  curfed  fcyte,  denayeth  vs  perfefl  fight : 

Much  more  the  hap,  of  other  eafe  at  all. 

What  if  I  (hould  by  force,  as  well  one  might : 

And  yet  deferues,  it  batter  flat  to  ground, 

And  open  fo  an  iffue  large  to  make  : 

Yet  feare  I  fore,  this  fooner  will  redownde. 

To  our  reproche,  if  it  I  vndertake  : 
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As  glad  I  would,  then  vs  to  helpe  or  ayde, 
Sweet  hart  (quoth  (hee)  wherwith  fliee  ftopt  his  tale : 
This  ftandes  full  yll :  to  purpofe  to  be  made, 
And  time  it  afkes  too  long  for  to  preuayle : 
Without  fufpeft,  to  flat  or  batter  euen, 
Naythleffe,  yee  this,  or  what  ye  can  deuife : 
For  our  repayre,  by  thought  that  may  be  driuen, 
Say  but  the  meane,  I  will  none  otherwife. 
Yee  Thisbie  mine,'  in  footh,  and  fay  you  fo 
(Quoth  Pyramus)  well  then  I  doo  you  know : 
Where  King  Minus,  lyes  buried  long  ago, 
Whofe  auncient  Tombe  aboue,  doth  ouergrow 
A  Mulbery,  with  braunches  making  (hade. 
Of  pleafant  (how,  the  place  right  large  about : 
There  if  yee  pleafe,  when  flepe  hath  ouerlade, 
And  with  his  might,  the  Cittie  feas'de  throughout : 
At  the  fame  Well,  whofe  filuer  ftreames  then  runne, 
And  fofte  as  filke,  conferue  the  tender  greene : 
With  hue  fo  fre(h,  as  fpringtied  fpent  and  dunne. 
No  winters  weede,  hath  power  to  bee  feene  : 
Without  fufpeft,  or  feare  of  foule  report. 
There  godde(re  mine,  wee  falfely  may  refort. 

To  this  (hee  faid,  what  (hee  beft  thought,  and  oft  and  oft 
agayne. 

Was  talke  renued,  but  yet  at  laft,  for  eafe  of  euery  payne  : 

And  death  to  efchue  by  other  meane,  who  will  them  not 
forfake. 

At  Minus  Tombe,  euen  y'  fame  night,  they  do  their  meet- 
ing make 

And  fo  depart,  but  fore  God  wot,  that  day  doth  them  offend, 
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And   though   but   (hort   his   long   abode,   the   feare   will 

neuer  end. 
And  fooner  doth  not  cloake  of  night,  alofte  his  fliadow  caft. 
But  Thisbie  mindefull  of  her  loue,  and  promis  lately  paft 
Of  frefli  new  loue,  far  fiercer  flames,   that  erft  her  hart 

oppreft, 
Shee  feelth  the  force,  and  this  (alas)  deuorced  ftil  from  reft  : 
Shee  paffeth  forth  in  carefull  watch,  till  time  haue  fhapen  fo, 
That  flepe  w'  fweet,  foft  ftealing  fteps  his  cuftomd  vfage  do 
And  when  fliee  feeth  both  houfe  and  all  drownd  therin  faft 

&  deepe, 
With  fearful  pace  &  trimbling  hand,  fhee  forwards  gins  to 

creepe : 
Shee  gaines  the  doore,  out  goeth  flie  then,  and  neither  far 

ne  neare, 
Appeareth  wyght  faue  Phebe  fayre,  with  gladfom  feeming 

cheare 
Sole  Thisbie  ioyfull  of  this  guyde,  doth  ay  I  truft  it  bee, 
Good  lucke  thy  prefence  doth  import,  and  bring  at  laft 

to  mee : 
More  hardyer  then  before   fliee  did,   prouoke   her  foote 

to  haft, 
No  obieft  giues  her  caufe   of  let,  till   fliee    the   towne 

haue  paft : 
And  when  fliee  feeth  the  pleafant  fields  in  fafetie  to  haue 

gayned, 
Then  ioy  therof  all  dread  deuoures,  which  erft  her  only 

payned. 
What  wil  ye  more,  th*appointed  place  at  length  flie  doth 

attayne. 
Till   Fortune  pleafe  her  loue  to  fend,  there  minding  to 

remayne : 
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And  whiles  fliee  doth  the  foutayn  cleare,  w'  thoughtful 

hope  behold 
And  euery  let,  her  loue  may  ftay,  vnto  her  felfe  vnfolde. 
A  dreadfuU  Lyon  downe  defendes,  from  Mountaine  huge 

therby, 
With  thundring  pace,   whofe  fodain   fight,   whe   Thisbie 

can  efpy : 
No  maruel  was  though  terror  then,  &  ftraungenes  of  the 

fight, 
Within  a  fimple  maydens  breft,  all  counfayle  put  to  flight. 
Howbeit,   though  counfayle  fayld,  yet   feare  fo  did   the 

place  poflefle, 
That  as  the  tender  breft,  whofe   age   no   feare  did   yet 

opprefle : 
Now  feeth  his  foe,  with  rauening  Jaw,  him  ready  to  receaue, 
Sets   winges  vnto    his    littell   legs,  himfelfe    poore    foole 

to  faue. 
Euen  fo  this  Mayd,  her  enemy  flees,  vnto  a  hollow  tree : 
For  fuccor  flyes,  whofe  ruthful  mone,  did  fuccor  not  denye  : 
But  clofe  her  keepes.    The  Liones  fearce,  that  in  the  Moun* 

tayne  wilde, 
Deuoured  had,  new  flaughtred  beaftes,  &  empty  belly  filde  : 
With    mooflell   all   embrude  with   blood,   drawes   to  the 

criftal  Well, 
Hee  dranke,  and  in  his  backe  retume,  this  fatall  hap  befell. 
Amid  this  way  a  kercheife  white,  which  frighted  Thif- 

bie  had 
Let  fall  by  chaunce,  as  feare    and   hafte,  vnto  the  tree 

her  lad : 
This  Lion  findes,  and  with  his  mouth,  yet  fmoaking  all  in 

gore. 
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And  armid  pawes  it  ftaynes  with  blood,  and  all  in  funder 

tore. 
That  doone  away  hee  windes,  as  fier  of  Hell,  or  Vulcans 

thunder 
Blew  in  his  tayle,  or  as  his  corps  it  feas'd  to  teare  a  funder : 
Now  Pyramus  who  could  not  earft  the  wrathfull  houfe 

forgo, 
Hath  paft  the  towne,  and  as  he  drew  the  Fountayn  neare 

vnto : 
The  cloth   hee   fpies,   which  when   (alas)   all   ftained    fo 

hee  faw. 
In  funder  tore,  the  ground  about,  full  trafte  with  Lyons  paw : 
The  Siluer  ftreames  with  ftrekes  of  blood,  befprent  and 

troubled  new, 
And  there  again  y*  curfed  trace,  the  woful  print  to  fliew  : 
A  fure  beleefe  did  ftraight  inuade,  his  ouerlyuing  minde. 
That  there  the  fatall  ende  (alas)  of  Thisbie  was  affinde  : 
And  that  her  dainty  flefh,  of  beaftes  a  pray  vnmeet  was 

made, 
Wherwith  diftreft  with  woodlike  rage,  the  words  he  out 

abrade. 


The  lamentacion  of  Piramusy  for  the  lojfe  of  his 
Lotie  Thisbie, 

This  is  the  day  wherin  my  irkfome  life. 
And  I  of  lyuely  breath,  the  laft  (hall  fpend  : 
Nor  death  I  dread,  for  fled  is  feare,  care,  ftrife, 
Daunger  and  all,  whereon  they  did  depend  : 
Thisbie  is  dead,  and  Pirame  at  his  ende, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


The  Gallery  of  gallant  Inuentions,  143 

For  neuer  shall  reporte  hereafter  fay : 

That  Pyrame  lyu'de,  his  Lady  tane  away. 

O  foueraigne  God,  what  ftraung  outragious  woe, 

Prefents  (alas)  this  corfiue  to  my  hart : 

Ah  fauage  beafte,  how  durft  thy  fpight  vndoe, 

Or  feeke  (woes  mee)  fo  perfect  loue  to  part : 

O  Thisbie  mine,  that  was,  and  only  art. 

My  liues  defence,  and  I  the  caufe  alone : 

Of  thy  decay,  and  mine  eternall  mone. 

Come  Lyon  thou,  whofe  rage  here  only  shew, 

Aduaunce  with  fpeede,  and  doo  mee  eke  deuoure : 

For  ruthleffe  fact,  so  shalt  thou  pitty  shew, 

And  mee  (too)  heere,  within  thy  breft  reftore : 

Where  wee  shall  reft,  togeather  euermore. 

Ah,  fince  thy  corps,  thou  graues  within  thy  wombe, 

Denye  mee  not  fweet  beaft,  the  felfefame  tombe. 

(Alas  my  ioy)  thou  parted  art  from  mee, 

By  far  more  cruell  meane,  then  woonted  fine  : 

Or  common  law,  of  nature  doth  decree. 

And  that  encreafeth,  for  woe,  this  greefe  of  mine : 

Of  that  beautie  only,  which  was  deuine, 

And  foueraigne  most,  of  all  that  liued  here  : 

No  little  figne,  may  found  be  any  where, 

If  the  dead  corps  (alas,  did  yet  remayne  : 

O  great  cruelty,  O  rage  of  fortune  fpight, 

More  greeuous  far,  then  any  tongue  may  fayne : 

To  reue  her  life,  and  in  my  more  defpight, 

Mee  to  defraude  of  that  my  laft  delight  : 

Her  once  t'embrace,  or  yet  her  vifage  pale, 

To  kiffe  full  ofe,  and  as  I  should  bewayle. 

But  fince  from  mee  thou  haft  the  meane  outchast, 
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Of  this  poore  loy,  thy  might  I  heere  defie  : 
For  maugre  thee,  and  all  the  power  thou  hast, 
In  Plutoes  raigne  togeather  will  wee  bee  : 
And  you  my  loue,  fince  you  are  dead  for  mee, 
Good  reafon  is,  that  I  for  you  agayne : 
Receiue  no  leffe  but  euen  the  felfsame  payne. 
Ah  Mulberie,  thou  witnes  of  our  woe, 
Right  vnder  thee  afligned  was,  the  place 
Of  all  our  ioy,  but  thou  our  common  foo, 
Confented  haft,  vnto  her  death  alas  : 
Of  beauty  all,  that  had  alone  the  grace, 
And  theefore  as  the  cheefe  of  others  all. 
Let  men  the  Tree  of  deadly  woe  thee  call. 
Graunt  our  great  God,  for  honor  of  thy  name, 
A  guerdon  of  the  woe,  we  shall  here  haue  : 
For  I  nill  Hue,  shee  dead  that  rulde  the  fame, 
Pronounce  (O  Pluto)  from  thy  hollow  Caue  : 
Where  ftayes  thy  raigne,  and  let  this  tree  receiue. 
Such  fentence  iuft,  as  may  a  witneffe  bee. 
Of  dollour  mod,  to  all  that  shall  it  fee. 

And  with  thofe  wordes,  his  naked  blade  hee  fierfly  fro  his  fide 

Out  drew,  &  through  his  breft,  it  forft  with  mortal  woud 
to  glide, 

The  ftreames  of  gory  blood  out  glush,  but  hee  w'  manly 
hart, 

Careles,  of  death  and  euery  payne,  that  death  could  them 
imparte. 

His  Thisbies  kercheefe  hard  hee  ftraines,  &  kift  with  fted- 
fast  chere, 

And  harder  ftrainde,  and  ofter  kift,  as  death  him  drew 
more  nere 
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The  Mulberies  whofe  hue  before,  had  euer  white  lo  beene, 
To  blackish  collour  ftraight  transformed,  &  black  ay  fmce 

are  feen. 
And  Thisbie  then  who  all  that  while,  had  kept  the  hollow 

tree, 
Leaft  hap  her  Louers  long  aboad,  may  feeme  him  mockt 

to  bee. 
Shakes  of  all  feare,  and  pafleth  foorth  in  hope  her  loue  to  tell 
What  terror  great  shee  late  was  in,  and  wonderous  cafe 

her  fel : 
But  whe  she  doth  approche  y®  tree,  whofe  fruits  trasformed 

were 
Abasht  she  ftands,  &  mufmg  much,  how  black  they  should 

appere. 
Her  Pyramus  with  fights  profound,  and  broken  voyce  y* 

plained, 
Shee  hard  :  and  him  a  kerchefe  faw,  how  hee  hit  kift  and 

ftrained  : 
Shee  nerer  drew,  but  whe  the  fword,  and  gaping  wound 

she  faw, 
The  anguish  great,  she  had  therof,  had  caused  her  ouerthrow 
In  deadly  fwoone,  and  to  her  felfe  shee  beeing  come  agayne. 
With  pittious  playnts,  and  deadly  dole,  her  loue  shee  did 

coplayne, 
That  doone,  shee  did  her  body  leane,  and  on  him  foftly  lay. 
She  kift  his  face,  whofe  collour  fresh,  is  fpent  and  falne  away: 
Then  to  y®  fword  thefe  woords  she  fayth  :  thou  fword  of 

bitter  gall. 
Thou  haft  bereaued  mee  my  Loue,  my  comfort  ioy  and  all. 
With  that  deare  blood  (woes  mee)  of  his  thy  curfed  blade 

doth  shine, 

u 
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Wherfore  thinke  not  thou  canft  be  free,  to  shed  the  fame 

of  mine, 
In  life  no  meane,  though  wee  it  sought,  vs  to  assemble 

could, 
Death  fhall,  who  hath  already  his,  &  mine  fliall  ftraight 

vnfolde. 
And  you  O  Gods,  this  laft  requeft,  for  ruthe  yet  graunt 

to  mee, 
That  as  one  death  we  (hould  receiue,  one  Tombe  our  graue 

may  bee, 
With  y'  agayn  flie  oft  him  kift,  &  then  (hee  fpeaketh  thus : 

O  Louer  mine,  beholde  thy  loue  (alas)  my  Pyramus. 
Yet  ere  I  dye  beholde  mee  once,  that  comfort  not  denye, 
To  her  with  thee  that  liu'd  and  Iou*d,  and  eke  with  thee 

will  dye. 
The  Gentilman  with  this,  and  as  the  lafteft   throwes  of 

death. 
Did  pearce  full  faft  at  that  fame  ftroke,  to  end  both  life 

and  breath 
The  voice  hee  knows,  and  euen  therwith,  caftes  vp   his 

heauy  eyes, 
And  fees  his  loue,  hee  ftriues  to  fpeake,  but  death  at  hand 

denyes. 
Yet  loue  whofe  might,  not  the  was  quecht  in  fpite  of  death 

gaue  ftregth 
And  caufde  from  botto  of  his  hart,  thefe  words  to  pas 

at  legth. 
(Alas  my  loue)  and  liue  ye  yet,  did  not  your  life  define, 
By  Lyones  rage  the  foe  therof,  and  caus'd  that  this  of  mine 
Is  fpent  and  paft,  or  as  I  thinke,  it  is  your  foule  fo  deare. 
That  feekes  to  ioy  and  honor  both,  my  laft  aduenture 

heare. 
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Euen  with  that  woord,  a  profounde  fighe,  from  bottom  of 

his  hart, 
Out  caft  his  corps  and  fpirit  of  life,  in  funder  did  depart : 
Then  Thisbie   efte,   with   shrike   fo   shrill   as  dynned  in 

the  fkye, 
Swaps  down  in  fwoone,  fhee  eft  reuiues,  &  hents  y*  fword 

hereby. 
Wherwith  beneath  her  pap  (alas)  into  her  breft  shee  ftrake, 
Saying  thus  will  I  die  for  him,  that  thus  dyed  for  my 

fake: 
The  purple  Skarlet  ftreames  downe  ran,  &  shee  her  clofe 

doth  lay 
Vnto  her  loue  him  kifling  ftill,  as  life  did  pyne  away. 

Lo  thtis  t/iey  lou'd  and  died,  and  dead,  one  tombe  the 

graued  there, 
And  Mulberies  in  figne  of  woe,  from  white  to  blacke 

turnde  were, 

FINIS. 


The  Lamentacion  of  a  Gentilwoman 

vpon  tfie  death  of  her  late  deceafed  frend 

William  Gruffith  Gait, 

A  doutfull,  dying,  dolefull,  Dame, 
Not  fearing  death,  not  forcing  life  : 
Nor  caring  ought  for  flitting  fame, 
Emongft  fuch  fturdy  ftormes  of  ftrife: 
Here  doth  fhee  mourne  and  write  her  will, 
Vpon  her  liked  Louers  ende  : 


Digitized  by 


Google 


148  The  Gallery  of  gallant  Inuentions, 

Graunt  (Mufes  nyne)  your  facred  {kill, 
Helpe  to  aflift  your  mournfull  freend  : 
Embouldned  with  your  Nimphifti  ayde, 
Shee  will  not  ceafe,  but  feeke  to  finge : 
And  eke  employ  her  willing  head, 
Her  Gruffithes  prayfe,  with  ruthe  to  ringe. 

With  Poets  pen,  I  doo  not  preace  to  write, 

Mineruaes  mate,  I  doo  not  boafl  to  bee : 

Parnaffus  Mount  (I  fpeake  it  for  no  fpite) 

Can  cure  my  curfed  cares  ?  I  playnly  fee  : 

For  why  :  my  hart  contaynes  as  many  woes 
As  euer  Heflor  did  amongft  his  foes. 

Eche  man  doth  mone,  when  faythfull  freends  bee  dead, 

And  paynt  them  out,  as  well  as  wits  doo  ferue : 

But  I,  a  Mayde,  am  forft  to  vfe  my  head, 

To  wayle  my  freend  (whofe  fayth)  did  prayfe  deferue : 
Wit  wants  to  will :  alas  ?  no  fkill  I  haue. 
Yet  muft  I  needes  deplore  my  Gruffithes  graue : 

For  William,  white :  for  Gruffith,  greene :  I  wore, 

And  red,  longe  fmce  did  ferue  to  pleafe  my  minde : 

Now,  blacke,  I  weare,  of  mee,  not  vs'd  before, 

In  liew  of  loue,  alas  ?  this  loffe  I  finde  : 

Now  muft  I  leaue,  both.  White,  and  Greene,  and  Red, 
And  wayle  my  freend,  who  is  but  lately  dead. 

Yet  hurtfull  eyes,  doo  bid  mee  caft  away. 

In  open  fhow,  this  carefuU  blacke  attyre : 

Becaufe  it  would,  my  fecret  loue  bewray, 

And  pay  my  pate,  with  hatred  for  my  hyre  : 

Though  outwardly,  I  dare  not  weare  the  fame. 
Yet  in  my  hart,  a  web  of  blacke  I  frame. 
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You  Ladyes  all,  that  paffe  not  for  no  payne, 
But  haue  your  louers  lodged  in  your  laps  : 
I  craue  your  aydes,  to  helpe  mee  mourne  amayne, 
Perhaps  your  felves,  (hall  feele  such  careful!  claps  : 
Which  (God  forbid)  that  any  Lady  tafte, 
Who  (hall  by  mee  but  only  learne  to  wafte. 
My  wits  be  weake  an  Epitaphe  to  write, 
Becaufe  it  doth  require  a  grauer  ftile  : 
My  phrafe  doth  feme  but  rudely  to  recite, 
How  Louers  lo(re  doth  pinch  mee  all  this  while  : 
Who  was  as  pred  to  dye  for  Gruffithes  sake. 
As  Damon,  did  for  Pithias  vndertake. 
But  William  had  a  worldly  freend  in  (lore, 
Who  writ  his  end  to  fmall  effefl  (God  knowes) 
But  L  and  H.  his  name  did  (how  no  more. 
Rime  Ruffe  it  is,  the  common  fentence  goes, 
It  hangs  at  Pawles  as  euery  man  goes  by. 
One  ryme  too  low,  an  other  rampes  too  hye. 
He  prays'd  him  out  as  worldly  freends  doo  vse. 
And  vttered  all  the  (kill  that  God  had  fent  : 
But  I  ?  am  (hee  that  neuer  will  refufe, 
But  as  I  am,  fo  will  I  ftill  bee  bent : 

No  blades  shall  blow,  my  lincked  loue  awry. 
Oh  ?  would  the  Gods,  with  Gruffith  I  might  dye. 
Then  had  it  been  that  I  poore  filly  Dame, 
Had,  had  no  neede  to  blot  this  fcratched  fcroule, 
Then  Virgins  fift,  had  not  fet  forth  the  fame. 
How  God  hath  gripte,  my  Gruffithes  facred  foulc. 
But  woe  is  mee,  I  Hue  in  pinching  payne. 
No  wight  doth  know,  what  forowes  I  fustayne. 
Vnhappy  may  that  drowfic  day  bee  nam'd, 
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Wherin  I  first,  poffeft  my  vitall  breath  : 
And  eke  I  wifti,  that  day  that  I  was  fram'd, 
In  stead  of  life  I  had  receiued  death : 

Then  with  thefe  woes,  I  needed  not  to  wafte, 
Which  now  (alas)  in  euerie  vayne  I  tafte. 
Some  Zoylus  fot,  will  thinke  it  lightly  doone, 
Becaufe  I  mone,  my  mate,  and  louer,  fo 
Some  Momus  match,  this  fcroule  will  ouerronne, 
But  loue  is  lawleffe,  euery  wight  doth  know  : 

Sith  loue  doth  lend  mee  fuch  a  freendly  fcope, 
DifdaynfuU  dogs  I  may  defpife  (I  hope) 
Wherfore  I  doo,  attempt  fo  much  the  more, 
By  this  good  hope,  to  (hew  my  flender  arte  : 
And  mourne  I  muft  (who)  neuer  marckt  before. 
What  fretting  force  doo  holde  eche  heauy  hart : 
But  now  I  see  that  Gruffithes  greedy  graue, 
Doth  make  mee  feele,  the  fits  which  louers  haue. 
My  mournfuU  mufe  (good  Ladyes)  take  in  worth, 
And  fpare  to  fpeake  the  worft,  but  iudge  the  beft  : 
For  this  is  all,  that  I  dare  publifh  forth, 
The  reft  recorded  is,  within  my  brest : 

And  there  is  lodg'd,  for  euer  to  remayne. 
Till  God  doth  graunt  (by  death)  to  eafe  my  payne. 
And  when  that  death  is  come  to  pay  her  due. 
With  all  the  paynes,  that  fhee  can  well  inuent : 
Yet  to  my  Gruffith,  will  I  ftill  be  true, 
Hap  death,  holde  life,  my  minde  is  fully  bent : 
Before  I  will  our  fecret  loue  difclofe. 
To  Tantals  paynes,  my  body  I  difpofe. 
So  Hue  I  shall,  when  death  hath  fpit  her  fpight. 
And  Lady  (Fame)  will  fpread  my  prayfe  I  know  : 
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And  Cupids  Knights,  will  neuer  ceafe  to  write, 
And  caufe  my  name,  through  (Europe)  for  to  flow  : 
And  they  that  know  what  (Cupid)  can  preuayle, 
Will  blefle  the  fliip,  that  floates  with  fuch  a  fayle. 
If  I  had  part  of  Pallas  learned  flcill, 
Or  if  (Caliope)  would  lend  her  ayde : 
By  tracte  of  time,  great  volumes  I  would  fill, 
My  Gruffithes  prayfe  in  wayling  verfe  to  fpread : 
But  (I  poore  I)  as  I  haue  fayd  before. 
Do  wayle,  to  want,  Mineruaes  learned  lore. 
By  helpe  (I  hope)  thefe  rj^ged  rymes  fliall  goe, 
Entituled  as  louers  lynes  (hould  bee : 
And  fcape  the  chyding  chaps  of  euery  foe, 
To  prayfe  that  man,  who  was  beft  likte  of  mee  : 

Though  death  hath  fhapte,  his  mofl:  vntimely  end, 
Yet  for  his  prayfe,  my  trifl:iue  tunes  I  fend. 
In  hope  the  Gods  who  guide  the  heauens  aboue, 
His  buryed  corps,  aliue  agayne  will  make  : 
And  haue  remorce  of  Ladyes  lincked  loue, 
As  once  they  did  for  good  Admetus  fake  : 

Or  change  him  els,  into  fome  flower  to  weare, 
As  erft  they  did,  transforme  Narcifl"us  fayre. 
So  fhould  I  then,  poflefle  my  former  freend, 
Reftord  to  lyfe,  as  Alceft  was  from  Hell, 
Or  els  the  Gods,  fome  flagrant  flower  would  fend. 
Which  for  his  fake,  I  might  both  weare  and  fmell : 
Which  flower,  out  of  my  hand  (hall  neuer  pafle. 
But  in  my  harte,  shall  have  a  flicking  place. 
But  wo  is  mee,  my  wishes  are  in  vayne, 
Adue  delight }  come,  crooked  cursed  care : 
To  bluntish  blockes  (I  fee)  I  doo  complayne, 
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And  reape  but  onely  forrow  for  my  share : 

For  well  I  know  that  Gods  nor  fprites  can  cure, 
The  paynes  that  I  for  Gruffith  doo  endure. 
Since  wayling,  no  way  can  remedy  mee, 
To  make  an  ende,  I  therefore  iudge  it  beft  : 
And  drinke  vp  all,  my  forrow  fecretly, 
And  as  I  can,  I  will  abide  the  rest : 

And  fith  I  dare  not  mourne,  to  open  showe, 
With  fecret  fighes  and  teares,  my  hart  shall  flow. 
Some  bufie  brayne,  perhaps  will  aflce  my  name, 
Difpofed  much,  fome  tidings  for  to  marke : 
That  dare  I  not  ?  for  feare  of  flying  fame. 
And  eke  I  feare  leaft  byting  bugs  will  barke  : 
Therfore  farewell,  and  aflce  no  more  of  mee, 
For  (as  I  am)  a  Louer  will  I  dye. 
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TO  THE  RIGHT  HO- 

norable  Sir  Henry  Conipton 

K nighty  Lord  Compton 

of  Compton. 

RIGHT  honorable,  and  my  verye  good  Lord,  (prefuming 
vpon  your  curtefy)  I  am  bolde  to  prefent  vnto  your 
honor  this  fmale  volume  Entituled  The  Paradife  of  deyntye 
deuifes,  being  penned  by  diuers  learned  Gentlemen  and 
collefted  togeather  through  the  trauell  of  one,  both  of  wor- 
fhippe  and  credite,  for  his  priuate  vfe :  who  not  long  fine 
departed  this  life,  which  when  I  had  perufed  ouer,  not 
without  the  aduife  of  fundry  my  freendes,  I  determined  by 
their  good    motion,   to   fet    the   in   print,   who   therunto 
greatlye  perfwaded  me,  with  thefe  and  like  words :  The 
wryters  of  them,  were  both  of  honor  and  worfliippe,  befides 
that  our  owne  country  men,  and  fuch  as  for  their  learning 
and   grauitie  might  be  accompted  of  among  the  wifeft. 
Furthermore,  the  dittis  both  pithy  &  pleafant,  as  wel  for 
the  inuentid  as  meter,  and  will  yeelde  a  farre  greater  de- 
light, being  as  they  are  fo  aptly  made  to  be  fette  to  any 
fong  in  5  partes,  or  fong  to  inftrument.     Which  well  confi- 
dering,  I  porpofed  not  to  forfake  fo  good  an  occafion,  be- 
feeching  your  honor  to  accept  it  in  good  parte,  cheefely  for 
the  authours  fake :  who  thoughe  fome  of  them  are  departed 
this  life,  yet  their  worthy  doings  fhall  continue  for  euer : 
for  like  as  the  (hadow  foloweth  the  body,  fo  praife  foloweth 
vertue:    and  as  the  fhadow  goeth  fomtimes  before,  and 
fometimes  behind,  fo  doth  praife  alfo  to  vertue :  but  the 
later  it  commeth,  the  greater  it  is,  &  to  be  the  better 
efteemed.    Thus  fearing  to  offend  your  ho- 
nor with  thefe  my  rude  fpeaches,  I  ende, 
wifhing  your  L.  many 
yeeres  of  joy. 
Your  good  LordJJtips  wholy  to 
tantmannb.      //.  /?. 
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THE    TRANSLATION   OF    THE    BLESSED    S.   BARNARDS 

VERSES,  CONTEINING  THE  VNSTABLE  FELICITIE 

OF  THIS  WAYFARING  WORLD. 


Cvr  mundus  militaty  fub  vana  gloria^  cuUis  profperitas  cji 

tranfitoria  f 
Tarn  cito  labitur,  eitis  potentia  quam  vafa  figula^  que  funt 

fragilia. 

Why  dooth  cache  ftate  apply  it  felfc  to  worldly  prayfe  ? 
And  vndcrtake  fuch  toyle,  to  heape  vp  honours  gayne  : 
Whofe  featc,  though  feeming  fure,  on  fickle  fortune  ftayes, 
Whofe  giftes  were  neuer  proued,  perpetuall  to  remayne. 
But  euen  as  an  earthen  pot,  with  euery  fillip  fayles. 
So  fortunes  fauour  flits,  and  fame  with  honour  quayles. 

Plus  crede  litteris,  fcriptis  in  glacia^  quam  mundi  fragilis, 

vencB  fallabice, 
Fallfax  in  previijs^  vertutis  fpecie,  que  nunquam  habuity  tern- 

pusfiducice, 

Thinke  rather  firme  to  find,  a  figure  grauen  in  ife, 
Whofe  fubftance  fubjeft  is,  to  heate  of  fhining  funne : 
Then  hope  for  ftedfaft  ftay,  in  wanton  worlds  deuife, 
Whofe  fayned  fond  delightes,  from  falfhed  forge  doo  come. 
And  vnder  Vertues  veyle,  are  largely  dealt  about, 
Deceiuing  thofe,  who  thinke  their  date  will  neuer  out. 
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Magis  credmdu  eft  viris  fallacibtis,  quam  mundi  miferis 

profperitatibus 
Faljis  infaniis  &  voluptatibus,  falfis  quoquce  Jludijs  &  vani- 

tatibus. 

The  trifeling  truthles  tongue,  of  rumours  lying  lippes, 
Deferues  more  truft,  then  dooth  the  higheft  happy  hap  : 
That  world  to  worldlinges  giues,  for  fee  how  honour  flippes, 
To  foolifh  fond  conceytes,  to  pleafures  poyfoned  fap. 
To  ftudyes  falfe  in  proofe,  to  artes  applied  to  gayne, 
To  fickle  fancies  toyes,  which  wifedome  deemeth  vayne. 

Die  ubi  Salomon^  olim  tarn  nobilis  ?  vel  ubi  Samp/on  cjl, 

dux  inuincibilis  ? 
Vel  dulcis  Jonathas,  mulUim  afnabilisf  vel pulcher  Ab/oln, 
vultu  mirabilis. 

Where  is  the  facred  king,  that  Salomon  the  wife  ? 
Whofe  wyfedome,  former  time  of  duety  did  commend  : 
Where  is  that  Sampfon  ftrong,  that  monftrous  man  in  fyze  ? 
Whofe  forced  arme,  dyd  caufe  the  mighty  pi  Hers  bend. 
Where  is  the  pearles  Prince,  the  freendly  Jonathas  ? 
Or  Abfolon,  whofe  (hape  and  fauour  did  furpaffe. 

Quo  Ccefar  abijt  ?  celfus  imperio^  vel  diues  fplendiduSy  totus 

in  prandio. 
Die  vbi  TulliuSy  elarus  eloquio,  vel  Arijloteles,  fummus  in- 

gefiio. 

Where  is  that  Caefar  now,  whofe  high  renowmed  fame, 
Of  fundry  conqueftes  wonne,   throughout  the  world  did 
found  : 
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Or  Diues  rich  in  (lore,  and  rich  in  richly  name, 
*  Whofe  cheft  with  gold  and  diflie  with  daynties  did  abound. 
Where  is  the  pafling  grace  of  Tullies  pleding  fkill  ? 
Or  Ariftotles  vayne,  whofe  pen  had  witte  and  will  ? 

O  efca  vermium,  6  majfa  pulveris^  6  ros,  6  vanitas,  cur  Jic 

extolleris  f 
Ignoras  penitus  vtrU  eras  vixeris,fae  bonum  omnibus ^  quant 

diupoteris, 

O  foode  of  filthy  worme,  oh  lump  of  lothfome  clay, 

O  life  ful  like  the  dewe,  which  morning  funne  doth  waft  : 

O  fhadow  vayne,  whofe  fhape  with  funne  dooth  fhrinke 

away, 
Why  glorieft  thou  fo  much,  in  honour  to  be  plafte  ? 
Sith  that  no  certayne  houre  of  life  thou  dofte  enjoy, 
Moft  fyt  it  were  thy  time  to  goodneffe  to  employ. 

Quant  breve  fejlu  ejly  hcec  mundi  gloria^  vt  vmbra  homi- 

nuniy  Jic  eius  gaudia. 
Que  fefnper  fubtrakit  ceterna  prcemia^  &  ducunt  hominunty  ad 

dura  eruia. 

How  fhort  a  banquet  feemes  the  pomp  of  high  renowne  ? 
How  like  the  fenfeles  fhape  of  fhiuering  fhadow  thine  ? 
Are    wanton    worldly    toyes,    whofe    pleafure    plucketh 

downe, 
Our  harts  from  hope,  &  hands  from  works,  which  heauen 

fhould  win. 
And  takes  vs  from  the  trod,  which  guides  to  cnlefTe  gayne, 
And  fets  vs  in  the  way,  that  leades  to  lafting  payne. 
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Hac  mundi  gloria,  qua  magni  penditur,  facris  in  litteris, 

fiosfcmi  dicitur. 
Ut  leue  folium,  quod  vento  rapitur,  fie  vita  hominum,  hoc 

vita  toUitur, 

The  pompe  of  worldly  prayfe,  which  worldlings  hold  fo 

deere, 
In  holy  facred  booke,  is  likened  to  a  flowre : 
Whofe  date  dooth  not  conteyne,  a  weeke,  a  moonth,  or 

yeere, 
But  fpringing  now,  dooth  fade  againe  within  an  houre. 
And  as  the  lighteft  leafe  with  wind  about  is  throwne, 
So  light  is  the  life  of  man,  and  lightly  hence  is  blowne. 

FINIS.  My  luke  is  loffe. 


I.  Our pleafures  are  vanities, 

Beholde  the  blaft  which  blowes  the  bloflbmes  from  the  tree, 
The  end  whereof,  confumes  and  comes  to  nought  we  fee : 
Ere  thou  therefore,  be  blowen  from  life  that  may  not  laft, 
Begin  for  grace  to  call,  for  time  mifpent  and  paft. 

Haue  mind  on  brittle  lyfe,  whofe  pleafures  are  but  vayne, 
On  death  likewife  bethinke,  how  thou  maieft  not  remayne  : 
And  feare  thy  Lord  to  greeue,  which  fought  thy  foule 

to  faue, 
Tofinne  no  more  be  bent,  but  mercy  afke  and  haue. 
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For  death  who  dooth  not  fpare,  the  kings  on  earth  to  kill, 
Shall  reape  alfo  from  thee,  thy  pleafure,  life,  and  will : 
That  lyfe  which  yet  remaynes,  and  in  thy  breft  appeares, 
Hath  fowen  in  thee  fuch  feedes,  you  ought  to  weede  with 
teares. 

And  life  that  fhall  fucceede,  when  death  is  worne  and  paft, 
Shall fpring  for  euer  then,  in  joy  or  payne  to  laft  : 
Where  death  on  life  hath  power  ye  fee,  that  life  alfo 
Hath  mowen  the  fruites  of  death,  which  neuer  more  fhall 
grow. 

FINIS.  W.  Hunis. 


2.    Who  wayteth  on  this  wauering  worldy  and  veweth  each 
eflate. 
By  tryall  taught  fhall  learne  it  befl,  to  Hue  in  Jimple  rate. 

A  mid  the  vale  the  fclender  flirubbe,  is  hid  from  all  mifhap, 
When  taller  tree  that  ftandes  aloft,  is  rent  with  thunder  clap. 
The  Turrets  tops  which  touch  the  cloudes,  are  beat  with 

euery  blaft, 
Soone  fhiuered  are  their  ftones  with  ftorme,  and  quickly 

ouer  caft. 
Beft  bodyed  tree  in  all  the  wood,  for  tymber  beame  is  found, 
And  to  the  axe  the  fturdieft  Oxe,  dooth  yeeld  and  fall  to 

ground. 
The  higheft  hill  dooth  fooneft  feele,  the  flafh  of  lightnings 

flame, 
And  foone  decayes  the  pomp  and  pryde,  of  high  renowmed 

name. 
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Of  all  the  heard  the  huntman  feekes,  by  proofe  as  dooth 

appere, 
With  double  forked  arrowe  head,  to  wound  the  greateft 

Deare. 
The  hautieft  head  of  all  the  droue  enjoyes  the  (horteft  life, 
And  flaines  the  (laughter  houfe  with  blood,  at  pricke  of 

butchers  knife. 
Thus  what  thing  hyeft  place  atteynes,  is  fooneft  ouerthrowne, 
What  euer  Fortune  fets  a  loft,  fhe  threates  to  throw  it 

downe. 
And  though  no  force  refill  thy  power,  nor  feeke  thee  to 

confound, 
Yet  dooth  the  payfe  of  weighty  things,  decline  it  felfe  to 

ground. 
For  reftleffe  tipe  of  roulling  wheele,  example  hath  it  tryde, 
To  heauy  burden  yeelde  it  muft  ful  foone,  and  flip  afyde. 
What  vayles  the  rich  his  bed  of  down,  yt  fighes  for  fleplefle 

thought. 
What  time  in  couch  of  flock  the  poore,  fleepes  found  & 

feareth  nought. 
At  homely  boord  his  quiet  foode,  his  drinkes  in  treene 

be  tane. 
When  oft  the  proud  in  cuppes  of  gold,  with  wine  receiue 

their  bane. 
The  bed,  the  boord,  the  dread  in  dout,  with  trayne  to  be 

opprefl:. 
When  fortqne  frounes,  their  power  mufl:  yeelde,  as  wyre 

vnto  y«  wreft. 
If  Icarus  had  not  prefumed  to  high  to  take  his  flight. 
He  had  not  yet  ben  drowned  in  Seas,  that  now  Icarion 

hight. 
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If  Phaeton  had  not  enterprifed  to  guide  his  fathers  feate. 
His  fires  had  not  enflamed  the  world,  nor  been  deftroyed 

with  heate. 
But  who  fo  climes  aboue  the  meane,  there  is  no  hope  of  ftay, 
The  higher  vp  the  fonner  downe,  and  nearer  his  decay. 
Then  you  that  here  in  pompe  or  place,  to  guide  the  golden 

mafe, 
Let  crowne  and  Septer  both  obey  the  meane  of  Vertues  race. 
For  neither  fliall  renowmed  Vertue  fee  the  pit  of  hell, 
Nor  yet  in  toombe  of  Marble  ftone,  fhe  may  abide  to  dwell. 
But  from  Sepulcher  flies  fhe  hence,  beyond  the  Ikies  aboue. 
And  gliftering  in  the  blisful  ftares,  fhe  raines  with  mighty 

Joue. 

FINIS,  lafper  Hey  wood, 

3.   The  perfell  try  all  of  a  faythfullfreend. 

Not  ftayed  ftate,  but  feeble  ftay,  not  coftly  robes,    but 

bare  aray : 
Not  paflfed  welth,  but  prefct  wat,  not   heped  ftore   but 

fcleder  fkat 
Not  plenties  purfe,  but  poore  eftate,  not  happy  hap,  but 

froward  fate : 
Not  wiih  at  wil,  but  wat  of  ioy,  not  harts  good  helth  but 

harts  annoy : 
No  fredomes  vfe,  but  prifoners  thrall,  not  cofkly  feate,  but 

loweft  fall : 
Not  weale  I  meane,  but  wretched  wo,  doth  truely  try,  y« 

f[r]eend  fro  foe : 
And  nowght  but  frowarde  Fortune  prooues,  who  fauning 

faines,  or  fimply  loues. 

FINIS.  *  M.   Yloop. 
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4.  Being  ajked  the  occajion  of  his  white  head, 
he  aunfwcreth  thus. 

Where  feething  fighes  and  forow  fobbes, 
Hath  flaine  the  flippes  that  nature  fet : 
And  (kalding  (howers  with  ftony  throbbes, 
The  kindly  fappe  from  them  hath  fet. 
What  woonder  then  thogh  that  you  fee, 
Upon  my  head  white  heares  to  be. 

Where  thought  hath  thrild  and  throwne  his  fpeares, 
To  hurt  the  hart  that  harmeth  him  not : 
And  groning  griefe  hath  ground  forth  teares, 
Myne  eyne  to  ftaine,  my  face  to  fpot. 
What  woonder  then  though  that  you  fee, 
Upon  my  head  white  heares  to  be. 

Where  pinching  payne  himfelfe  hath  plafte, 
There  peace  with  pleafures  were  poffeft : 
And  where  the  walles  of  wealth  lye  wafte, 
And  pouertye  in  them  is  preft. 
What  woonder  then  though  that  you  fee, 
Upon  my  head  white  heares  to  be. 

Where  wretched  woe  will  weaue  her  webbe. 
Where  care  the  clewe  can  catch  and  caft : 
And  flooddes  of  ioy  are  fallen  to  ebbe, 
So  loe,  that  life  may  not  long  laft. 
What  woonder  then  though  that  you  fee, 
Upon  my  head  white  heares  to  be. 
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Thefe  heares  of  age  are  meffengers, 
Which  bidde  me  faft,  repent,  and  pray  : 
They  be  of  death  the  harbingers, 
That  dooth  prepare  and  dreffe  the  way. 
Wherefore  I  ioy  that  you  may  fee, 
Upon  my  head  fuch  heares  to  be. 

They  be  the  lines  that  lead  the  length, 
How  farre  my  race  is  for  to  runne : 
They  fay  my  youth,  is  fled  with  ftrength, 
And  how  olde  age  is  weake  begunne. 
The  which  I  feele,  and  you  may  fee. 
Upon  my  head  fuch  lines  to  be. 

They  be  the  ftringes  of  fober  found, 
Whofe  muficke  is  harmonical : 
Their  tunes  declare  a  time  from  ground 
I  came,  and  how  there  to  I  (hall. 
Wherefore  I  ioy  that  you  may  fee, 
Upon  my  head  fuch  ftringes  to  be. 

God  graunt  to  thofe  that  white  heares  haue. 
No  worfe  them  take  then  I  haue  ment : 
That  after  they  be  layde  in  graue, 
Their  foules  may  ioy  their  Hues  wel  fpent 
God  graunt  likewife  that  you  may  fee, 
Upon  your  head  fuch  heares  to  be. 

FINIS.  W,  Hunts. 
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5.  Beware  of  }iad  I  wyjl. 

Beware  of  had  I  wyft,  whofe  fine  brings  care  and  fmart, 
Efteeme   of  all   as   they   deferue,  and  deeme  as   decmd 

thou  art : 
So  fliall  thy  perfefl  freend  enjoy  his  hoped  hyre, 
And  faithleffe  fawning  foe,  fhall  miffe  theffeft  of  his  defyre. 
Good  will  fhall  haue  his  gayne,   and  hate  fhall   heape 

defpite, 
A  faithleffe  freend  fhall  find  diflrufl,  and  loue  fhall  reape 

delite. 
Thy  felfe  fhall  refl  in  peace,  thy  freend  fhall  joy  thy  fate, 
Thy  foe  fhall  fret  at  thy  good  happe,  and  I  fhall  joy  thy 

flate. 
But  this  my  fond  aduife,  may  feeme  purchaunce  but  vayne, 
As  rather  teaching  how  to  lofe,  then  how  a  freend  to  gayne. 
But  this  not  my  intent,  to  teach  to  find  a  freend, 
But  fafely  how  to  loue  and  leaue,  is  all  that  I  entend. 
And  yf  you  prooue  in  part,  and  find  my  counfell  true, 
Then  wyfh  me  well  for  my  good  wyll,  tis  all  I  craue,  adue. 

FINIS,  My  Ittcke  is  lojfe, 

d  M,  Edwards  MA  Y. 

When  May  is  in  his  prime,  then  may  eche  hart  reioyce. 
When  May  bedecks  eche  branch  with  greene,  ech   bird 

flreins  forth  his  voice 
The  liuely  fappe  creepes  vp  into  the  bloming  throne. 
The  flowres,  which  cold  in  prifon  kept,  now  laughes  ye  froft 

to  fkorne. 
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All  natures  Impes  triumphes,  whiles  ioyful  may  doth  laft, 
When  May  is  gone,  of  all  the  yeere  the  pleafant  time  is  part. 

May  makes  the  cheerful!  hue,  May  breedes  &  bringes 

new  blood. 
May  marcheth  throughout  euery  lim,  May  makes  ye  mery 

mood. 
May  pricketh  tender  harts,  their  warbling  notes  to  tune, 
Ful  ftrange  it  is,  yet  fome  we  fee,  doe  make  their  May  in 

June. 
Thus  thinges  are   ftrangly  wrought,  whiles   ioyful    May 

doth  laft, 
Take  May  in  time,  when  May  is  gone,  the  pleafant  time 

is  paft. 

All  ye  that  Hue  on  earth,  and  haue  your  May  at  will, 
Reioyce  in  May,  as  I  doe  now,  and  vfe  your  May  with  (kill. 
Ufe  May,  whyle  that  you  may,  for  May  hath  but  his  time. 
When  all  the  fruite  is  gone,  it  is  to  late  the  tree  to  clime. 
Your  liking  and  your  luft,  is  frefhe  whyles  May  dooth  laft, 
When  May  is  gone,  of  all  the  yeere,  the  pleafant  time  is  paft. 

FINIS.  M.  Edwardes. 


7.  Faire  words  make  fooles  faine. 

In  youthful  yeeres  when  firft  my  young  defyres  began, 
To  pricke  me  forth  to  ferue  in  Court  a  fclender  tal  young 

man : 
My  fathers  blefling  then  I  alke  upon  my  knnee. 
Who  blefling  me  with  trembling  hand,  thefe  words  gan  fay 

to  me: 
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My  fonne,    God    guide  thy  way,   and    Ihild   thee   from 

mifchaunce, 
And  make  thy  juft  defartes  in  Court,  thy  poore  eftate  to 

aduaunce : 
Yet  when  thou  art  become  one  of  the  Courtly  trayne, 
Thinke  on  this  prouerbe  old  (qd  he)  that  faire  words  make 

foles  fain. 

This  counfell  grauely  giuen,  moft  flraunge  appeares  to  me, 
Till  tra6l  of  time  with  open  eyes,  had  made  me  plainely  fee : 
What  fubtill  fleightes  are  wrought  by  painted  tales  deuife. 
When  hollow  harts  with  freendly  fhewes  the  fimple  do 

entife. 
To  thinke  all  gold  that  fhines  to  feede  their  fond  defire, 
Whofe  fheuering  cold  is  warmde  with  fmoke,  in  (lead  of 

flaming  fire : 
Sith  talke  of  tickle  truft,  dooth  breede  a  hope  moft  vayne, 
This  prouerbe  true  by  profe  I  find,  that  faire  words  make 

fooles  fain. 

Faire  fpeach  alway  doth  wel,  where  deedes   infue  faire 

words, 
Faire  fpeach  agayn  alway  dooth  euill,  that  bufhes  giues 

for  birdes. 
Who  hopes  to  haue  faire  words,  to  trye  his  lucky  lot, 
If  I  may  counfell,  let  him  ftrike  it  whyle  the  iron  is  hot. 
But  them  that  feede  on  cloddes,  in  ftead  of  pleafant  grapes. 
And  after  warning  often  giuen,  for  better  lucke  ftill  gape 
Ful  loth  I  am,  yet  muft  I  tel  them  in  words  playne, 
This  prouerbe  old  proues  true  in  them,  that  faire  words 

makes  fooles  fayne. 
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Wo  worth  the  time  that  words,  fo  flowly  tume  to  deedes, 
Wo  worth  the  time  yt  faire  fwete  flowers,  are  growen  to 

rotten  weedes, 
But  thrife  wo  worth  the  time,  that  truth  away  is  fled, 
Wherein  I  fee  how  fimple  harts,  with  words  are  vaynely  fed. 
Truft  not  faire  words  therfore,  Where  no  deedes  do  enfue, 
Trufl  words,  as  flcilful  falkeners  do  trufl  Haukes  that  neuer 

flewe. 
Truft  deedes,  let  words  be  words,  which  neuer  wrought  me 

gaine, 
Let  my  experience  make  you  wife,  and  let  words  make 

foles  faine. 

FINIS.  M.  Edwardes. 

8.  In  his  extreame  Jicknejfe, 

What  greeues  my  bones,  and  makes  my  body  faint  ? 
What  prickes  my  flefh  and  teares  my  head  in  twayne  ? 
Why  doe  I  wake,  when  reft  (hould  me  attaint  ? 
When  others  laugh,  why  do  I  Hue  in  payne  ? 
I  toffe,  I  tume,  I  chaunge  from  fide  to  fide, 
And  ftretch  me  oft,  in  forowes  linkes  betyde. 

I  tofle,  as  one  betoft  in  waues  of  care, 

I  turne,  to  flee  the  woes  of  lothfome  life  : 

I  change,  to  fpy  if  death  this  corpes  might  fpare, 

I  ftretch,  to  heauen  to  ridde  me  of  this  ftrife : 

Thus  doe  I  ftretch,  and  change,  and  toffe  and  turne, 

Whyle  I  in  hope  of  heauen  my  life  do  burne. 

Then  hold  the  ftill,  let  be  thy  heauineffe, 
Abolifli  care,  forgeat  thy  pining  woe  : 
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For  by  this  meanes  foone  Ihalt  thou  find  redreffe, 
When  oft  betoft,  hence  thou  to  heauen  muft  goe. 
Then  toffe  and  turne,  and  tumble  franke  and  free, 
O  happy  thrife,  when  thou  in  heauen  (halt  be. 

FINIS.  L.  Vaux. 


9.  For  Chrijlmas  day, 

Reioyce^  reioyce  with  heart  and  voyce^ 
In  Chrijles  birth  this  day  reioyce. 

From  Virgins  wombe  this  day  did  fpring, 

The  precious  feede  that  only  faued  man : 

This  day  let  man  reioyce  and  fweetely  fmg, 

Since  on  this  day  faluacion  firft  began. 

This  day  did  Chrift  man  foule  from  death  remoue, 

With  glorious  faintes  to  dwell  in  heauen  aboue. 

This  day  to  man,  came  pledge  of  perfeft  peace, 
This  day  to  man,  came  loue  and  vnitie  : 
This  day  mans  griefe  began  for  to  furceafe, 
This  day  did  man  receiue  a  remedie. 
For  each  offence  and  euery  deadly  finne, 
With  guiltie  hart  that  erft  he  wandred  in. 

In  Chriftes  flocke,  let  loue  be  furely  plafte, 

From  Chriftes  flocke,  let  concord  hate  expel : 

Of  Chriftes  flocke  let  loue  be  fo  cmbrafte, 

As  we  in  Chrift,  and  Chrift  in  vs  may  dwcl. 

Chrift  is  the  authour  of  all  vnitie, 

From  whence  proceedeth  all  felicitie.  1) 
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O  fing  vnto  this  glittering  glorious  king, 

O  prayfe  his  name  let  euery  liuing  thing : 

Let  hart  and  voyce  like  Belles  of  filuer  ring, 

The  comfort  that  this  day  did  bring. 

Let  Lute,  let  Shalme,  with  found  of  fweete  delight, 

The  ioy  of  Chriftes  birth  this  day  refight. 

FINIS.  F,  KindlemarJ/i. 

lo.  For  E after  day. 

All   mortal   men   this   day   reioice,   in   Chrifte   that   you 

redemed  hath, 
By  death  w^  death  fmg  we  w'  voice,  to  him  yt  hath  appefd 

gods  wrath 
Due  vnto  man  for  fmful  path,  wherein   before  he  went 

aftray, 
Giue  thankes  to  him  with  perfefl  faith  that  for  man  kinde 

hath  made  this  glorious  day. 

This   day  he   rofe  fro  tombe  again,  wherin  his  precious 

corfe  was  laid, 
Whom  cruelly  y"  Jewes  had  flaine,  with  blooddy  wounds 

ful  il  araid : 
O  man  be  now  no  more  difmaid,  if  thou  henceforth  from 

fin  do  ftay. 
Of  death  thou  needeft  not  be  afraide,  Chrift  conquered 

death  for  thys  his  glorious  day. 

His  death  preuailed  had  not  whitt.  As  Paule  y®  apoftle  wel 

doth  write : 
Except  he  had  vprifen  yet,  from  death  to  life  by  Godlike 

might : 
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With  moft  triumphant  glittering  light, 
This  day  his  glory e  fhined  I  fay,  and  made  vs  brighte  as 
funne  thys  glorious  day. 

O  man  arife  with  Chrift  therfore,  fince  he  from  fm  hath 

made  thee  fre, 
Beware  thou  fall  in  finne  no  more,  but  rife  as  Chrift  did 

rife  for  thee : 
So  maift  thou  him  in  glory  fee,  when  he  at  day  of  doome 

(hall  fay, 
Come  thou  my  child  and  dwell  with  me,  God  graunt  vs  all 

to  fee  that  glorious  day. 

FINIS.         qoth  la/per  Haywood, 


II.  For  Whitfunday, 

Come  holy  ghoft  eternall  God,  and  eafe  the  wofuU  greefe, 
That  through  the  heapes  of  heauy  fin,  can  no  where  find 

Doo  thou  O  God  redreffe  [releefe. 

The  great  diftreffe 

Of  finful  heauineffe. 

Come  comfort  the  affli6led  thoughtes  of  my  confumed  hart, 
O  ryd  the  pearcing  pricking  paynes  of  my  tormenting  fmart : 

O  holy  ghoft  graunt  me 

That  I  by  thee 

From  finne  may  purged  be. 

Thou  art  my  God,  to  thee  alone  I  will  commend  my  caufe. 

Nor  glittering  gold  nor  precious  ftone,  fhall  make  me  leaue 

O  teach  me  then  the  way  [thy  laws : 
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Whereby  I  may 

Make  thee  my  onely  (lay. 

My  lippes,  my  tongue,  my  hart  and  al,  (hall  fpread  thy 

mighty  name, 
My  voyce  (hall  neuer  ceafe  to  found,  the  prayfes  of  the 
Yea  euery  liuing  thing  [fame : 

Shall  fweetely  fing 
To  thee  (O  heauenly  king.) 

FINIS.  F.  AT. 


1 2.  No  pleafiire  without  fome  payne, 

Sweete  were  the  ioyes  that  both  might  like  and  laft, 
Strange  were  the  ftate  exempt  from  all  diftreffe : 
Happy  the  life  that  no  mifhap  (hould  toft, 
Bleffed  the  chaunce  might  never  change  fucceffe. 
Were  fuch  a  life  to  lead,  or  ftate  to  proue, 
Who  would  not  wifh  that  fuch  a  life  were  loue. 

But  O  the  four}"  fauce  of  fwete  vnfure, 
When  pleafures  flye  and  flit  with  waft  of  wind  : 
The  truftlefle  traynes  that  hoping  harts  allure, 
When  fweete  dclightes  do  but  allure  the  mind. 
When  care  confumes  and  waftes  the  wretched  wight, 
Whyle  fancie  feedes  and  drawes  of  her  delight. 

What  life  were  loue,  if  loue  were  free  from  paine } 
But  O  that  paine  with  pleafure  match  fhould  meete : 
Why  did  the  courfe  of  nature  fo  ordayne, 
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That  fugred  fowre  muft  fauce  the  bitter  fweete. 
Which  fowre  from  fweete  might  any  meanes  remoue, 
What  hap,  what  heauen,  what  life,  were  like  to  loue. 

PINTS,  W.  R. 


13.    WAo  mindes  to  bring  his  Shippe  to  happy  Jhore 
Mujl  care  to  know  the  lawes  of  wifedomes  lore. 

My  freend,  if  thou  wilt  credite  me  in  ought, 
To  whom  the  truth  by  tryall  well  appeares : 
Nought  worth  is  wit  til  it  be  dearely  bought, 
There  is  no  wifedome  but  in  hoary  heares. 
Yet  if  I  may  of  wifedome  oft  define, 
As  well  as  others  haue  of  happineffe : 
Then  to  my  words  my  freend  thy  eare  encHne, 
The  thinges  that  make  thee  wife  are  thefe  I  geffe. 

Feare  God,  and  know  thy  felfe  in  each  degree, 
Be  freend  to  all,  familiar  but  to  fewe : 
To  light  of  credite  fee  thou  neuer  be, 
For  tryall  ought  in  truft  dooth  treafon  (hewe. 
To  others  faultes  caft  not  too  much  thy  eye, 
Accufe  no  man  of  guilt,  amend  thy  owne  : 
Of  medling  much  doth  mifchiefe  ought  arife. 
And  oft  debate  by  tickle  tongue  is  fowne. 

What  thing  thou  wilt  haue  hyd,  to  none  declare. 

In  word  or  deede  beware  of  had  I  wift  : 

So  fpend  thy  good  that  fome  thou  euer  fpare. 

For  freendes  like  Haukes  doo  foare  from  emptie  fift. 
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Cut  out  thy  coate  according  to  thy  cloth, 
Sufpefted  perfons  fee  thou  alwayes  flee, 
Beleeue  not  him  that  once  hath  broke  his  troth, 
Nor  yet  of  gift  with  out  defert  be  free. 

Time  quickly  (lips  beware  how  thou  it  fpend, 
Of  wanton  youth  repents  a  paynful  age : 
Begin  nothing  without  an  eye  to  thend, 
Nor  bow  thine  eare  from  counfell  of  the  fage. 
If  thou  too  farre  let  out  thy  fancy  flip, 
And  witlefle  will  from  reafons  rule  outfl:art : 
Thy  folly  (hall  at  length  be  made  thy  whip, 
And  fore  the  ftripes  of  fhame  (hall  caufe  the  fmart. 

To  doo  too  much  for  old  men  is  but  loft, 
Of  freend(hip  had  to  women  comes  like  gayne : 
Bedow  not  thou  on  children  too  much  coft, 
For  what  thou  doeft  for  thefe  is  all  in  vaine. 
The  olde  man,  or  he  can  requite,  he  dyes, 
Vncondant  is  the  womans  wauering  mind  : 
Ful  foone  the  boy  thy  freendfhip  will  defpyfe, 
And  him  for  loue  thou  (halt  vngreatfuU  find. 

The  aged  man  is  like  the  barraine  ground. 
The  woman  like  the  Reede  that  wagges  with  wind  : 
There  may  no  truft  in  tender  yeeres  be  found, 
And  of  the  three,  the  boy  is  mo(t  vnkind. 
If  thou  haue  found  a  faithful  freend  in  deede. 
Beware  thou  lofe  not  loue  of  fuch  a  one  : 
He  (hall  fometime  (land  thee  in  better  (leede. 
Then  treafure  great  of  gold  or  precious  ftone. 

FINIS.  Jasper  Heywood. 
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14,  Of  the  vnconflant  Jlay  of  Fortunes  giftes. 

If  Fortune  be  thy  flay,  thy  ftate  is  very  tickle, 
She  beares  a  double  face,  difguifed,  falfe,  and  fickle : 
This  day  fhe  feemes  to  fmile,  to  morow  will  (he  frowne, 
What  now  fhee  fets  aloft,  anone  she  throweth  downe : 
Fly  Fortunes  flye  deceytes,  let  Vertue  be  thy  guide, 
If  that  you  doo  intend  in  happy  flate  to  abide. 

Vpon  the  fetled  rocke  thy  building  furefl  flandes, 
Away  it  quickly  weares,  that  refteth  on  the  fandes : 
Dame  Vertue  is  the  rocke,  that  yeeldes  afTured  flay, 
Dame  Fortune  is  the  fand,  that  fkoureth  foone  away : 
Choofe  that  is  certaine,  let  thing  vncertayne  pafTe, 
Preferre  the  precious  gold,  before  the  brittle  glafTe. 

Sly  Fortune  hath  her  flightes,  she  plaies  vpon  the  packe, 
Looke  whom  she  fauours  moft,  at  length  she  turnes  to 

wracke : 
But  Vertue  fimply  deales,  she  shuns  deceitful  trayne. 
Who  is  by  Vertue  rayfed  vp,  shall  neuer  fal  agayne  : 
Sticke  fafl  to  Vertue  then,  that  giues  afTured  trufl, 
And  flye  from  Fortunes  frekes,  that  euer  proue  vniufl. 

FINIS,  F,  K, 


15.  Promife  is  debt. 

In  my  accompt  the  promife  that  is  vowed, 
Among  the  good  is  holden  fuch  a  debt : 
As  he  is  thought  no  whit  to  be  allowed, 
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That  fetteth  light  his  promife  to  forget. 
And  for  my  part  I  will  not  linke  in  loue, 
With  fickle  folke  whofe  fancies  ought  remoue. 

My  happy  gaine  I  do  efteeme  for  fuch, 

As  fewe  have  found  in  thefe  our  doubtful  dayes : 

To  find  a  freend  I  thinke  it  be  as  much, 

As  to  win  a  fort  ful  fraught  of  noble  prayfe. 

Of  all  the  goods  that  there  may  be  poffeft, 

A  faithfull  freend  I  iudge  to  be  the  beft. 

O  freendly  league  although  to  late  begun, 
Yet  time  (hall  trye  our  troth  as  well  imployed  : 
And  that  we  both  (hall  fee  that  we  haue  won, 
Such  faftned  faith  as  can  not  be  deftroyed. 
By  enuious  rage  or  flaundcrs  bitter  blowe, 
That  alwayes  feekes  the  good  to  ouerthrowe. 

FINIS,  R-  Hill 


1 6.  No  wordesy  but  deedes. 

The  wrong  is  great,  the  payne  aboue  my  power. 
That  yeeldes  fuch  care  in  doubtfuU  dens  to  drowne : 
Such  hap  IS  hard  wher  Fortune  doth  fo  lower, 
As  freendly  looke  is  turnd  to  froward  frowne. 
Is  this  the  truft  that  faithfull  freendes  can  finde  ? 
With  thofe  that  yet  haue  promife  broke  ? 
By  deedes  in  dout,  as  though  no  wordes  can  binde, 
A  vowed  freend  to  hold  him  to  his  yoke. 
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O  faithleffe  freend,  what  can  affure  your  mind, 
That  doubtes  fo  foone  before  you  haue  caufe  why  ? 
'  To  what  hard  hap  doth  Fortune  here  me  bind, 
When  words  nor  deedes  can  no  where  fatisfye. 
What  can  I  write  ?  that  hath  not  oft  bine  faide. 
What  haue  I  fayd  ?  that  hath  not  bind  affyrmed  : 
What  not  approued  ?  that  ought  to  be  affayed, 
Or  what  is  vowed  ?  that  (hall  not  be  perfourmed. 

Caft  of  miftruft,  in  haft  no  credite  giue, 

To  this  or  that,  that  breedeth  freendes  vnreft : 

No  doubt  at  all,  but  truft  me  if  I  Hue, 

My  deedes  shall  proue,  that  all  is  for  the  beft 

And  this  beleeue,  the  Sea  shall  ceafe  to  flowe. 

The  Sunne  to  shine  within  the  fetled  (kye  : 

All  thinges  on  earth  shall  leaue  to  fpring  and  growe, 

Yea  euery  Foule  shall  want  his  winges  to  flye. 

Eare  I  in  thought  shall  feeme  once  to  retyre, 
If  you  my  freend  remaine  as  I  defyre  : 
Nowe  lofe  no  time,  but  vfe  that  while  you  may, 
Forget  not  this,  a  dogge  shall  haue  a  day. 

FINIS.  R-  D, 


17.  He  defyreth  exchange  of  life. 

The  day  delayed,  of  that  I  moft  do  wishe, 
Wherewith  I  feede  and  ftarue  in  one  degree : 
With  wish  and  want  ftill  ferued  in  one  dishe, 
Aliue  as  dead,  by  proofe  as  you  may  fee. 
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To  whom  of  old  this  prouerbe  wel  it  femes, 
While  graffe  dooth  grow,  the  felly  horfe  he  fterues. 

Tweene  thefe  extreames  thus  doo  I  rome  the  race. 

Of  my  poore  life,  this  certaynly  I  know  : 

Tweene  would  and  want  vnwarely  that  do  paffe. 

More  fwift  then  shot  out  of  Archers  bow. 

As  Spider  drawes  her  line  all  day, 

I  watch  the  net,  and  others  haue  the  pray. 

And  as  by  proofe  the  greedy  dogge  doth  gnawe, 
The  bared  bone  all  onely  for  the  tafte : 
So  to  and  fro  this  lothfome  life  I  draw, 
With  fancies  forft  and  fed  with  vaine  repaft. 
Narfiffus  brought  vnto  the  water  brinke, 
So  aye  thirft  I,  the  more  that  I  do  drinke. 

Loe  thus  I  dye,  and  yet  I  feeme  not  ficke. 
With  fmart  vnfeene  my  felfe,  my  felfe  I  weare : 
With  prone  defire  and  power  that  is  not  quicke, 
With  hope  aloft  now  drenched  in  difpayre. 
Trained  in  truft  for  no  reward  affignd. 
The  more  I  haft,  the  more  I  come  behind. 

With  hurt  to  heale,  in  frozen  yfe  to  frie. 
With  loffe  to  laugh,  this  is  a  wonderous  cafe : 
Faft  fetred  here,  is  forft  away  to  flie, 
As  hunted  Hare,  that  Hound  hath  in  the  chafe. 
With  winges  and  fpurres,  for  all  the  haft  I  make, 
As  like  to  lofe,  as  for  to  draw  the  ftake. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


The  Paradyfe  of  dayntye  devifes,  27 

The  dayes  be  long  that  hang  vpon  defert, 
The  life  is  irke  of  ioyes  that  be  delayed  : 
The  time  is  fhort  for  to  requite  the  fmart, 
That  dooth  proceede  of  promife  long  vnpayed. 
That  to  the  laft  of  this  my  fainting  breath, 
I  wi(h  exchange  of  life  for  happy  death. 

FINIS,  L.  Vaux. 


18.  Of  the  inftabilitie  of  youth. 

When  I  looke  backe  and  in  my  felfe  behold, 
The  wandring  wayes  that  youth  could  not  defcry : 
And  marke  the  fearful  courfe  that  youth  did  hold, 
And  mette  in  mind,  each  fteppe  youth  ftraycd  a  wry. 
My  knees  I  bowe,  and  from  my  hart  I  call, 

0  Lord,  forget  thefe  faultes  and  follies  all. 

For  now  I  fee,  how  voyde  youth  is  of  (kill, 

1  fee  alfo  his  prime  time  and  his  end  : 

I  doo  confeffc  my  faultes  and  all  my  ill, 
And  forow  fore,  for  that  I  did  offend. 
And  with  a  mind  repentant  of  all  crimes. 
Pardon  I  a(ke  for  youth,  ten  thoufand  times. 

The  humble  hart,  hath  daunted  the  proud  mind, 
Eke  wyfedome  hath  giuen  ignorance  a  fall : 
And  wit  hath  taught,  that  folly  could  not  find, 
And  age  hath  youth,  her  fubiefl  and  her  thrall. 
Therfore  I  pray,  O  Lord  of  life  and  truth. 
Pardon  the  faultes  committed  in  my  youth. 
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Thou  that  diddeft  graunt  the  wife-king  his  requeft, 
Thou  that  in  the  Whale,  thy  prophet  didft  preferue : 
Thou  that  forgaueft  the  wounding  of  thy  breft, 
Thou  that  didft  faue  the  theefe  in  ftate  to  fterue. 
Thou  onely  God,  the  giuer  of  all  grace, 
Wipe  out  of  mind,  the  path  of  youthes  vaine  race. 

Thou  that  by  power,  to  life  didft  raife  the  dead, 
Thou  that  reftoreft  the  blind  to  fight : 
Thou  that  for  loue,  thy  life  and  loue  out  bled, 
Thou  that  of  fauour,  madeft  the  lame  go  right. 
Thou  that  canft  heale,  and  helpe  in  all  affayes, 
Forgiue  the  gilth,  that  grewe  in  youthes  vaine  wayes. 

And  now  fince  I,  with  faith  and  doubtleffe  mind, 
Doo  flye  to  thee  by  prayer  to  appeafe  thy  yre : 
And  fince  that  thee  I  onely  feeke  to  finde, 
And  hope  by  faith  to  attayne  my  iuft  defire. 
Lord  mind  no  more  youthes  error  and  vnfkill, 
And  able  age,  to  doo  thy  holy  will. 

FINIS.  L,  Vaux, 


19.  Mq/i  happy  is  that  ftate  alone. 

Where  words  and  deedes  agree  in  one. 

By  paynted  words,  the  filly  fimple  man, 
To  truftleffe  trap,  is  trayned  now  and  than  : 
And  by  confeyt,  of  fweete  alluring  tale. 
He  bites  the  baits,  that  breedes  his  bitter  bale. 
To  beawties  blaze,  caft  not  thy  rouing  eye : 
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In  pleafant  greene,  doo  dinging  ferpents  lye. 
The  golden  Pill,  hath  but  a  bitter  taft, 
In  glittering  glaffe,  a  poyfon  ranckeft  plafte. 
So  pleafant  wordes,  without  performing  deedes : 
May  well  be  deemed  to  fpring  of  Darnel  feedes. 
The  freendly  deede  is  it,  that  quickly  tryes  : 
Where  trufty  faith,  and  freendly  meaning  lyes. 
That  (late  therefore  moft  happy  feemes  to  be  : 
Where  wordes  and  deedes,  moft  faithfully  agree. 

My  freend  yf  thou  wilt  keepe  thy  honeft  name  : 
Fly  from  the  blot,  of  barking  flaunders  blame. 
Let  not  in  word  thy  promife  be  more  large  : 
Then  thou  in  deede,  art  willing  to  difcharge. 
Abhorred  is  that  falfe  diffembling  broode  : 
That  feemes  to  beare  two  faces  in  one  hoode. 
To  fay  a  thing,  and  not  to  meane  the  fame : 
Wyll  turne  at  length  to  loffe  of  thy  good  name. 
Wherefore  my  freend,  let  double  dealing  goe  : 
In  ftead  whereof,  let  perfeft  playneneffe  flowe. 
Doo  thou  no  more  in  idle  wordes  exceede 
Then  thou  intendes  to  doe,  in  very  dede. 
So  good  report,  fliall  fpread  thy  worthy  prayfe : 
For  being  iuft  in  word  and  deede  alwayes. 

You  worldly  wightes  that  worldly  dooers  are 
Before  you  let  your  word  flip  out  to  farre, 
Confider  well,  what  inconuenience  fpringes  : 
By  breache  of  promife  made,  in  lawfuU  thinges. 
Firft,  God  miflikes  where  fuch  deceit  doth  fwarme  : 
Next,  it  renoundeth  vnto  thy  neighboures  harme. 
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And  laft  of  all,  which  is  not  leaft  of  all : 
For  fuch  offence,  thy  confcience  fuffer  fhall. 
As  barren  groundes,  bringes  forth  but  rotten  weedes 
From  barren  words,  fo  fruitleffe  chaffe  proceedes. 
As  fauery  flowres,  doo  fpring  in  fertil  ground  : 
So  trufty  freendes,  by  tryall  foone  are  found. 
To  fhunne  therefore  the  woorft,  that  may  enfue  : 
Let  deedes  alway,  approue  thy  fayings  true. 
FINIS,  F,  K, 


20.    Who  wyll  afpire  to  digftitie 
By  learning  muft  aduaunced  be. 

The  poore  that  Hue  in  needy  rate,  by  learning  doo  great 

riches  gayne : 
The  rich  that  Hue  in  welthy  ftate,  by  learning  do  their 
welth  maintayne. 

Thus  rich  and  poore,  are  furthered  ftill, 
By  facred  rules  of  learned  fkill. 

All  fond  conceites  of  franticke  youth,  the  golden  gift  of 

learning  ftayes : 
Of  doubtfuU  things  to  fearch  the  truth,  learning  fets  foorth 
the  reddy  wayes. 
O  happy  him  doo  I  repute, 
Whofe  breft  is  fraught  with  learning  fruite. 

There  growes  no  corne  within  the  fielde,  that  Oxe  and 

Plough  did  neuer  tyll, 
Right  fo  the  mind  no  fruite  can  yeeld,  that  is  not  lead  by 

learnings  (kill. 
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Of  ignorance  comes  rotten  weedes, 
Of  learning  fpringes  right  noble  deedes. 

Like  as  the  Captayne   hath  refpeft,  to  trayne  his  foul- 

diers  in  aray : 
So  learning  doth  mans  mind  dire6l,  by  Vertues  ftaffe  his 
life  to  ftay. 
Though  Freendes  and  Fortune  waxeth  (kant, 
Yet  learned  men  (hall  neuer  want. 

You  Impes  therfore  in  youth  be  fure,   to   fraught  your 

mindes  w'  learned  thinges, 
For  learning  is  the  fountayne  pure,  out  from  the  which  all 
glory  fpringes. 

Who  fo  therefore  will  glory  win, 
With  learning  firft  muft  needes  begin. 
FINIS,  F.  K. 


21.  Mansfiittyng  life  findes  fur  eft  ftay y 
Where  f acred  Vertue  bear ethf way. 

The  fturdy  Rocke  for  all  her  ftrength,  by  raging  Seas  is 

rent  in  twayne : 
The  Marble  ftone  is  pearft  at  length,  with  little  droppes  of 
drifling  rayne. 

The  Oxe  dooth  yeeld  vnto  the  yoke, 
The  Steele  obeyeth  the  hammer  ftroke. 

The  ftately  Stagge  that  feemes  fo  flout,  by  yalping  hounds 
at  bay  is  fet : 
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The  fwifteft  bird  that  flees  aboue,  is  caught  at  length  in 
Fowlers  net. 

The  greateft  Fiih  in  deepeft  Brooke, 
Is  foone  deceiued  with  fubtill  hooke. 

Ye  man  himfelfe,  vnto  whofe  will,  all  thinges  are  bounden 

to  obey : 
For  all  his  witte  and  worthy  (kill,  dooth  fade  at  length 
and  fall  away. 

There  is  nothing,  but  time  doth  waft, 
The  Heauens;  the  Earth,  confume  at  laft. 

But  Vertue   fittes  triumphing   ftill,  vpon   the   Trone  of 

glorious  Fame : 
Though  fpitfull  death  mans  body  kill,  yet  hurtes  he  not  his 
vertuous  name. 

By  life  or  death,  what  fo  betides. 
The  ftate  of  Vertue,  neuer  Aides. 

FINIS.  M,  T, 


22.  Nothing  is  comparable  vnto  a  faithfull  freend, 

Sith  this  our  time  of  Freendfliip  is  fo  (kant, 
Sith  Freendfliip  now  in  euery  place  doth  want. 
Sith  euery  man  of  Freendfliip  is  fo  hollowe, 
As  no  man  rightly  knowes  which  way  to  followe. 
Seafe  not  my  Mufe,  feafe  not  in  thefe  our  dayes. 
To  ring  loude  peales,  of  facred  Freendfliips  prayfe. 

If  men  be  now,  their  owne  peculiar  freendes, 

And  to  their  neighbours  freendfliip  none  pretendes. 
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If  men  of  Freendfhip  fliewe  them  felues  fo  bare, 
And  of  their  brethren  take  no  freendly  care, 
Forbeare  not  then  my  Mufe,  nor  feare  not  then, 
To  ring  difprayfe  of  thefe  vnfreendly  men. 

Did  man  of  Freendfhip  know  the  mighty  power  ? 
How  great  effeftes  it  worketh  euery  houre. 
What  (lore  of  hidden  freendfliip  it  retaynes, 
How  ftill  it  powreth  forth  aboundant  gaines. 
Man  would  with  thee  my  mufe  in  thefe  our  dayes, 
Ring  out  loude  peales,  of  facred  Freendfliips  prayfe. 

Freendfliip  releeueth  mans  neceflitie, 
Freendfliip,  comforteth  mans  aduerfitie. 
Freendfliip  augmenteth  mans  profperitie, 
Freendfliip  preferres  man  to  felicitie. 
Then  ring  my  mufe,  ring  out  in  thefe  our  dayes, 
Ring  out  loude  peales,  of  facred  freenfliips  prayfe. 

Of  Freendfliip,  growes  loue  and  charitie. 
By  Freendfliip,  men  are  linked  in  amitie  : 
From  Freendfliip  fpringeth  all  commoditie. 
The  fruite  of  Freendfhip,  is  fidelitie. 
Oh  ring  my  mufe,  ring  out  in  thefe  our  dayes, 
Peale  vpon  peale,  of  facred  Freendfhips  prayfe. 

That  man  with  man,  true  freendfhip  may  embrace. 
That  man  to  man,  may  fhew  a  freendly  face : 
That  euery  man,  may  fow  fuch  freendly  feedes. 
As  freendfhip  may  be  found  in  freendly  deedes. 
And  ioyne  with  thee  my  Mufe  in  thefe  our  dayes, 
To  ring  loud  peales  of  facred  Freendfhips  prayfe. 

FINIS,  F.  K.  F 
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23.  Remefnber  thy  ende. 

To  be  as  wife  as  Cato  was,  or  rich  as  Crefus  in  his  life. 
To  haue  the  ftrength  of  Hercules,  which  did  fubdue  by 
force  or  ftrife. 

What  helpeth  it  when  Death  doth  call, 

The  happy  ende  exceedeth  all. 

The  Rich  may  well  the  Poore  releeue,  the  Rulers  may 

redreffe  each  wrong : 
The  learned  may  good  counfell  giue,  but  marke  the  end  of 
this  my  fong : 

Who  doth  thefe  thinges,  happy  they  call, 
Their  happy  end  exceedeth  all. 

The  happiefl:  end,  in  thefe  our  dayes,  that  all  do  feeke, 

both  fmall  and  great : 
Is  eyether  for  Fame,  or  els  for  Prayfe,  or  who  may  fitte 
in  higheft  feate. 

But  of  thefe  thinges,  hap  what  hap  (hall, 
The  happy  end  exceedeth  all. 

A  good  beginning  ought  we  fee,  but  feeldome  (landing  at 

one  ftay : 
For  few  do  like  the  meane  degree,  then  prayfe  at  parting 
fome  men  fay. 
The  thinges  wherto  each  wight  is  thrall, 
The  happy  end  exceedeth  all. 

The  meane  eftate,  that  happy  life,   which  liueth   vnder 
gouernance : 
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Who  feekes  no  hate,  nor  breedes  no  ftrife,  but  takes  in 
worth  his  happy  chance. 
If  contentation  him  befall, 
His  happy  end  exceedeth  all. 

The  longer  life  that  we  defire,  the  more  offence  doth  dayly 

grow : 
The  greater  payne  it  doth  require,  except  the  Judge  fome 
mercy  fhew. 
Wherfore  I  thinke  and  euer  (hall, 
The  happy  end  exceedeth  all. 

FINIS.  D,  S. 


24.  He  perfwadeth  his  freend 
from  the  fond  AffeSles  of  lotu. 

Why  art  thou  bound  &  maift  go  fre,  (hal  reafon  yeld  to 

raging  wil } 
Is  thraldom  like  to  libertye  ?  wilt  thou  exchange  thy  good 

for  ill  > 
Then  Ihalt  thou  learne  a  childifli  play,  and  of  each  part  to 

taft  and  proue : 
The  lookers  on  (hall  iudge  and  fay,  loe  this  is  he  that 

Hues  by  loue. 

Thy  wittes  with  thoughts  (hall  (land  at  (lay,  thy  head 

(hall  haue  but  heauy  reft. 
Thy  eyes  (hall  watch  for  wanton  prayes,  thy  tongue  (hall 

(hew  thy  harts  requeft. 
Thy  eares  (hall  heare  a  thoufand  noyfe,  thy  hand  (hall  put 

thy  pen  to  payne : 
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And  in  the  ende,  thou  shalt  difprayfe,  thy  life  fo  fpent,  for 
fuch  fmall  gaine. 

If  loue  and  lift  might  euer  cope,  or  youth  might  runne  in 

reafons  race : 
Or  if  ftrong  fute  might  win  fure  hope,  I  would  leffe  blame 

a  louers  cafe. 
For  loue   is  hotte,  with  great  defire,  and  fweete  delight 

makes  youth  fo  fond, 
That  little  fparkes  will  proue  great  fyre,  and  bring  free 

harts  to  endleflc  bond. 

Firft  count  the  care  and  then  the  coft,  and  marke  what 

fraude  in  faith  is  found  : 
Then  after  come  and  make  thy  boft,  and  shew  fome  caufe 

why  thou  art  bound. 
For  when  the  wine  doth  runne  full  low,  you  shall  be  faine 

to  drinke  the  lies  : 
And  eate  the  fleshful  well  I  know,  that  hath  ben  blowne 

with  many  flies. 

We  fee  where  great  deuotion  is,  the  people  kneele  and 

kifle  the  croffe : 
And  though  we  find  fmall  fault  of  this,  Yet  fome  will  gilld 

a  bridles  boffe. 
A  foole  his  bable  will  not  change,  not  for  the  fepter  of 

a  king, 
A  louers  life  is  nothing  ftrange,  for  youth  delightes  none 

other  thing. 

FINIS,         Tho,  Churchyard, 
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25.    Wanting  his  defyre  he  contplayneth. 

The  fayling  fhips  with  ioy  at  length,  doo  touch  their  long 

defired  port, 
The  hewing  axe  the  Oke  doth  waft,  the  battring  Canon 

breakes  the  fort. 
Hard  hagard  haukes  ftoope  to  the  lure,  wild  coltes  in  time 

the  bridle  tames  : 
There  is  nothing  fo  out  of  vre,  but  to  his  kind  long  time 

it  frames. 
Yet  this  I  find  in  time,  no  time  can  winne  my  fute. 
Though  oft  the  tree  I  climbe,  I  can  not  catch  the  fruite. 

[And  yet  the  pleafant  branches  oft,  in  yeelding  wyfe  to  me 

doo  bo  we. 
When  I  would  touch  they  fpring  aloft,  fone  are  they  gone, 

I  wot  not  howe. 
Thus   I   purfue  y®   fleting  flood,    like    Tantalus    in    hel 

belowe, 
Would  god  my  cafe  (he  vnderftood,  which  can  ful  fone 

releue  my  woe : 
Which  yf  to  her  were  knowen,  the  fruite  were  furely  mine, 
She  would  not  let  me  grone,  and  broufe  vpon  the  rine. 

But  if  my  fhip  with  tackle  torne,  with  rented  failes  muft 

needes  retire. 
And  ftreme   and  wind   had  plainly  fworne,  by  force  to 

hinder  my  defire, 
Lyke  one  that  ftrikes  vpon  y®  rocks,  my  weerie  wrack  I 

fhould  bewaile 
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And  leame  to  knowe  falfe  fortunes  mocks,  who  fmiles  on 

me  to  fmall  auaile : 
Yet  fith  fhe  only  can,  my  rented  fliip  reftore, 
To  helpe  her  wracked  man,  but  once  I  feeke  no  more. 

FINIS.  M,  Edwardes, 


2 1 .   Trye  before  you  trufl. 

In  freendes  are  found  a  heape  of  doubtes,  that   double 

dealing  vfe, 
A  fwarme  of  fuch  I   could  finde  out,  whofe  craft  I  can 

accufe  : 
A  face  for  loue  a  hart  for  hate,  thefe  faigned  freendes  can 

beare, 
A  tongue  for  troth  a  head  for  wyles,  to  hurt  eche  fimple  eare. 
In  humble  port  is  poyfon  paft,  that  plainenefle  can  not  fpie. 
Which  credites  all  and  can  not  fee,  where  dinging  fer- 

pentes  lye : 
Through  haftie  truft  the  harmleffe  hart,  is  eafely  hampred  in, 
And  made  beleeue  it  is  good  golde,  when  it  is  lead  and  tin. 
The  firft  deceit  that  bleares  mine  eyes,  is   faigned  faith 

profeft. 
The  fecond  trappe  is  grating  talke,  that 'gripes  eche  ftran- 

gers  breft. 
The  third  deceit,  is  greeting  woordes,  with  colours  paint- 
ed out, 
Which  biddes  fufpeft  to  feare   no  fmart,  nor  dread   no 

dangerous  rout. 
The  fourth  and   laft,  is    long  repaire,  which   creepes   in 

freendfhips  lap  : 
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And  dayly  hauntes,  that  vnder  truft,  deuifeth  many  a  trap. 
Lo  how  falfe  freendes  can  frame  a  fetch,  to  winne  the  wil 

with  wyles, 
To  fauce  their  fleightes  with  fugred  fops,  &  (hadowe  harme 

in  fmiles. 
To  feme  their  luftes  are  fundry  fortes,  by  practife  diuers 

kindes : 
Some  carries  honny  in  their  mouthes,  and  venime  in  their 

mindes. 
Mee  thinkes  the  ftones  within  the  ftreetes,  (hould  crie  out 

in  this  cafe, 
And  euery  one  that  doth  them  meete,  fhould  (hunne  their 

double  face. 

FINIS.  D,  5. 

22.  A  Lady  forfaketiy  complayneth. 

If  pleafures   be   in  painefulneffe,   in   pleafures   doth   my 

body  reft. 
If  ioyes  accorde  with   carefulneffe,   a  ioyfuU   hart  is   in 

my  breft : 
If  prifon  ftrong  be  libertie,  in  libertie  long  haue  I  been, 
If  ioyes  accord  with  miferie,  who  can  compare  a  lyfe  to 

myne  : 
Who  can  vnbind  that  is  fore  bound  t  who  can  make  free  y^ 

is  fore  thrall, 
Or  how  can  any  meanes  be  found  to  comfort  fuch  a  wretch 

'     withall } 
None  can  but  he  y^  hath  my  hart,  conuert  my  paines  to 

comfort  then. 
Yet  fmce  his  feruaunt  I  became,  moft  like  a  bondman  haue 

I  beene : 
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Since  firft  in  bondage  I  became,  my  woord  and  deede  wras 

euer  fuch, 
That  neuer  once  he  could  [m]e  blame,  except  for  louing 

him  too  much. 
Which  I  can  iudge  no  iuft  offence,  nor  caufe  that  I  deferud 

difdayne, 
Except  he  meane  through  falfe  pretece,  through  forged 

loue  to  make  a  trayne. 
Nay,  nay,  alas,  my  fained   thoughts   my  freded  &   my 

fained  ruth, 
My  pleafures  paft,  my  prefent  plaints,  fhew  wel  I  meane 

but  to  much  truth  : 
But  fince  I  can  not  him   attaine,  againft  my  wil  I  let 

him  goe, 
And  left  he  glorie  at  my  paine,  I  wyl  attempt  to  cloke 

my  woe. 
Youth  learne  by  me  but  do  not  proue,  for  I  haue  proued 

to  my  paine, 
What  greeuous  greefes  do  grow  by  loue,  &  what  it  is  to 

loue  in  vaine, 

Fims,         M.  D, 


23,  Finding  worldly  iqyes  but  vanities  he  wyjheth  death. 

Forlorne  in  filthy  froward  fate,  wherin  a  thoufand  cares 

I  finde. 
By  whom   I   doo   lament   my   ftate,   annoide  with  fond 
afflifled  minde  : 

A  wretche  in  woe,  and  dare  not  crie, 
I  Hue  and  yet  I  wifhe  to  die. 
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The  day  in  dole  that  feemeth  long,  I  pas  with  fighes  and 

heauy  cheere, 
And  with  thefe  ^yts  I  vewe  the  wrong,  that  I  fuftaine  by 
louing  here : 

Where  my  mifliappes  as  rife  doo  dwell, 
As  plagues  within  the  pitt  of  hell. 

A  wailing  wight  I  walke  alone,  in  defart  dennes  there  to 

complaine, 
Among  the  fauage  fort  to  mone,  I  flee  my  frends  where 
they  remaine : 

And  pleafure  take  to  (hun  the  fight, 
Where  erft  I  felt  my  cheefe  delight. 

A  captiue  clapt  in  chaynes  of  care,  lapt  in  the  lawes  of 

lethall  loue, 
My  flefhe  &  bones  confumed  bare,  with  crauling  greefes 
ful  ftrange  to  proue  : 

Though  hap  dooth  bidde  me  hope  at  leaft, 
Whiles  graffe  dooth  growe,  yet  ftarues  the  beaft. 

A  feeged  fort  with  forraine  force,  for  want  of  ayde  muft 

yeelde  at  laft, 
So  muft  my  weeried  pined  corfe,  fubmit  it  felfe  to  bitter 
taft; 

Of  crauling  care  that  carkes  my  breft, 
Tyll  hop[e]  or  death  (hall  breede  my  reit. 

FINIS,  F.  M. 
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34.  Hauing  marry ed  a  woorthy  Lady  and  taken  away  by 
deathy  he  complayneth  his  mijhap. 

In  youth  when   I  at  large  did   leade,   my  life  in  luftie 

libertie, 
When  heuy  thoughtes   no   one  did   fpreade,  to  let   my 
pleafant  fantefie, 

No  fortune  feemd,  fo  hard  could  fall, 

This  freedome  then,  that  might  make  thrall. 

And  twenty  yeres  I  flcarfe  had  fpent,  whe  to  make  ful  my 

happy  fate, 
Both  treafures  great  were  on  me  caft,  with   landes  and 
titles  of  eftate : 

So  as  more  bleft  then  I  ftood  than, 
Eke  as  me  thought  was  neuer  man. 

For  of  Dame  Fortune  who  is  he  coulde  more  defire  by  iuft 

requeft, 
The  health  with  wealth  and  libertie,  al  which  at  once  I 
thus  poffeft : 
But  malking  in  this  ioly  loy, 
A  foden  fyght  prooud  al  a  toy. 

For  pafling  on  thefe  merie   dayes,   with   new  deuife  of 

pleafures  great, 
And  now  &  then  to  viewe  the  rayes,  of  beauties  workes 
with  cunning  fret : 

In  heauenly  hewes,  al  which  as  one, 
I  oft  behelde,  but  bound  to  none. 
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And  one  day  fowling  thus  my  eyes,  vpon  thefe  bleffed 

wights  at  eafe, 
Among  the  reft  one  did  I  fee,  who  ftrayght  my  wandring 
lookes  did  feafe, 

And  ftayed  them  firme,  but  fuch  a  fyght 
Of  beautie  yet  fawe  neuer  wyght. 

What  fhal  I  feke  to  praife  it  more,  where  tongs  can  not 

praife  y*  fame, 
But  to  be  fhort  to  louers  lore,  I  ftrayght  my  fenfes  al  dyd 
frame : 

And  were  it  wyt,  or  were  it  chaunce, 
I  woonne  the  Garlande  in  this  daunce. 

And  thus  wher  I  before  had  thought,  no  hap  my  fortune 

might  encrefe, 
A  double  blis  this  chance  forth  brought,  fo  did  my  ladies 
loue  me  plefe : 

Her  fayth  fo  firme,  and  conftant  fuche, 
As  neuer  hart  can  prayfe  too  muche. 

But  now  with  torments  ftrange   I   tafte  y"  fickle  ftay  of 
fortunes  whele, 

And  where  (he  rayfde  from  height  to  eaft,  with  greater 
force  of  grcefe  to  feele  : 

For  from  this  hap  of  foden  frowne. 
Of  Princes  face  (he  threwe  me  downe.] 

And  thus  exchange  now  hath  it  made,  by  liberty  a  thing 

moft  deare, 
In  hateful  prifon  for   to    fade,   where  fundrcd   from  my 

louing  feare, 
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My  wealth  and  health,  ftands  at  like  flay, 
Obfcurely  to  confume  away. 

And  lad  when  humain  force  was  none,  could  part  our  loue 

wherin  we  liued, 
My  ladies  life  alas  is  gon,  moft  cruel  death  hath  it  bereued  : 
Whofe  vertues,  her,  to  God,  hath  wonne, 
And  left  me  here,  a  man  vndone. 
F/N/s.  F.  G. 


11,  A  worthy  diticy/ong  before  the  Qneenes 
Maieflie  at  Briflowe, 

Miftruft  not  troth,  that  truely  meanes,  for  euery  ielous  frcke. 
In  ftead  of  wrong,  condene  not  right,  no  hidden  wrath  to 

wreke : 
Looke  on  the  light  of  faultleffe  life,  how  bright  her  vertues 

(hine, 
And  meafure  out  her  fteppes  each  one,  by  leuel  and  by  line. 

Deeme  echo  defert  by  vpright  geffe,  wherby  your  prayfe 

fhall  liue, 
If  malice  would  be  match  with  might,  let  hate  no  iudge- 

nient  giue : 
Enforce  no  feare  with  wrefting  wittes,  in  quiet  confcience 

brcft. 
Lend  not  your  eares   to  bufie   tongues,  which  breedeth 

much  vnreft. 

In  doubtfull  drifts  wade  not  to  farre,  it  weries  but  the  mind, 
Seeke  not  to  fearch  the  fccrcat  harts,  whofe  thoughts  are 
hard  to  find : 
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Auoide  from  you  thofe  hateful  heads,  that  helpes  to  heape 

mifhap, 
Be  flow  to  heare  the  flatterers  voice,  that  creepeth  in  your  lap. 

Embrace  their  loue  that  wills  you  good,  and  fport  not  at 

their  prayfe, 
Truft  not  too  much  vnto  your  felfe,  for  feeble  are  your 

ftayes  : 
How  can  your  feate  be  fetled  fafte,  or  ftand  on  ftedfaft 

ground, 
So  propped  vp  with  hollow  harts,  whofe  furety  is  vnfound. 

Giue  faith  to  thofe  that  feare  for  loue,  and  not  that  loue 

for  feare. 
Regard  not  them  that  force  compels,  to  pleafe  you  euery 

where : 
All  this  well  waid  and  borne  away,  fliall  ftablifh  long  your 

ftate. 
Continually  with  perfeft  peace,  in  fpite  of  puffing  hate. 

FINIS,  D,  5. 


32.  An  Epitaph  vpon  the  death  of  Syr  Edward  Saunders, 
Knight^  Lord  cheefe  Boron  of  t/ie  Exchequer, 

You  Mufes    weare  your   mourning  weeds,   ftrike  on   y® 

fatal  Drome 
Sound  Triton  out  the  trumpe  of  fame,  in  fpite  of  Parcas 

dome. 
Diftill  Parnaflus  pleafant  drops,  poflefle  Pierides  plafe. 
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Apollo  helpe  with  dolefull  tune,  to  wayle  this  wofull  cafe. 
Wring  hard  your  hands,  waile  on  your  loffe,  lament  the 
fate  that  fell. 
With  fobs  and  fighes  to  Saunders  fay,  oh  Saunders  now 
farewell. 
Whom  Phoebus  fed  with  Pallas  pappe,  as  one  of  Sibils 
feede, 
Loe  here  where  death  did  reft  his  corpes,  the  vermin e 
foule  to  feede, 
Whom  Impes  of  loue  with  Nefter  fweete,  long  in  Libethres 
nourfht, 
Behold  how  dreadful  death  him  brought,  to  y*  whence 
he  came  firft. 
Lycurgus  he  for  learned  lawes,  Rhadamanthus  race  that 
ranne, 
A  nother  Neftor  for  aduife,  Zalucus  fame  that  wanne. 
A  Damon  deare  vnto  his  freend,  in  faith  like  Phocion  found, 
A  Cato  that  could  counfel  giue,  to  prince  a  fubiefl  found. 
Not  Athens  for  their  Solon  fage,  not  Rome  for  Numa  waile, 
As  we  for  Saunders  death  haue  caufe,  in  f  [l]ods  of  teares 
to  faile. 
Not  Sparta  card  for  Chilos  death,  ne  proud  Prienna  preft, 
To  weepe  for  Bias  as  we  wayle,  for  Saunders  late  poffeft. 
His   learned  pathes  his  talentes  rare,  fo   now   by  death 
appeares. 
As  he  that  Salomon  fought  to  ferue,  in  prime  and  youthful 
yeeres, 
His  counfel  fad,  his  rules,  his  lawes,  in  country  foyle  fo 
wrought. 
As  though  in  Cuma  he  had  benn,  of  fage  Sibilla  taught. 
His  vertuous  life  was  fuch  I  fay,  as  Vertue  did  embrace, 
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By  Vertue  taught  in  Vertues  fchoole,  to  grow  in  ver- 
tues  race. 
Might  tender  babes,  might  orphants  weak,  might  widows 
rere  y«  cry, 
The  found  thereof  flioulde  pearce  the  cioudes,  to  (kale 
y*  empire  fky. 
To  bid  the  gods  to  battel  bend,  and  to  diffend  in  fight, 
Though  farre  vnfit,  and  mates  vnmeete,  with  mortal  men 
to  fight. 
Too  late  (alas)  we  wifh  his  life,  to  foone  deceiued  vs  Death. 
Too  little  wit  we  haue  to  feeke,  the  dead  agayne  to  breath. 
What  helplefs  is,  muft  careleffe  be,  as  Natures  courfe  doth 
fhewe. 
For  death  fhal  reape  what  life  hath  fowen,  by  nature 
this  we  know. 
Where  is  that  ferce  Achilles  fled,  where  is  king  Turnus 
(hroude. 
What  is  become  of  Priamus  ftate,  where  is  Periander 
proude : 
Heftor,  Hanno,  Hanibal,  dead,  Pompei,  Pirrhus  fpild, 

Scipio,  Cirus,  Caefar  flaine,  and  Alexander  kild. 
So  long  their  Fortune  faft  did  floe,  and  charged  Fame  to 
found, 
Tyll   frowning  Fortune  foyld  by  fate,  which  fawning 
fortune  found : 
Shun  Fortunes  feates,  (hake  fortune  of  to  none  is  fortune 
found, 
Sith   none  may  fay  of  Fortune  fo,  I  Fortune  faithful 
found. 
Beholde  where  Fortune  flowed  fo  faft,  and  fauoured  Saun- 
ders lure, 
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Till  fickle  Fortune  falfe  again  did  Saunders  death  procure. 
Lo  clothed  could  in  cloddes  of  clay,  in  droffy  duft  remaine, 
By  fate  retumd  from  whence  he  came,  to  his  mothers 
wombe  againe. 
Who  welnigh  thirtie  yeeres  was  Judge,  before  a  Judge 
dyd  fall, 
And  iudged  by  that  mighty  Judge,  which  Judge  fhall 
iudge  vs  all. 
The   heauens   may  of  right   reioyce,   and  earth   may  it 
bewayle, 
Sith  heauen  wan,  and  earth  hath  loft,  the  guide  and 
arke  of  vayle. 
There  gaine  is  much,  our  loffe  is  great,  there  mirth  our 
mone  is  fuch. 
That  they  may  laugh  as  caufe  doo  yeeld,  and  we  may 
weepe  as  much : 
O  happy  he,  vnhappy  we,  his  hap  doth  aye  encreafe, 

Happy  he,  and  hapleffe  we,  his  hap  fhall  neuer  ceafe. 
We  liue  to  dye,  he  dyed  to  Hue,  we  want,  and  he  poffeft, 
We  bide  in  bands,  he  bathes  in  bliffe,  the  Gods  aboue 
him  bleft. 
Being  borne  to  liue,  he  liued  to  dye,  and  dyed  to  God  fo 
playne, 
That  birth,  that  life,  that  death,  doo  fhew,  that  he  fhall 
liue  againe : 
His  youth  to  age,  his  age  to  death,  his  death  to  fame 
applied, 
His  fame  to  time,  his  time  to  God,  thus  Saunders  liued 
and  dyed. 
O  happy  life,  O  happier  death,  O  tenne  times  happy  he, 
Whofe  hap  it  was,  fuch  hap  to  haue,  a  Judge  this  age  to  be. 
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0  ioyfull  time,  oh  bleffed  foyle,  where  Pallas  rules  with 

witte, 

0  noble  ftate,  O  facred  feate,  where  Saba  fage  dooth  fitte. 
Like    Sufan    found,   like    Sara    fad,  with    Hefters    mace 

in  hand, 
With  ludiths  fword  Bellona  like,  to  rule  this  noble  land. 

1  had  my  will,  you  haue  your  wifh,  I  laugh,  reioyce  you  may, 

1  wan  now  much,  you  gaine  no  leffe,  to  fee  this  happy  day. 
Wherein  I  dyed,  wherin  you  Hue,  Oh  treble  happy  coft. 

Wherein  I  ioyed  in  glory  great,  wherin  you  triumph  moft. 
Kneele  on  your  knees,  knock  hard  your  brefts,  found  forth 
y®  ioyful  drome 
Clap  loude  your  handes,  found  Eccho  fay,  the  golden 
world  is  come. 
Reioyce  you  Judges  may  of  right,  your  mirth  may  now 
be  fuch. 
As  neuer  earft  you  Judges  had,  in  England  mirth  fo  much. 
Here  Cuma  is,  here  Sibill  raignes,  on  Delphos  feat  to  fitte. 
Here  Ihee  like  Phoebus  rules,  that  can  Gordius   knot 
vnknitte. 
I  liued  to  nature  long  ynough,  I  liued  to  honor  much, 

I  liued  at  wifh,  I  died  at  will,  to  fee  my  country  fuch, 
As  neither  needes  it  Numas  lawes,  nor  yet  Apollos  fweard, 
For  Mauger  Mars,  yet  Mars  shall  be  of  this  our  Queene 
afeard. 
O  peerleffe  pearle,  O  Diamond  deer,  O  Queene  of  Queenes 
farwell, 
Your  royall  maieftie  God  preferue  in  England  long  to 
dwell. 
Farwell  the  Phenix  of  the  world,  farwel  my  foueraigne 
Queene, 

II 
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Farwel  moft  noble  vertuous  prince,   Minervas  mate   I 
weene. 
No  Juel,  Gemme,  no  Gold  to  giue,  no  pearles  from  Pac- 
tolos  lo, 
No   Perfian  Gaze,  no  Indian   ftones,   no  Tagus   fands 
to  shew. 
But  faith  and  will  to  natiue  foyle  a  Hue  and  dead  I  And, 
My  hart  my  mind,  my  loue  I  leaue  vnto  my  prince 
behind. 
Farwel  you  nobles  of  this  land,  farwel  you  Judges  graue, 
Farwel  my  felowes,  frends  and  mates,  your  Queene  I 
fay  God  faue. 
What  rife  in  time,  in  time  doth,  fal,  what  floweth  in  time 
doth  ebbe, 
What  Hues  in  time,  in  time  shall  dye,  and  yeeld   to 
Parcus  webbe. 
The  funne  to  darknes  shalbe  turnd,  the  ftarres  from  ikies 
shall  fall. 
The  Moone  to  blood,  the  world  with  fire  shalbe  con- 
fumed  all. 
As  fmoke  or  vapnur  vanish  flreight,  as  bubbles  rife  and  fall. 
As  clowdes  do  paffe,  or  shadow  shiftes  we  Hue,  we  dye 
fo  all. 
Our  pompe  our  pride,  our  triumph  moft,  our  glory  great 
herein, 
Like  shattering  shadow  paffe  away,  as  though  none  fuch 
had  bin. 
Earth,  water,  ayre,  and  fire,  as  they  were  earft  before, 
A  lumpe  confufed,  and  Chaos  calld,  fo  shall  they  once 
be  more. 
And  aU  to  earth,  that  came  from  earth,  and  to  the  graue 
defcend. 
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For  earth  on  earth,  to  earth  fhall  goe,  and  earth  shall  be 
the  end. 
As  Chrift  afcended  vp  in  clowdes,  fo  Chrift  in  clowdes 
shall  come, 
To  iudge  both  good  and  bad  on  earth,  at  dreadful  day 
of  dome. 
From  whence  our  flesh  shall  rife  again,  euen   from  the 
droffy  duft, 
And  fo  shall  pafle  I  hope,  vnto  the  manfion  of  the  iufl. 

FINIS.  Lodowick  LLoyd, 


33.  His  good  name  being  blemijhedy  fie  bewayleth. 

Framd  in  the  front  of  forlorne  hope,  part  all  recouery, 
I  ftayles  ftand  tabide  the  shocke  of  shame  and  infamy. 
My  life  through  lingring  long  is  lodge,  in  lare  of  lothfome 

wayes. 
My  death  delayd  to  keepe  from  life,  the  harme  of  haplefle 

dayes : 
My  fprites,  my  hart,  my  witte  and  force,  in  deepe  diftreffe 

are  dround, 
The  onely  loffe  of  my  good  name,  is  of  thefe  greefes  the 

ground. 

And  fince  my  mind,  my  wit,  my  head,  my  voyce,  and 

tongue  are  weake : 
To  vtter,  mooue,  deuife,   conceaue,  found  forth,   declare 

and  fpeake  : 
Such  pearfmg  plaintes,  as  aunfwere  might,  or  would  my 

wofull  cafe, 
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Helpe  craue  I  muft,  and  craue  I  will,  with  teares  vpon 

my  face : 
Of  all  that  may  in  heauen  or  hell,  in  earth  or  ayre  be  found. 
To  waile  with  me  this  loffe  of  mine,  as  of  thefe  greefes  the 

ground. 

Helpe  gods,  helpe  fainter,  helpe  fprits  &  powers,  y  in  y* 

heauen  do  dwell, 
Helpe  ye  the  are  to  waile  aye  woont,  ye  howling  houndes 

of  hell: 
Helpe  man,  helpe  beafts,  helpe  birds  &  wormes,  that  on 

y*  earth  doth  toile, 
Helpe  fishe,  helpe  foule,  that  flockes  and  feedes  vpon  the 

fait  fea  foyle. 
Helpe  eccho  that  in  ayre  doth  flee,  shril  voyces  to  refound. 
To  waile  this  lofle  of  my  good  name,  as  of  thefe  greefes 

the  ground. 

FINIS,  E.  O, 


34.  Of  Fortunes  power. 

Policrates  whofe  pafling  hap,  caufd  him  to  lofe  his  fate, 
A  golden  ring  caft  in  the  feas  to  change  his  conftant  (late. 
And  in  a  fish  yet  at  his  bourd,  the  fame  he  after  found. 
Thus  Fortune  loe,  to  whom  she  takes,  for  bountie  doth 
abound. 

The  myzers  vnto  might  she  mounts,  a  common  cafe  we  fee. 
And  mighty  to  great  mifery,  she  fets  in  low  degree : 
Whom  she  to  day  doth  reare  on  hie,  vpon  her  whirling 

wheele. 
To  morrow  next  shee  dingeth  downe,  and  cafteth  at  her 

heele. 
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No  meafure  hath   shee  in  her  gifts,   shee   doth   reward 

each  fort. 
The  wife  that  counfell  have,  no  more,  then  fooles  that 

maketh  fport. 
She  vfeth  neuer  partiall  handes,  for  to  offend  or  pleafe, 
Geue  me  good  Fortune  ai  men  fayes,  and  throw  me  in 

the  feas. 

It  is  no  fault  or  worthines,  that  makes  men  fall  or  rife, 

I  rather  be  borne  Fortunate,  then  to  be  very  wife 

The   blindeft   man   right   foone,   that    by   good    Fortune 

guided  is, 
To  whom  that  pleafant  Fortune  pipes,  can  neuer  daunce 

amis. 

FINIS.  M,  Edwardes, 


36.   Tftough  Triumph  after  bloudy  wars,  the  greates[t]  brags 
do  beare. 
Yet  Triumph  of  a  conquered  mindy  the  crowne  of  fame 
fhall  weare. 

Who  fo  doth  marke  the  careleffe  life,  of  thefe  vnhappy  dayes. 
And  fees  what  fmal  and  flender  hold,  the  (late  of  vertue 

ftayes : 
He  findes,  that  this  accurfed  trade  proceedeth  of  this  ill, 
That  men  be  giuen  too  much  to  yeeld,  to  their  vntamed 

will. 

In  lacke  of  taming  witleffe  wil,  the  poore  we  often  fee, 
Enuies  the  rich,  becaufe  that  he,  his  equal  cannot  be : 
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The  rich  aduauncd  to  might  by  wealth,  from  wrong  doth 

not  refraine, 
But  will  oppreffeth  weaker  fort,  to  heape  excefliue  gaine. 

If  Fortune  were  fo  blind  to  giue  to  one  man  what  he  wil, 
A  world  would   not   fuffice  the  fame,  if  he  might  haue 

his  fill : 
We  wish,  we  fearch,  we  ftriue  for  all,  and  have  no  more 

therein, 
Then  hath  the  flaue,  when  deth  doth  come,  though  Crefus 

welth  he  win. 

In  getting  much,  we  get  but  care,  fuch  brittle  wealth  to 

keepe. 
The  rich  within  his  walles  of  ftone,  doth  neuer  foundly 

fleepe  : 
When  poore  in  weake  and  flender  houfe,  do  feare  no  loffe 

of  wealth, 
And  haue  no  further  care  but  this,  to  keepe  themfelues  in 

health. 

Affeftion  may  not  hide  the  fword  of  fway  in  iudgement 

feate, 
Leaft  partiall  fauor  execute,  the  law  in  caufes  greate : 
But  if  the  mind  in  conftant  ftate,  affeftion  quite  do  leaue, 
The  higher  ftate  (hall  haue  their  rights,  the  poore  no  wrong 

receaue. 

It  is  accompted  greater  prayfe  to  Caefers  loftie  ftate, 
Againft  his  vanquift  foes,  in  warres  to  bridle  wrekeful  hate : 
Then  when  to  Rome  he  had   fubdued  the   people   long 
vnknowne, 
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Whereby  as  farre  as  land  was  found,  the  fame  abrode  was 
blowne. 

If  honor  can  felfe  will  refufe,  and  iuftice  be  vpright, 

And  priuate  ftate  defires  but  that,  which  good  appeares  in 

fight : 
Then  vertue  fhall  with  foueraigne  fhow,  to  euery  eye  reveale, 
A  heauenly  life,  a  wealeful  ftate,  a  happy  common  weale. 

Let  vertue  then  the  triumph  win,  and  gouern   all  your 

deedes. 
Your  yeelding  to  her  fober  heaftes,  immortall  glory  breedes  : 
Shee  fhall  vpreare  your  worthy  name,  fhining  into  the  flcies, 
Her  beames  fhall  blaze  in  graue  obfcure,  where  fhrined 

carkaffe  lyes. 

FINIS,  M,  Edwards, 


37.  Of  perfe£l  wifedame. 

Who  fo  wil  be  accompted  wife,  and  truely  claime  the  fame, 
By  ioyning  vertue  to  his  deedes,  he  muft  atchieue  the  fame. 
But  few  there  be,  that  feeke  thereby  true  wifedome  to  attaine, 
O  God  fo  rule  our  harts  therfore,  fuch  fondneffe  to  refraine. 

The  wifedome  which  we  moft  efteeme,  in  this  thing  doth 

confift, 
With  glorious  talke  to  shew  in  words,  our  wifedome  when 

we  lift. 
Yet  not  in  talke,  but  feemely  deedes,  our  wifedome  we 

should  plafe. 
To  fpeake  fo  faire,  and  doe  but  ill,  doth  wifedome  quite 

difgrace. 
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To  bargaine  well,  and  shunne  the  loffe,  a  wifedome  count- 
ed is, 

And  thereby  through  the  greedy  coyne,  no  hope  of  grace 
to  mis : 

To  feeke  by  honor  to  aduaunce  his  name  to  brittle  prayfe, 

Is  wifedome,  which  we  dayly  fee,  increafeth  in  our  dayes. 

But  heauenly  wifedome  fower  feemes  to   hard  for  them 

to  win, 
And  weary  of  the  fute  they  feeme,  when  they  do  once  begin  : 
It  teacheth  vs  to  frame  our  life,  while  vitall  breath  we  haue, 
When  it  diffalueth  earthly  maffe,  the  foule   from  death 

to  faue. 

By  feare  of  God  to  rule  our  fteppes,  from  Aiding  into  vice, 
A  wifedome  is,  which  we  negleft,  although  of  greater  price : 
A  poynt  of  wifedome  alfo  this,  we  commonly  efteeme, 
That  euery  man  fliould  be  in  deede,  that  he  defires  to  feeme. 

To  bridle  that  defire  of  gaine,  which  forceth  vs  to  ill. 
Our  hauty  ftomackes  Lord  repreffe,  to  tame  prefuming  will : 
This  is  the  wifedome  that  we  fhould,  aboue  each  thing  defire, 
O  heauenly  God  from  facred  throne,  that  grace  in  vs  infpire. 

And  print  in  our  repugnant  harts,  the  rules  of  wifedome 

true. 
That  all  our  deedes  in  worldly  life,  may  like  therof  infue  : 
Thou  onely  art  the  liuing  spring,  from  whome  this  w^ife- 

dome  flowes, 
O  wafh  therwith   our  fmful  harts,  from  vice  that  therin 

growes. 

FINIS,  M,  Edwardcs  : 
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38.  ^  f reef  idly  admonition. 

Ye  (lately  wightes,  that  Hue  in  quiet  reft, 
Through  worldly  wealth,  which  God  hath  giuen  you, 
Lament  with  teares  and  fighes  from  doleful  breft : 
The  fhame  and  power  that  vice  obtaineth  now. 
Behold  how  God  doth  dayly  profer  gr^ice, 
Yet  we  difdayne  repentance  to  embrace. 

The  fuddes  of  finne  do  foke  into  the  mind. 

And  cancred  vice  doth  vertue  quite  expel : 

No  change  to  good  alas  can  refting  finde. 

Our  wicked  harts  fo  ftoutly  do  rebel. 

Not  one  there  is  that  hafteth  to  amend, 

Though  God  from  heauen  his  dayly  threates  downe  fend. 

We  are  fo  flow  to  change  our  blameful  life. 
We  are  fo  preft  to  fnach  aluring  vice  : 
Such  greedy  harts  on  euery  fide  be  rife, 
So  few  that  guide  their  will  by  counfel  wife, 
To  let  our  teares  lament  the  wretched  cafe, 
And  call  to  God  for  vndeferued  grace. 

You  worldy  wightes,  that  haue  your  fancies  fixt. 
On  flipper  ioy  of  terreine  pleafure  here  : 
Let  fome  remorfe  in  all  your  dcedcs  be  mixt. 
Whiles  you  haue  time  let  fome  redrefle  appeare. 
Of  fodaine  death  the  houre  you  fliall  not  know, 
And  looke  for  Death  although  it  feemeth  flow. 
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.  Oh  be  no  iudge  in  other  mens  offence, 
But  purge  thy  felfe  and  feeke  to  make  thee  free : 
Let  euery  one  apply  his  diligence, 
A  change  to  good  within  him  felfe  to  fee. 
O  God  dire6l  our  feete  in  fuch  a  ftay. 
From  cancred  vice  to  fhun  the  hateful  way. 

FINIS,  R'  HilL 


39.  Sundry  menfnndry  affeSles, 

In  euery  wight  fome  fundry  fort  of  pleafure  I  do  find, 
Which  after  he  doth  feeke  to  eafe  his  toyling  min[d]. 
Diana  with  her  trayning  chafe,  of  haunting  had  delight, 
Againft  the  fearful  Deare,  flie  could  direft  her  fhotte  aright. 
The  lofty  yeeres  in  euery  age,  doth  ftill  embrace  the  fame 
The  fport  is  good,  if  vertue  doo  affift  the  cheereful  game. 

Minerua  in  her  chattering  armes  her  courage  doth  aduaunce, 
In  trial  of  the  bloudy  wars,  fhe  giueth  luckie  chaunce. 
For  fauegard  men  imbrace  the  fame,  which  do  fo  needful 

feeme, 
That  noble  harts   their   chetfe   delightes   in   vfe   thereof 

efteeme. 
In  warlike  games  to  rie  or  tryde  the  force  of  armes  they  vfe, 
And  bafe  the  man  we  do  account  that  doth  the  fame  refufe. 

The  filuer  found  of  mufickes  cordes,  doth  pleafe  Apollos  wit, 
A  fcience  which  the  heauens  aduaunce,  where  it  deferues 

to  fit, 
A  pleafure  apt  for  euery  wight,  releefe  to  careful  mind, 
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For  woe  redreffe,  for  care  a  falue,  for  fadnes  helpe  we  find. 
The  foueraigne  praife  of  Muficke  ftil,  doth  caufe  the  Poets 

faine. 
That  whirling  Spheres,  and  eake  the  heauens  do  harmonie 

retaine. 

I  hard,  that  thefe  three  powers,  at  variance  lateli  fel, 
Whiles  each  did  prayfe  his  own  delight,  the  other  to  excel. 
Then  Fame,  as  an  indifferent  iudge,  to  end  the  cafe  they  call, 
The  praife  pronounced  by  her  to  them, indifferently  doth  fall. 
Diana  health  and  flrength  maintaine,  Minerua  force  doth 

tame, 
And  Muficke  giues  a  fweete  delight,  to  further  others  game. 

Thefe  three  delightes  to  hawtie  mindes  the  worthieft  are 

eftemed, 
If  vertue  be  annexed  to  them,  they  rightly  be  fo  demed. 
With  ioy  they  do  reuiue  the  witte  with  forow  oft  oppreft, 
And  neuer  fuffer  folempne  greefe  to  long  in  mind  to  reft. 
Be  wife  in  mirth,  and  feeke  delight,  the  fame  doe  not  abufe, 
In  honeft  mirth  a  happy  ioy  we  ought  not  to  refufe. 

FINIS,  R»  Hill. 


4O1  Of  a  Freend  and  a  Flatterer. 

A  truftie  frend  is  rare  to  find,  a  fawning  foe  may  fone 

be  got : 
A  faithful  frend  here  ftil  in  mind,  but  fawning  foe  regard 

thou  not 
A  faithful  freend  no  cloke  doth  craue,  to  colour  knavery 

withal : 
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But  Sicophant  a  Goun  muft  haue,  to  beare  a  port  what 

ere  befal. 
A  nofe  to  fmell  out  euery  feaft,  a  brafen  face  to  fet  it  out : 
A  fhamles  child  or  homly  geaft,  whofe  life  doth  like  to 

range  about. 
A  fauning  foe  while  wealth  doth  laft,  a  thefe  to  rob  and 

fpoile  his  freend  : 
As  ftrong  as  oke  til  wealth  doth  laft,  but  rotten  fticke  doth 

proue  in  the  end. 

Lookefirjl,  then  leape,  beware  the  mire: 
Burnt  Child  is  warnd  to  dread  the  fire. 
Take  hecde  my  freend^  remember  this. 
Short  horfe  {they  fay)  foone  curried  is. 

FINIS,  M.  Edwardes, 


41.  Of  fufferaunce  commeth  eafe. 

To  feeme  for  to  reuenge  each  wrong  in  hafty  wife, 
By  proofe  of  guiltleffe  men,  it  hath  not  bene  the  guife. 
In  flaunders  lothfome  brute,  where  they  condemned  be. 
With  rageleffe  moode  they  fuffer  wrong,  where  truth  fhal 

try  them  free. 
Thefe  are  the  pacient  pagnes,  that  paffe  within  the  breft, 
Of  thofe,  that  feele  their  caufe  by  mine,  where  wrong  hath 

right  oppreft. 
I  know  how  by  fufpeft,  I  haue  bene  iudgd  awry. 
And  graunted  gilty  in  the  thing,  that  clerely  I  deny. 
My  faith  may  me  defend,  if  I  might  loued  be, 
God  iudge  me  fo,  as  from  the  guilt  I  know  me  to  be  free. 
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I  wrote  but  for  my  felfe,  the  griefe  was  all  mine  owne, 
As,  who  would  proue  extremitie,  by  proofe  it  might  be 

knowne. 
Yet  are  there  fuch,  that  fay  they  can  my  meaning  deeme, 
Without  refpeft  of  this  olde  troth,  things  proue  not  as 

they  feeme. 
Whereby  it  may  befall,  in  iudgement  to  be  quicke. 
To  make  them  felues  fufpeft  therewith,  that  needed  not  to 

kicke. 
Yet  in  refilling  wrong,  I  would  not  haue  it  thought, 
I  do  amiffe,  as  though  I  knew  by  whom  it  might  be  wrought. 
If  any  fuch  there  be,  that  herewithall  be  vext. 
It  were  their  vertue  to  beware,  and  deeme  me  better  next. 

Z.  Vatix, 


43.  All  thinges  arc  Vaine : 

AI  though  the  purple  morning,  bragges  in  brightnes   of 

the  funne. 
As  though  he  had  of  chafed  night,  a  glorious  conqueft 

wonne  : 
The  time  by  day,  giues  place  againe  to  force  of  drowfie 

night, 
And  euery  creature  is  conftraind  to  change  his  lufty  plight. 
Of  pleafures  all,  that  here  we  tafte : 
We  feele  the  contrary  at  lafte. 
In  fpring,  though  pleafant  Zephirus,   hath  fruteful  earth 

infpired, 
And  nature  hath  each  bufh,  each  branch,  with  bloffomcs 

braue  attired  : 
Yet  fruites  and  flowers,  as  buds  and  blomes  ful  quickly 

withered  be. 
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When  ftormie  winter  comes  to  kill,  the  fommers  iolitie. 
By  time  are  got,  by  time  are  loft, 
All  thinges  wherin  we  pleafure  moft. 
Although  the  Seas  fo  calmely  glide,   as   daungers  none 

appeare. 
And  dout  of  ftormes,  in  (kie  is  none,  king  Phoebus  fliines 

fo  cleare  : 
Yet  when  the  boiftrous  windes  breake  out,  and  raging  waues 

do  fwel. 
The  feely  barke  now  heaues  to  heauen,  now  fmckes  againe 
to  hel. 

Thus  change  in  euery  thing  we  fee. 
And  nothing  conftant  feemes  to  be. 
Who  floweth  moft  in  worldly  wealth  of  welth  is  moft  vnfure, 
And  he  that  cheefely  taftes  of  ioy,  doth  fometime  woe 

endure  : 
Who  vaunteth  moft  of  numbred  freendes,  forgoe  them  al 

he  muft, 
The  faireft  flefh  and  liuelieft  bloud,  is  turnd  at  length  to  duft. 
Experience  giues  a  certen  ground, 
That  certen  here  is  nothing  found. 
Then  truft  to  that  which  aye  remaines,  the  bliffe  of  heauens 

aboue, 
Which  Time,  nor  Fate,  nor  Wind,  nor  Storme,  is  able  to 

remoue, 
Truft  to  that  fure  celeftial  rocke,  that  reftes  in  glorious 

throne. 
That  hath  bene,  is,  and  muft  be  ftil,  our  anker  hold  alone. 
The  world  is  but  a  vanitie, 
In  heauen  feeke  we  our  furetie. 

FINIS,  F,  K. 
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44.  A   Vertiious  Gentlewoman  in  the  praife  of  hir  lone. 

I  am  a  Virgin  faire  and  free,  and  freely  doe  reioyce, 
I  fweetely  warble  fugred  notes,  from  filuer  voyce  : 
For  which  delightful  ioyes,  yet  thanke  I  curtefie  loue, 
By  whofe  almighty  power,  fuch  fweete  delightes  I  proue. 

I  walke  the  pleafant  fieldes,  adornd  with  liuely  greene, 
And  view  the  fragrant  flowers,  moft  louely  to  be  feene : 
The  purple  Columbine,  the  Couflippe  and  the  Lillie, 
The  Violet  fweete,  the  Daizie  and  Daffadillie. 

The  Wodbines  on  the  hedge,  the  red  Rofe  and  the  white. 
And  each  fine  flowres  els,  that  rendreth  fweete  delight  : 
Among  the  which  I  choofe,  al  thofe  of  feemelieft  grace, 
In  thought,  refembling  them  to  my  deare  louers  face. 

His  louely  face  I  meane,  whofe  golden  flouring  giftes, 
His  euer  liuing  Fame,  to  loftye  flcye  vpliftes : 
Whom  louing  me  I  loue,  onely  for  vertues  fake, 
When  vertuoufly  to  loue,  al  onely  care  I  take. 

Of  al  which  frefh  faire  flowers,  that  flower  that  doth  appeare, 
In  my  conceit  mofl;  like  to  him  I  hold  fo  deare  : 
I  gather  it,  I  kifle  it,  and  eake  deuife  with  it. 
Such  kind  of  louely  fpeach,  as  is  for  louers  fit. 

And  then  of  all  my  flowres,  I  make  a  garlond  fine. 
With  which  my  golden  wyer  heares,  togither  I  do  twine  : 
And  fctte  it  on  my  head,  fo  taking  that  delight, 
That  I  would  take,  had  I  my  louer  fl:il  in  fight. 
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For  as  in  goodly  flowres,  mine  eyes  great  pleafure  find, 
So  are  my  louers  giftes  moft  pleafant  to  my  mind  : 
Vpon  which  vertuous  giftes,  I  make  more  fweete  repaft, 
Then  they  that  for  loue  fportes,  the  fweeteft  ioyes  do  taft. 

FINIS,  F.  K. 


45.  Opprcjfed  withforow  he  wijheth  death. 

If  Fortune  may  enforce,  the  careful  hart  to  cry 
And  griping  griefe  conftraine,  the  wounded  wight  lament : 
Who  then  alas  to  mourne,  hath  greater  caufe  then  I, 
Againft  whofe  hard  miihap,  both  Heauen  and  earth  is  bent. 
For  whom  no  helpe  remaines,  for  whom  no  hope  is  left. 
From  whom  all  happy  happ  is  fled,  and  pleafure  quite 

bereft. 
Whofe  life  nought  can  prolong,  whofe  health,  nought  can 

procure. 
Whofe  pafled  proofe  of  pleafant  joy, 
Mifchaunce  hath  chaunged  to  greefes  anoy  : 
And  loe,  whofe  hope  of  better  day, 
Is  ouer  whelmd  with  long  delay. 

Oh  hard  mifhap. 

Fach  thing  I  plainly  fee,  whofe  vertues  may  auaile. 
To  eafe  the  pinching  paine,  which  gripes  the  groning  wight : 
By  Phificks  facred  fkill,  whofe  rule  doth  feldome  fayle. 
Through  labours  long  infpeft,  is  playnly  brought  to  light. 
I  know,  there  is  no  fruite,  no  leafe,  no  roote,  no  rind. 
No   hearbe,    no   plant,    no   iuyce,   no   gumme,    no   metal 
deepely  mind  : 
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No  Pearle,  no  precious  ftone,  no  Jeme  of  rare  effefl, 

Whofevertues,  learned  Gallens  bookes,at  large  do  not  detefl. 

Yet  al  their  force  can  not  appeafe, 

The  furious  fittes  of  my  difeafe  : 

Nor  any  drugge  of  phifickes  art, 

Can  eafe  the  greefe  that  gripes  my  hart. 

Oh  ftrange  difeafe. 

I  heare  the  wife  affirme,  that  Nature  hath  in  ftore, 

A  thoufand  fecrete  falves,  which  Wifedome  hath  out  found  : 

To  coole  the  fcorching  heate  of  euery  fmarting  fore, 

And  healeth  deepeft  fcarce,  though  greevous  be  the  wound. 

The  auncient  prouerbe  fayes,  that  none  fo  feftred  greefe 

Doth  grow,   for  which  the  gods   them   felves,   haue  not 

ordayned  releefe. 
But  I  by  proofe  do  knoA^,  fuch  proverbs  to  be  vaine. 
And  thinke  that  nature   neuer  knew  the  plague  that  I 

fuftaine. 
And  fo  not  knowing  my  diftreffe, 
Hath  left  my  greefe  remedileffe  : 
For  why,  the  heauens  for  me  prepare. 
To  Hue  in  thought,  and  dye  in  care. 

Oh  lading  paine. 

By  chaunge  of  ayre  I  fee,  by  hant  of  healthful  foyle. 
By  dyet  duely  kept,  grofe  humors  are  expeld  : 
I  know  that  greefes  of  mind,  and  inwards  harts  turmoile, 
By  faithful  freendes  aduife,  in  time  may  be  repeld. 
Yet  al  this  nought  availes,  to  kil  that  me  anoyes, 
I  meane  to  ftop  thefe  flouds  of  care  that  ouerflow  my  ioyes. 
No  none  exchange  of  place,  can  change  my  luckleffe  lot, 
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Like  one  I  Hue,  and  fo  muft  dye,  whom  Fortune  hath  forgot 
No  counfel  can  preuaile  with  mee, 
Nor  fage  aduife  with  greefe  agree : 
For  he  that  feeles  the  panges  of  hel. 
Can  neuer  hope  in  heauen  to  dwel. 

Oh  deepe  defpaire. 

What  Hues  on  earth  but  I,  whofe  trauaile  reapes  no  gaine. 
The  wearied  Horfe  and  Oxe,  in  ftal  and  ftable  reft : 
The  Ante  with  fommers  toyle  beares  out  the  winters  paigne, 
The  fowle  that  flyes  al  day,  at  night  returnes  to  reft. 
The  Ploughmans  weary  worke,  amid  the  winters  mire, 
Rewarded   is   with   fommers    gaine,   which    yeeldes   him 

double  hire : 
The  filly  laboring  foule,  which  drudges  from  day  to  day, 
At  night  his  wages  truely  payd,  contented  goth  his  way. 
And  comming  home,  his  drowfie  head. 
He  cowcheth  clofe  in  homely  bed : 
Wherein  no  fooner  downe  he  lyes. 
But  fleepe  hath  ftraight  poflcft  his  eyes, 

O  happy  man. 

The  Souldier  biding  long  the  brunt  of  mortall  warres, 
Where  life  is  neuer  free,  from  dint  of  deadly  foyle  : 
At  laft  comes  joyful  home,  though  mangled  all  with  fcarres. 
Where  frankly,  voyde  of  feare,  he  fpends  the  gotten  fpoyle. 
The  Pirate  lying  long,  amid  the  fooming  floods, 
With  euery  flaw  in  hazard  is  to  loofe  both  life  and  goods : 
At  length  findes  view  of  land,  where  wifhed  Porte  he  fpies. 
Which  once  obtained,   among   his  mates,  he  partes   the 
gotten  prife, 
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Thus  every  man,  for  trauaile  paft, 
Doth  reape  a  juft  reward  at  lafl: : 
But  I  alone,  whofe  troubled  mind. 
In  feeking  reft,  unreft  doth  find. 

Oh  luckleffe  lotte. 

Oh  curfed  caitife  wretch,  whofe  heauy  hard  mifhappc, 
Doth   wifh   tenne   thoufand  times,   that   thou   hadft   not 

ben  borne : 
Since  fate  hath  thee  condemned,  to  Hue  in  forrowes  lappe, 
Where  waylings  wafte  thy  life,  of  all  redreffe  forlorne. 
What  fhal  thy  griefe  appeafe  ?  who  flial  thy  torment  ftay  ? 
Wilt  thou  thy  felfe,  with  murthering  hands,  enforce  thy 

owndecay  ? 
No,  farre  be  thou  from  me,  my  felfe  to  ftoppe  my  breath, 
The  gods  forbid,  whom  I  befeech,  to  worke  my  joyes  by 

death. 
For  lingring  length  of  lothfome  life. 
Doth  ftirre  in  me  me  fuch  mortal  ftrife  : 
The  whiles  for  life  and  death  I  cry. 
In  death  I  liue,  and  liuing  dye. 

Oh  froward  fate. 

Loe  here  my  hard  mifliap,  loe  here  my  ftrange  difeafe, 
Loe  here  my  deepe  defpaire,  loe  here  my  lafting  paine  ; 
Loe  here  my  froward  fate,  which  nothing  can  appeafe, 
Loe  here  how  others  toyle,  rewarded  is  with  gaine. 
While  luckleffe,  loe  I  liue,  in  loffe  of  labours  due, 
Compeld  by  proofe  of  torment  ftrong,  my  endleffe  greefe 

to  rue : 
In  which,  fince  needes  I  muft,  confume  both  youth  and  age, 
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If  olde  I  Hue,  and  that  my  care  no  comfort  can  aflwage. 
Henceforth  I  banifhe  from  my  breft, 
All  fruftrate  hope  of  future  reft, 
And  tr[o]thleffe  truft  to  times  reward, 
With  al  refpefts  of  joyes  regard. 

Here  I  forfweare. 


47.    Where  reafon  makes  requejl,  ther  ivifedome  ought /apply 
With  freendly  aufifzvere  prejl,  to  grant  or  els  deny, 

I  figh,  why  fo  ?  for  forrowe  of  her  fmart 

I  morne,  wherfore  ?  or  greefe  that  (he  complaynes  : 

I  pitie,  what  ?  her  opprefled  hart, 

I  dread  what  harme  ?  the  danger  fhe  fuftaines. 

I  greeve  whereat  ?  at  her  oppreffing  paines. 

I  feele,  what  force  the  fittes  of  her  difeafe, 

Whofe  harme  doth  me  and  her,  alike  difpleafe. 

I  hope,  what  happe  ?  her  happy  healthes  retyre, 
I  wifh,  what  wealth  ?  no  wealth  nor  worldly  ftore : 
But  craue,  what  craft  ?  by  cunning  to  afpire, 
Some  flcil,  whereto  ?  to  falue  her  fickly  fore. 
What  then  ?  why  then  would  I  her  health  reftore, 
Whofe  harme  me  hurtes,  how  fo  ?  fo  workes  my  will. 
To  wifh  my  felfe  and  her,  like  good  and  yll. 

What  moues  thy  mind,  whereto  ?  to  fuch  defire, 
Ne  force  ne  fauour,  what  then  ?  free  fancies  choyfe : 
Art  thou  to  chofe  ?  my  charter  to  require. 
Each  Ladyes  loue  is  fed  by  cuftumes  voyce, 
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Yet  are  there  grauntes,  the  euidence  of  their  choyfe. 
What  then,  our  freedome  is  at  large  in  choofing, 
As  Womens  wils  is  froward  in  refufing. 

Wotes  fhee  thy  will  ?  fhe  knowes  what  I  proteft, 
Daynde  fhe  thy  fute  ?  fhe  daungerd  not  my  talke  : 
Gaue  (he  confent  ?  fhe  graunted  my  requeft, 
What  didft  thou  craue  ?  the  roote,  the  fruite,  the  ftalke, 
I  afked  them  all,  what  gaue  fhee,  Cheefe  or  chalke  ? 
That  taft  muft  try,  what  taft  ?  I  meane  the  proofc. 
Of  freendes,  whofe  wils  withhold  ther  bowe  aloofe. 

Meanft  thou  good  faith  ?  what  els,  hopeft  thou  to  fpeede  ? 

Why  not,  O  foole  untaught  in  carpel  trade, 

Knoweft  not  what  proofes  from  fuch  delayes  proceede, 

Wilt  thou  like  headleffe  Cocke  be  caught  in  glade  ? 

Art  thou  like  afle,  too  apt  for  burden  made  ? 

Fy,  fy,  wilt  thou  for  faint  adore  the  fhrine  ? 

And  woo  her  freend,  eare  fhe  be  wholy  thine  ? 

Who  drewes  this  drift  ?  moved  fhe,  or  thou  this  match  ? 

Twas  I :  oh  foole  vnware  of  womens  wyles. 

Long  maift  thou  waite,  like  hungry  hounde  at  hatch. 

She  crafty  Foxe,  the  feely  Goofe  beguiles. 

Thy  fute  is  fhaped  fo  fit  for  long  delay, 

That  fhe  at  wil  may  chek,  from  yea  to  nay. 

But  in  good  foothe,  tel  me  her  freendes  intent : 
Befl  learne  it  firft,  their  purpofe  I  not  know. 
Why  then  thy  wil  to  worfe  and  worfe  is  bent, 
Doft  thou  delight,  the  vnkindled  cole  to  blow } 
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Or  childlike  loueft,  in  anckred  bote  to  rowe, 

What  meane  thefe  termes  ?  who  fith  thy  fute  is  fuch, 

Know  of  or  on,  or  thou  afe6l  too  much. 

No  hafte  but  good,  why  no,  the  meane  is  beft, 
Admit  (he  loue,  miflike  in  lingring  growes : 
Suppofe  fhe  is  caught,  then  Woodcocke  on  thy  creft, 
Til  end  approues,  what  fkorneful  feedes  fhe  fowes. 
In  loytring  loue,  fuch  dangers  ebbes  and  flowes. 
What  helpe  herein  ?  why  wake  in  dangerous  watch, 
That  too,  nor  fro,  may  make  thee  marre  the  match. 

Is  that  the  way  to  end  my  weary  worke } 

By  quicke  difpatch,  to  leffpn  long  turmoyle. 

Well  wel,  though  lofle  in  lingering  wontes  to  lurke. 

And  I  a  foole,  moft  fitte  to  take  the  foyle : 

Yet  proofe  from  promife,  neuer  (hall  recoyle. 

My  words  with  deedes,  and  deedes  with  wordes  (hall  wend. 

Til  (hee  or  hers,  gainfay  that  I  intend. 

Art  thou  fo  fond  ?  not  fond,  but  firmely  faft, 

Why  foole  her  freendes  wote  how  thy  wil  is  bent : 

Yet  thou  like  doult,  whofe  witte  and  fence  is  part, 

Seft  not  what  frumpes,  do  follow  thy  ent^nt. 

Ne  know,  how  loue  in  lewe  of  (korne  is  lent, 

Adewe,  for  fightes  fuch  folly  fhould  preuent. 

Wel  wel,  their  (kofTes  with  fcornes  might  be  repayd. 

If  my  requeftes  were  fully  yead  or  nayd, 

Wel,  wel,  let  thefe  with  wafedomes  payfe  be  wayd. 

And  in  your  cheft  of  cheefeft  fecreates  layd. 

FINIS.  My  Incke  is  lofft\ 
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48.    What  ioy  to  a  contented  mind. 

The  faith  that  fayles,  muft  needes  be  thought  untrue, 
The  freend  that  faines,  who  holdeth  not  uniuft, 
Who  likes  that  loue,  that  changeth  ftil  for  new : 
Who  hopes  for  trueth,  where  troth  is  voyde  of  truft, 
No  faith,  no  freend,  no  loue,  no  troth  fo  fure, 
But  rather  failes  then  ftedfaftly  endure. 

What  head  fo  flayed  ?  that  altereth  not  intent. 
What  thought  fo  fure  ?  that  ftedfaft  doth  remaine. 
What  witte  fo  wife  ?  that  neuer  needes  repent : 
What  tongue  fo  true  ?  but  fometime  wonts  to  faine, 
What  foote  fo  firme  ?  that  neuer  treades  awrie, 
What  foner  dimde  ?  then  fight  of  cleareft  eye. 

What  hart  fo  fixt  ?  but  fone  inclines  to  change. 
What  moode  fo  milde  1  that  neuer  moued  debate : 
What  faith  fo  ftrong,  but  lightly  likes  to  range, 
What  loue  fo  true }  that  neuer  lernd  to  hate. 
What  life  fo  pure }  that  lafts,  without  offence. 
What  worldly  minde }  but  moues  with  ill  pretence. 

What  knot  fo  faft }  that  may  not  be  vntide, 
What  feale  fo  fure  1  but  fraude  or  force  (hall  breake  : 
What  prop  of  ftay }  but  one  time  fhrinkes  afide, 
What  fliip  fo  ftanche  t  that  neuer  had  a  leke. 
What  graunt  fo  large  l  that  no  exception  makes, 
What  hoped  helpe,  but  freend  at  neede  forfakes. 
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What  feate  fo  high  ?  but  low  to  ground  may  fall, 
What  hap  fo  good  ?  that  neuer  found  miflike  : 
What  ftate  fo  fure  ?  but  fubjeft  is  to  thrall, 
What  force  preuailes  ?  where  Fortune  lift  to  ftrik. 
What  wealth  fo  much  ?  but  time  may  turne  to  want. 
What  ftore  fo  great  ?  but  wafting  maketh  fkant. 

What  profites  hope  in  depth  of  dangers  thrall. 
What  rufte  in  time,  but  waxeth  worfe  and  worfe : 
What  helpes  good  harte,  if  Fortune  froun  withall, 
What  bleffmg  thriues,  againft  heauenly  helples  curfe. 
What  winnes  defire  to  get  and  can  not  gayne, 
What  botes  to  wifh  and  neuer  to  obtaine. 

FINIS'        My  lucke  is  loffe, 

47.  Donee  eris  Felix  multos  ntimerabis  amicos 
Nullus  ad  a  mijfus  ibit  amicus  /pes, 

Euen  as  the  Rauen,  the  Crow,  and  greedy  Kite, 
Do  fwarming  flocke,  where  carren  corpes  doth  fall : 
And  tiring  teare  with  beak  and  talentes  might, 
Both  (kin  and  flefli  to  gorge  their  guttes  withall. 
And  neuer  ceafe,  but  gather  moe  to  moe, 
Doe  all  to  pull  the  carcafe  to  and  froe, 
Till  bared  bones  at  laft  they  leaue  behinde, 
And  feeke  elfewhere  fome  fatter  foode  to  find. 

Even  fo  I  fee,  where  wealth  doth  waxe  at  will. 
And  Gold  doth  grow  to  heapes  of  great  encreafe  : 
There  freendes  refort,  and  profering  freendfhip  ftill, 
Ful  thicke  they  throng,  with  neuer  ceafmg  preafe. 
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And  flilie  make  a  fliewe  of  true  intent, 
When  nought  but  guile,  and  inward  hate  is  ment : 
For  when  mifchance  fliall  change  fuch  wealth  to  want, 
They  packe  from  thence  to  place  of  richer  haunt. 

FINIS.  My  lucke  is  loffe. 


49.  Amantium  ircB  amoris  redinti gracice  eft. 

In  going  to  my  naked  bed  as  one  that  would  have  flept, 
I  hard  a  wife  fing  to  her  child,  that  long  before  had  wept : 
She  fighed  fore  and  fang  ful  fweete,  to  bring  the  babe  to  reft, . 
That  would  not  ceafe  but  cryed  ftil,  in  fucking  at  her  breft. 
She  was  full  wearie  of  her  watch,  and  greened  with  her  child, 
She  rocked  it  and  rated  it,  til  that  on  her  it  fmilde : 
Then  did  fhe  fay  now  have  I  found,  this  prouerbe  true  to 

proue, 
The  falling  out  of  faithfull  frends,  renuing  is  of  loue. 

Then  tooke  I  paper,  penne  and  ynke,  this  prouerbe  for  to 

write. 
In  regefter  for  to  remaine,  of  fuch  a  worthy  wight : 
As  fhe  proceeded  thus  in  fong  unto  her  little  bratt. 
Much  matter  vttered  fhe  of  waight,  in  place  whereas  fhee 

fatt. 
And  proued  plaine,  there  was  no  beaft,  nor  creature  bear- 
ing life, 
Could  well  be  knowne  to  Hue  in  loue,  without  difcord  and 

ftrife  : 
Then  kiffed  fhe  her  little  babe,  and  fware  by  God  abouc, 
The  falling  out  of  faithfull  frendes,  renuing  is  of  loue. 
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She  fayd  that  neither  king  ne  prince,  ne  lord  could  Hue 

aright, 
Until  their  puiffaunce  the[y]  did  proue  their  manhod  and 

their  might. 
When  manhode  fhal  be  matched  fo,  that  feare  can  take  no 

place, 
Then  weary  workes  make  warriours,  each  other  to  embrace, 
And  leaued  their  forfe  that  fayled  them,  which  did  confume 

the  rout. 
That  might  before  haue  liued  their  time,  and  nature  out : 
Then  did  (he  fing  as  one  that  thought,  no  man  could  her 

reproue, 
The  falling  out  of  faith  ful  freendes,  renuing  is  of  loue. 

She  fayd  (he  faw  no  fifhe  ne  foule,  nor  beaft  within  her 

haunt, 
That  mett  a  ftranger  in  their  kind,  but  could  giue  it  a  taunt: 
Since  flefhe  might  not  endure,  but  reft  muft  wrath  fuccede, 
And  forfe  the  fight  to  fall  to  play,  in  pafture  where  they 

feede, 
So  noble  nature  can  well  ende,  the  worke  fhe  hath  begone, 
And  bridle  well  that  will  not  ceafe,  her  tragedy  in  fome  : 
Thus  in  fong  (he  oft  reherft,  as  dyd  her  wel  behoue. 
The  falling  out  of  faithful  frendes,  is  the  renuing  of  loue. 

I  meruaile  much  pardy  quoth  fhe,  for  to  behold  the  route. 
To  fee  man,  woman,  boy,  beaft,  to  toffe  the  world  about: 
Some  knele,  fome  crouch,  fome  beck,  fome  chek,  &  fome 

can  fmothly  fmile 
And  fome  embrace  others  in  arme,  and  there  thinke  many 

a  wile. 
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Some  (land  aloufe  at  cap  and  knee,  fome  humble  and  fome 

ftoute, 
Yet  are  they  neuer  freendes  in  deede,  vntill  they  once  fall 

out: 
Thus  ended  (he  her  fong,  and  fayd  before  (he  did  remoue, 
The  falling  out  of  faithful  freends,  is  the  renuing  of  loue. 

Fixis.  ^I'  Edwardcs. 


43.    Thinke  to  dye. 

The  life  is  long,  which  lothfomly  doth  laft, 
The  doleful  dayes  draw  (lowly  to  their  date : 
The  prefent  panges,  and  painful  plages  forepart, 
Yeldes  grefe  aye  grene,  to  ftabli(h  this  eftate. 
So  that  I  feele  in  this  great  ftorme  and  ftrifc, 
That  death  is  fweete,  that  (hortneth  fuch  a  life. 

And  by  the  ftroke  of  this  ftrange  ouerthrowe, 
All  which  conflift  in  thraldome  I  was  thruft : 
The  Lord  be  prayfed,  I  am  well  taught  to  know, 
From  whence  man  came,  and  eke  whereto  he  muft. 
And  by  the  waye,  vpon  how  feeble  force. 
His  terme  doth  ftand,  till  death  doth  end  his  courfe. 

The  pleafant  yeeres  that  feemes  fo  fweetely  ronne. 
The  mery  dayes  to  ende,  fo  fart  that  flete : 
The  ioyfull  wightes,  of  which  dayes  drawes  fo  fonc, 
The  happy  howres  which  moe  do  miflfe  then  mete. 
Do  all  confume  as  fnowe  againft  the  Sunne, 
And  death  makes  end  of  all  that  li(e  begunne. 
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Since  death  (hall  dure  till  all  the  world  be  waft, 
What  meaneth  man  to  drcade  death  then  fo  fore  ? 
As  man  might  make,  that  life  fhould  alway  laft, 
Without  regard  the  Lord  hath  ledde  before. 
The  daunce  of  death,  which  all  muft  runne  on  rowe, 
The  hower  wherin  onely  himfelfe  doth  knowe. 

If  man  would  mind,  what  burdeins  life  doth  bring. 

What  greeuous  crimes  to  God  he  doth  commit : 

What  plagues,  what  perill  thereby  fpring 

With  no  fure  hower  in  all  his  dayes  to  fit. 

He  would  fure  thinke,  as  with  great  caufe  I  doe, 

The  day  of  death  is  happier  of  the  two. 

Death  is  the  doorc  whereby  we  draw  to  ioy. 
Life  is  the  lake  that  drowneth  all  in  paync  : 
Death  is  fo  dole  it  feafeth  all  away, 
Life  is  fo  leude,  that  al  it  yelds  is  vayne. 
And  as  by  life,  in  bondage  man  is  brought, 
Euen  fo  by  death  is  freedome  likewife  wrought. 

Wherefore  with  Paule  let  all  men  wifli  and  pray, 
To  be  difolued  of  this  foule  flefhiy  mafle  : 
Or  at  the  leaft  be  armd  againft  the  day, 
That  they  be  found  good  fouldiers  preft  to  paffc. 
From  life  to  death,  from  death  to  life  againc. 
And  fuch  a  life  as  euer  fhall  remaine. 

FINIS.  D.  S. 
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SI.  If  thou  defire  to  Hue  in  quiet  refi, 
geve  eare  andfe  but  fay  t/ie  best. 

If  thou :  delight,  in  quietnes  of  life, 
Defire :  to  shonn,  from  brails,  debate  and  ftrife. 
To  Hue :  in  loue  with  god,  with  frend  and  foe, 
///  rcfi:  shalt  fleepe :  when  others  cannot  fo. 

Giue  eare:  to  all,  yet  doo  not  all  beleeue, 
And  fee :  the  end,  and  then  do  fentence  geeue  : 
But  fay :  for  truth  of  happy  Hues  afTind, 
The  befl:  hath  he  that  quiet  is  in  mind. 

FINIS.  M,  Hunnis. 


52.  Beeing  forfaken  of  his  frend  he  complaineth. 

Why  (hould  I  lenger  long  to  Hue, 

In  this  difeafe  of  fantafie, 

Sins  fortune  doth  not  ceafe  to  giue, 

Thinges  to  my  mind  mod  contraric. 

And  at  my  ioyes  doth  lowre  and  frowne. 

Till  fhe  hath  tourned  them  vpfidowne, 

A  frcende  I  had  to  me  moft  deere. 
And  of  long  time  faithfull  and  iuft  : 
There  was  no  one,  my  hart  fo  neere, 
'  -Nor  one  in  whome  I  had  more  truft. 
Whome  now  of  late  without  caufe  why, 
Fortune  hath  made  my  enemy. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


I 


78  The  Paradyfe  of  dayittyc  deinfcs. 

The  graffe  me  thinkes  (hould  grow  in  (kie, 

The  ftarres  vnto  the  earth  cleaue  faft : 

The  water  ftreame  fhould  paffe  awrie, 

The  winds  fhould  leaue  their  ftrength  of  blaft. 

The  Sunne  and  Moone  by  one  aflent, 

Should  both  forfake  the  firmament. 

The  fifhe  in  ayrc  fhould  flyc  with  finne, 
The  foulcs  in  floud,  fliould  bring  forth  fry  : 
All  thinges  mcthinkes  fhould  crft  bcginnc, 
To  take  their  courfe  vnnaturaily. 
Afore  my  frend  fliould  alter  fo, 
Without  a  caufe  to  be  my  foe. 

But  fuch  is  Fortunes  hate  I  fay, 
Such  is  his  will  on  me  to  wreake : 
Such  fpite  he  hath  at  me  alway, 
And  ceafleth  not  my  hart  to  breake. 
With  fuch  defpite  of  crueltie, 
Wherefore  then  longer  Hue  fhould  I. 
FINIS,  E,  S, 


53.  Prudens,     The  hijlory  of  Damacles,  &  Dionife, 

Who  fo  is  fet  in  princely  throne,  and  craueth  rule  to  beare, 
Is  flill  befet  on  euery  fide,  with  peril  and  with  feare. 
High  trees  by  flormy  winds  are  fhakt,  and  rent  vp  from 

the  ground, 
And  flafhy  flackes  of  lightning  flames  on  turrets  do  rebound. 
When  little  fhrubs  in  fauctie  lurkc,  in  couert  all  alowc. 
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And  frefhly  florish  int  heir  kind,  what  euer  wind  doe  blowe. 
The  cruel  king  of  Scifili :  who  fearing  Barbars  hands, 
Was  wont  to  fmgs  his  beard  himfelfe,  with  cole  and  fire 

brands. 
Hath  taught  vs  this,  the  proofe  whereof,  ful  plainly  we 

may  fee, 
Was  neuer  thing  more  liuely  touched,  to  shewe  it  fo  to  be. 
This  king  did  feeme  to  Damacles,  to  be  the  happieft  wight, 
Becaufe  he  thought  none  like  to  him  in  power  or  in  might 
Who  did  alone  fo  farre  excell  the  reft  in  his  degree, 
As  doth  the  Sunne  in  brightnes  cleare,  the  darkeft  ftarre 

we  fee. 
Wilt   thou    (then    fayd   this   cruell   king)   proue  this   my 

prefent  ftate, 
Poffeffe  thou  shalt  this  feate  of  mine,  and  fo  be  fortunate. 
Ful  gladly  then  this  Damacles,  this  proferd  honour  tooke, 
And  shooting  at  a  princely  life,  his  quiet  reft  forfooke. 
In  honours  feat  then  was  he  plaft,  according  to  his  will, 
Forthwith  a  banquet  was  prepard,  that   he   might   feaft 

his  fill. 
Nothing  did  want  wherin  twas  thought,  that  he  could  take 

delite, 
To  feede  his  eye,  to  fill  his  mouth,  or  pleafe  the  appetite. 
Such  ftore  of  plate,  I  thinke  in  Grece,  there  fcarfly  was 

fo  much, 
His  feruitours  did  angels  feeme,  their  pafiing  fhape  was  fuch. 
No  daynty  difh  but  there  it  was,  and  thereof  was  fuch  ftore, 
That  through  out  Greece  fo  princely  cheere,  was  neuer 

feene  before. 
Thus  while  in  pompe  and  pleafures  feat,  this  Damacles 

was  plaft, 
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And  did  begin  with  gladfome  hart,  each  dainty  difh  to  taft. 
At  length  by  chaunce  caft  vp  his  eyes,  and  gan  the  houfe 

to  vewe, 
And  faw  a  fight  that  him  enforft,  his  princely  ftate  to  rewe. 
A   fword   forfooth  with   downeward  poynt,  that   had  no 

ftronger  thread, 
Then  one  horfe  heere  that  peifed  it,  direft  vpon  his  head 
Wherewith  he  was  fo  fore  amafde,  and  fhoke  in  euery  part, 
As  though  the  fword  that  hong  abo.ie,  had  ftroke  him  to 

the  hart. 
Then  all  their  pleafures  tooke  their  leaue,  &  forrow  came 

in  place, 
His  heauie  hart  the  teares  declard,  that  trickled   down 

his  face. 
And  then  forthwith  with  fobbing  voyce,  befought  the  king 

of  grace. 
That  he  would  licence  him  with  fpeede,  to  depart  out  of 

that  place. 
And  fayd  that  he  full  long  enough,  had  tried  now  with  feare, 
What  tis  to  be  a  happy  man,  and  princely  rule  to  beare. 
This  deede  of  thine  oh  Dionife,  deferues  immortal  fame, 
This  deede  fhall  alwayes  Hue  with  prayfe,  though  thou 

didft  Hue  w^  (hame 
Whereby  both  kinges  be  put  in  mind,  their  dangers  to  be 

great, 
And  fubiefts  be  forbid  to  clime,  high  fteppes  of  honours 

feat. 

FINIS,  M,  Edwardes, 
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48.  Fortitude,    A  young  man  of  ^gypt,  and  Valerian, 

Eche  one  deferues  great  prayfe  to  haue,  but  yet  not  like  I 

thinke, 
Both  he  that  can  fuftaine  the  yoke  of  paines,  and  doth  not 

fhrinke. 
And  he  whom  Cupids  couert  craft  can  nothing  moue  at  all, 
Into  the  hard  and  tangled  knottes  of  Venus  fnares  to  fall. 
Befturre  you  then  who  fo  delightes  in  vertues  race  to  ronne, 
The  flying  boye  with  bow  ibent,  by  ftrength  to  ouer  come. 
As  one  did  once  when  he  was  young,  and  in  his  tender 

dayes, 
Whofe  ftoute  and  noble  deede  of  his,  hath  got  immortall 

prayfe. 
The  wicked  Romaines  did  purfue  the  fely  Chriftians  than. 
What  time  Valerian  Emperour  was  a  wicked  cruel  man. 
Who  fpared  not  with  bloudy  draughtes,   to  quench  his 

owne  defire, 
Difpatching  all  that  ftucke  to  Chrift  with  hote  confuming 

fire. 
At  length  a  man  of  tender  yeeres  was  brought   before 

his  fight. 
Such  one  as  Nature  feemed  to  make  a  witnes  of  her  migh. 
For  euery  part  fo  well  was  fet,  that  nothing  was  depraued, 
So  that  the  cruel  king  himfelfe,  would  gladly  him  haue 

faued. 
So  loth  he  was  to  fee  a  worke,  fo  rare  of  Natures  power, 
So  finely  built  fo  fodainly  deftroyed  within  an  howre. 
Then  meanes  he  fought  to  ouercome,  or  win  him  at  the  left, 
To  flip  from  Chrift  whom  he  before  had  earneftly  profeft. 
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A  bedde  preparde,  fo  finely  deft,  fuch  diuers  pleafant  fmels, 
That  well  it  might  appeare  a  place,  where  pleafure  onely 

dwels, 
By  him  he  layd  a  naked  wench,  a  Venus  darling  fure, 
With  fugred  fpeach  &  louely  toyes,  that  might  his  mind 

allure. 
Such  wanton  lewres  as  thefe  he  thought,  might  eafly  him 

entife, 
Which  thinges  he  knew  with  luftie  youth,  had  alwayes  ben 

in  prife. 
Such  wayes  I  thinke  the  Gods  themfelues,  could  haue 

inuented  none. 
For  flattering  Venus  ouercomes  the  fenfes  euery  chone. 
And  he  himfelfe  was  euen  at  poynt,  to  Venus  to  confent. 
Had  not  his  ftout  and  manly  mind  refilled  his  entent 
When  he  perceiued  his  flesh  to  yeeld  to  pleafiires  wanton 

toyes. 
And  was  by  flight  almoft  prouoked,  to  taft  of  Venus  ioyes. 
More  cruel  to  himfelfe  then  thofe,  that  glad  would  him 

vndoo, 
With  bloudy  toth,  his  tender  tongue,  bote  quite  and  cleane 

in  twoo. 
Thus  was  the  paine  fo  paflyng  greate  of  this  his  bloudie  bitt. 
That  all  the  fire  and  carnall  lufte,  was  quenched  euery 

whitt. 
Doe  ill  and  all  thy  pleafures  then  full  fone  will  pafle  awaie. 
But  yet  the  shame   of  thofe  thy  dedes,   will  neuermore 

decaie. 
Doe  well  and  though  thy  paines  be  great,  yet  fome  eche 

one  will  ceafe. 
But  yet,  the  praife  of  thofe  thy  deedes  will  cuermore  increafe, 

FINIS,  M.  Edwardes. 
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58.  luftice,     Zalettch  and  his  Sonne. 

Let  rulers  make  moft  perfeft  lawes,  to  rule  both  greate 

and  fmal, 
If  thei  them  felues  obeye  them  not,  it  boteth  not  at  all. 
As  lawes  be  nought  but  rulers  dome,  continyng  egall  might, 
So  rulers  should  bee  fpeaky  ng  Lawes,  to  rule  by  line  of  right. 
Zaleuch  the  Prince  of  Locrine  once,  appointed  by  decree, 
Eche  Lecherer  should  bee  punished,  with  loffe  of  either  eye. 
His  fonne  by  chaunce  offended   firft,  whiche  when   his 

father  fawe, 
Lorde  God  how  earneft  then  was  he,  to  execute  the  Lawe. 
Then  ranne  the  people  all  by  flocks,  to  hym  with  weepyng 

eyes. 
Not  one  emong  the  route  there  was,  but  pardon,  pardon 

cries. 
By  whofe  outcries  and  earneft  fute,  his  fonne  in  hope  did 

ftande, 
That  he  thereby  fliould  then  obtaine,  fome  pardon  at  his 

hande. 
But  all  in  vaine,  for  he  is  founde  to  bee  the  man  he  was. 
And  maketh  hafte  fo  muche  the  more,  to  haue  the  Lawe 

to  paffe. 
The  people  yet  renued  their  fute,  in  hope  of  fome  relief, 
Whofe  faces  all  befprent  with  teares,  did  teftifie  their  grief. 
And  cried  all  for  pities  fake,  yelde  now  to  our  requeft, 
If  all  you  will  not  cleane  remit,  yet  eafe  the  paine  at  leaft. 
Then  fomewhat  was  the  father  moued,  with  all  the  peoples 

voyce, 
And  euery  man  did  giue  a  shootc,  to  shewe  they  did  rejoyce. 
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Well  then  qd  he,  it  shall  bee  thus,  the  Lawe  shall  bee  fulfilde, 
And  yet  my  fonne  shall  fauour  haue,  accordyng  as  you 

wilde. 
One  eye  of  his  shall  bee  pulde  out,  thus  hath  his  leud- 

neffe  got, 
And  likewife  fo  shall  one  of  myne,  though  I  deferue  it  not 
This  worde  no  foner  was  pronounced,  but  ftraite  the  deede 

was  doen, 
Twoo  eyes,  no  mo  were  lefte,  betwene  tht  father  and  the 

fonne. 
Saie  nowe  who  can,  and  on  my  faithe  Apollo  he  shall  bee, 
Was  he  more  gentle  father  lo  ?  or  iufter  Judge  trowe  ye. 
This  man  would  not  his   Lawes  belike,  the  webbs   the 

Spiders  weue 
Wherein  thei   lurke   when    thei    intende   the    fimple   to 

deceiue. 
Wherewith  fmall  flies  full  fone  be  caught,  and  tangled  ere 

the[i]  wide, 
When  greate  ones  flie  and  fcape  awaie,  and  breake  them 

as  the[i]  lifte. 

JF/Nis,  M,  Edwardes. 


59-  Temperaunce,     Spurina  and  the  Rontaine  Ladies. 

If  nature  beare  thee  fo  greate  Loue,  that  (he  in  thee  haue 

beautie  plaft 
Full  hard  it  is  as  we  doe  proue,  to  keepe  the  bodie  cleane 
and  chad : 

Twixt  comelinefle  and  chaftitie, 
A  deadlie  flrife  is  thought  to  be. 
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For  beautie  whiche  fome  men  fuppofe,  to  be  as  tware  a 

golden  ill, 
Prouoketh  ftrief  and  many  foes,  that  feeke  on  her  to  worke 
her  will : 

Affaults  to  Tounes  if  many  make, 
No  Toune  fo  ftrong  but  maie  be  take. 
And  this  Spurina  witneffe  can,  who  did  for  beautie  beare 

the  bell. 
So  cleane  a  wight  fo  comely  made,  no  dame  in  Rome  but 
loued  well 

Not  one  could  coole  her  hote  defire, 
So  burnyng  was  the  fiame  of  fire. 
Like  as  when  baite  call  in  the  floud,  forthw*'  doeth  caufe 

the  fifhes  come 
That  pleafauntly  before  did  plaie,  now  prefently  to  death 
to  runne : 

For  when  thei  fee  the  baite  to  fall. 
Straight  waie  thei  fwallowe  hooke  and  all. 
So  when  Spurina  thei  did  fee,  to  hym  thei  flocked  out 

of  hande. 
The  happeft  dame  was  thought  to  be,  that  in  his  fauour 
mofle  did  fland 

Not  knowing  vnder  fweete  deceits, 
How  Venus  hides  her  poifoned  baits. 
But  whe  he  fawe  them  thus  to  range,  who  loue  had  linked 

in  his  chain 
This  meanes  he  fought  for  to  affwage,  thefe  Ladies  of  their 
greeuous  pain. 

His  (hape  intendyng  to  difgrace, 
With  many  wounds  he  fcorcht  his  face, 
By  which  his  deede  it  came  to  paffe,  that  he  that  femed  an 
angell  bright 
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Euen  now  fo  cleane  disfigured  was,  that  he  became  a  loth- 
fome  wight. 

And  rather  had  he  be  foule  and  chafte. 
Then  faire»  and  filthie  ioyes  to  tafte. 
What  pen  can  write,  or  tong  expreffe,  the  worthy  praifes  of 

this  deede, 
Me  thinke  that  God  ca  do  no  leffe,  then  graut  him  heaue 
for  his  meede 

Who  for  to  faue  hym  felf  vpright, 
Hym  felf  hath  firft  deftroied  quite. 
FINIS.  M,  E, 


[5 1.  -4  buncJu  of  herbes  and  flowers. 

If  y'  eche  flower  the  godds  haue  framed  are  (hapt  by 

facred  flcili, 
Were  as  I  would  (no  wrong  to  wiflie)  &  myne  to  weare 

at  will : 
Or  els  eche  tree  with  luftie  top,  would  lend  me  leaue  to  loue. 
With  fpriggs  difplaied  to  fpread  my  fute  a  wailing  hart 

to  proue : 
Vpon   my  helme  fone   ftiould    you   fee,   my  hedde   ad- 

uaunced  hie, 
Some  flipp  for  folace  there  to  fett  and  weare  thefame  would  I. 
Yet  would  I  not  for  greate  delight,  the  Daifies  ftrange  defire, 
The  Lillie  would  not  like  my  luft,  nor  Rofe  would  I  require : 
The  Marigould  might  growe  for  me,  Rofemary  well  might 

refle. 
The  Fenell  to  that  is  more  fit,  for  fome  vnfrendly  gefl: : 
Nor  Cowflopps  would  I  craue  at  all,  fometymes  thei  feme 

to  coy : 
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Some  ioly  youth  the  Gelliflower  eftemeth  for  his  ioye ; 
The  Lauender  fometymes  aloft  alures  the  lookers  eyes, 
The  Paunfie  (hall  not  haue  the  praife,  where  I  may  geve 

the  prife : 
And  thus  no  flower  my  fanfie  feeds,  as  liketh  fo  my  lufte, 
As  that  I  maie  fubieft  my  felf,  to  toyes  of  tickle  trufte : 
For  flowers  though  thei  be  faire  and  frefli,  of  fent  excelling 

fwete, 
Yet  grow  thei  on  the  ground  belowe,  we  tred  them  with 

our  fete : 
And  fhall  I  then  goe  ftoupe  to  fuche,  or  els  go  feke  to  thofe  ? 
Shall  flowers  enforfe  me  once  to  faune  for  feare  of  freds 

or  foes  ? 
Yet  rather  yelde  I  to  the  right,  as  reafon  hath  affignde, 
Myne  authour  faied  there  was  no  falue  in  flowers  for  me 

to  finde : 
And  yet  perhapps  fome  tree  there  is  to  fhroud  me  fro  the 

fliower, 
That  with  her  armes  maie  falue  y*  foule,  y*  yeldeth  to  her 

power. 
Where  I  maie  finde  fome  pleafant  (hade,  to  falue  me  fro 

the  fonne : 
Eche  thing  we  fee  that  reafon  hath  vnto  the  trees  doe  runne, 
Bothe  men  and  beads,  fuche  foules  as  fly,  the  treafures  are 

the  trees, 
And  for  my  part  when  braunches  fall,  I  wifhe  no  other  fees, 
But  whe  that  flormes  befet  me  round,  fuche  fuccor  God  me 

fende. 
That  I  maie  finde  a  frendly  tree,  that  will  me  well  defende. 
No  tree  there  is  whiche  yelds  no  good,  to  fome  that  doe  it 

feeke. 
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And  as  thei  are  of  diuers  kynds  their  vfes  are  vnlike  : 
The  Eue  tree  ferues  the  Bowiers  tume,  the  A(h  the  Cou- 

pers  art, 
The  puifant  Oke  doeth  make  the  pod,  the  Pine  fome  other 

part: 
The  Elme  doeth  helpe  to  hide  the  birds  in  wearie  winters 

night, 
The  Briers  I  geffe  are  nothyng  worth,  thei  feme  but  for 

defpight : 
The  Willowe  wi(ht  I  farre  fro  hens,  good  will  deferue  no 

wrong, 
The  Sallowe  well  maie  ferue  their  dates  that  fyng  fo  fad 

a  fong. 
The  Boxe  and  Beche  eche  for  hymfelf  aboue  the  refte 

doeth  bofte, 
The  Eglantine  for  pleafure  oft  is  pricked  vpon  the  pofte. 
The  Hauthorne  fo  is  had  in  prise,  the  Bales  doe  beare 

the  bell, 
And  that  thefe  Bales  did  bryng  no  bliffe,  I  like  it  not  fo  well, 
As  erft  I  doe  that  femely  tree  by  whiche  thofe  Bales  I 

founde, 
And  where  withall  vnwittyngly  I  tooke  fo  greate  a  wounde. 
As  if  the  tree  by  whiche  I  lent  doeth  lende  me  no  relief, 
There  is  no  helpe  but  doune  I  fall,  fo  great  is  growne  my 

grief: 
And  therefore  at  the  laft  I  craue  this  fauonr  for  to  finde, 
When  euery  tree  that  here  is  told  beginns  to  growe  vnkinde. 
The  B.  for  beautie  whom  I  bofte  and  fhall  aboue  the  reft» 
That  B.  maie  take  me  to  her  truft,  for  B.  doeth   pleafe 

me  beft : 
It  liks  me  well  to  walke  the  waie,  where  B.  doeth  kepe 

her  bower, 
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And  when  it  raines,  to  B.  I  ronne  to  faue  me  from  the 

(hower. 
This  brauche  of  B.  whiche  here  I  meane  to  kepe,  I  chiefly 

craue: 
At  becke  vnto  this  B.  I  bowe  to  farue  that  beautie  braue. 
What  fhall    I    faie,   the    tyme  doeth  pafle,  the  tale  to 

tedious  is, 
Though  loth  to  leaue  yet  leaue  I  muft  and  faie  no  more 

but  this : 
I  wifhe  this  B.  I  might  embrace  when  as  the  fame  I  fee, 
A  league  for  life  then  I  require  betwene  this  B.  and  me, 
And  though  vnworthy  yet  good  will  doeth  worke  the  waie 

herein, 
And  B.  hath  brought  the  fame  about  which  beautie  did 

begin. 

FINIS. 


53.  In  commeftdation  of  Mujick, 

Where   gripyng  grief  the   hart  would  wound   &   dolfull 

domps  the  oppreffe, 
There  Mufick  with  her  filuer  foud  is  wont  with  fpede  to 

giue  redreffe : 
Of  troubled  minde  for  euery  fore  fwete  Mufick  hath  a  falue 

therfore. 

In  ioye  it  makes  our  mirth  abound,  in  grief  it  chers  our 

heauy  fprights, 
The  carcfull  head  releafe  hath  found,  by  Muficks  pleafant 

fwete  delights : 
Our  fences,  what  fhould    I    faie   more,    are  fubie<5l   vnto 

Muficks  lore. 
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The  Godds  by  Mufick  hath  their  praie,  the  foule  therein 

doeth  ioye, 
For  as  the  Romaine  Poets  faie,  in  feas,  whom  pirats  would 

deftroye, 
A  Dolphin  faued  from  death  moft  (harpe  Arion  plaiyngf  on 

his  harpe. 

A  heauenly  gift  that  turnes  the  minde,  like  as  the  fternc 

doth  rule  the  ship, 
Mufick,  whom  the  Gads  affigtidc  to  comfort  man,  whom 

cares  would  nip, 
Sith  thou  both  mu  &  bcaft  docft  moue,  what  %vire  man  tJit^n 

wil  thee  rcproue  ? 

FINIS.         M.  Edtvards. 


When  fage  UlinTes  failed  by 

The  perillous  feas,  where  Cirens  fyng, 

Hymfelf  vnto  the  maft  did  tye 

Left  their  alhiryng  tunes  might  bryng 

His  minde  on  maze,  and  make  hym  ftaic» 

And  he  with  his  become  their  praie. 

Uliffes,  O  thou  valiant  wight. 
It  femed  dame  Circes  loued  thee  well. 
What  tyme  flie  told  to  the  aright 
The  feas  wherein  the  Sirens  dwell : 
By  meane  where  [of],  againft  thy  faile, 
Their  fubtill  fongcs  could  not  prcuaile. 

Were  thou  anion  gs  vs  here  againcr 
And  heard  our  Sirens  mclodici 
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Not  Circes  (kill  nor  yet  thy  braine, 
Could  kepe  thee  from  their  trecherie  : 
Such  Sirens  haue  we  now  adaies, 
That  tempt  vs  by  a  thoufande  waies. 

Thei  fyng,  thei  daunce,  thei  fport,  thei  plaic, 
Thei  humbly  fall  vpon  their  knees, 
Thei  figh,  thei  fobb,  thei  prate,  thei  praie, 
With  fuch  diffemblyng  fhifts  as  thefe  : 
Thei  calculate,  thei  chaunt,  thei  charme, 
To  conquere  vs  that  meane  no  harme. 

Good  ladies  all  letts  ioyne  in  one, 
And  banifhe  cleane  this  Siren  kinde  : 
What  nede  we  yelde  to  heare  their  mone, 
Since  their  deceipt  we  daiely  finde. 
Let  not  your  harts  to  them  apply, 
Defie  them  all,  for  fo  will  I. 

And  if  where  Circes  now  doeth  dwell, 
You  wifht  you  witt  aduife  to  learne : 
Loe  I  am  (he  that  beft  can  tell 
Their  Sirens  fonges  and  them  difcerne : 
For  why  experience  yeldeth  fkill, 
To  me  that  fcapt  that  Sirens  ill. 

FINIS,  M,  Bew, 


55.  Fiiidyng  no  ioye,  he  defireth  death. 

The  cony  in  his  caue  the  Feret  doeth  anoye, 

And  flcying  thence  his  life  to  faue  himfelf  he  doeth  deftroye 
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His  Berrie  rounde  about  befett  with  hunters  fnares. 

So  that  when  he  to  fcape  darts  out,  is  caught  therein 

vnwares : 
Like  choife  poore  man  haue  I  to  bide  and  reft  in  loue, 
Or  els  from  thence  to  ftart  and  ftill  as  bad  a  death  to  proue. 

I  fee  in  loue  to  reft  vnkindneffe  doeth  purfue, 

To  rente  the  harte  out  of  his  breaft  whiche  is  a  louer  true : 

And  if  from  loue  I  ftarte,  as  one  that  loue  forfaks. 

Then  penfiue  thoughts  my  hart  doeth  perfe,  &  fo  my  life 

it  taks : 
Thus  then  to  fly  or  bide,  harde  is  the  choife  to  chufe. 
Since  death  hath  capde,  &  treahed  eche  fide,  &  faith  life 

now  refufe. 

Content  I  am  therefore  my  life  therein  to  fpende. 
And  death  I  take  a  falue  for  fore  my  wearie  daies  to  ende : 
And  thus  I  you  requeft,  that  faithfull  loue  profeffe, 
When  carcas  cafed  is  in  cheft,  and  bodie  laied  on  hears 
Your  brinifhe  teares  to  faue,  fuche  as  my  corfe  fhall  moue, 
And  therewith  write  vpon   my  graue,  behold   the    force 
of  loue. 

W.  H. 


Hope  zvell  and  haue  zvell. 

In  hope  the  Shipman  hoifeth  faile,  in  hope  of  paffagc  good. 
In  hope  of  health  the  fickly  man  doeth  fuffer  lofle  of  blood : 
In  hope  the  prifoner  linckt  in  chaines  hopes  libertie  to  finde. 
Thus  hope  breds  helth,  &  helth  breds  eafe  to  euery 
troubled  mynd. 
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In  hope  defire  getts  vi6lorie,  in  hope  greate  comfort  fpryngs, 
In  hope  the  louer  Hues  in  ioyes,  he  feares  no  dreadful!  ftyngs : 
In  hope  we  Hue,  and  maie  abide  fuche   ftormes  as  are 

aflignde, 
Thus   hope   breds   helth,   &    helth   breds  eafe  to  euery 

troubled  mind. 

In  hope  we  eafely  fuffer  harme,  in  hope  of  future  tyme, 
In  hope  of  fruite  the  pain  femes  fwete,  that  to  the  tree 

doeth  clime ; 
In  hope  of  loue   fuche   glory  growes,  as  now   by  profe 

I  finde, 
That    hope    breds   helth,   &   helth   breds  eafe  to  euery 

troubled  minde. 


He  repenteth  his  folly, 

Whc  firfl:  mine  eyes  did  vew  &  marke  thy  beutie  faire  for 

to  behold. 
And  whe  myne  eares  gan  firft  to  harke  the  pleafant  words 

y*  thou  me  told : 
I  would  as  the  I  had  been  free  fro  eares  to  heare  &  eyes 

tofe. 

And  when  my  hands  did  handle  oft,  that  might  thee  kepe 

in  memorie, 
And  when  my  feete  had  gone  fo  fofte  to  finde  and  haue 

thy  companie, 
I  would  eche  hand  a  foote  had  been,  and  eke  eche  foote  a 

hand  fo  fecn. 
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And  when  in  minde  I   did  confent  to  followe  thus  my 

fanfies  will, 
And  when  my  harte  did  firfl  relent  to  tad  fuche  baite 

myfelf  to  fpill, 
I  would  my  harte  had  been  as  thine,  or  els  thy  harte  as 

foft  as  myne. 

The  fhould   not   I   fuche  caufe  haue  foud  to  wifh   this 

moftrous  fight  to  fe, 
Nc  thoui  alasi  that  madeft  the  wounde,  fhould  not  deny  me 

remedy : 
Then  (hould  one  will  in  bothe  remain,  to  graut  one  hart 

whiche  now  is  twaine. 


He  reqiiejleth  fonie  fre^idly  comfort 
affirtnyng  his  conflancie. 

The  mountaines  hie  whofe   loftie  topps  doeth  mete  the 

hautie  fky, 
The  craggie  rocke,  that  to  the  fea  free  paflage  doeth  deny  : 
The  aged  Oke  that  doeth  refift  the  force  of  bluftryng  blaft, 
The  pleafant   herbe  that,  euery  where,  a  fragrant  fmell 

doeth  caft : 
The  Lyons  forfe  whofe  courage  ftout  declares  a  princelike 

might, 
The  Eagle  that  for  worthinefTe  is  borne  of  kyngs  in  fight : 
The  Serpent  eke  whofe  whofe  poifoned  waies  doeth  belche 

out  venim  vile, 
The  lothfome  Tode  that  fhunneth  light,  and  liueth  in  exile : 
Thefe,  thcfc,  I  faie  and  thoufands  more  by  trackt  of  tyme 

decaie, 
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And  like  to  tyme  doe  quite  confume  and  vade  from  forme 

to  claie :] 
But  my  true  harte  and  feruice  vowed,  (hall  lafte  tyme  out 

of  minde, 
And  ftill  remaines   as  thyne  by  dome,   as   Cupid   hath 

aflignde. 
My  faithe  loe  here  I  vowe  to  thee,  my  trothe  thou  knoweft 

right  well, 
My  goods  my  frends,  my  life  is  thyne,  what  neede  I  more 

to  tell  ? 
I  am  not  myne,  but  thyne  I  vowe,  thy  hefts  I  will  obeye. 
And  ferue  thee  as  a  feruaunt  ought,  in  pleafyng  if  I  maie : 
And  fithe  I  haue  no  fliyng  wyngs,  to  fee  thee  as  I  wifhe, 
Ne  finnes  to  cut  the  filuer  ftreames,  as  doeth  the  glidyng 

fiftie. 
Wherefore  leaue  now  foi^etfulneffe,  and  fende  againe  to  me. 
And  ftraine  thy  azured  vaines  to  write,  then  I  maie  gret- 

yng  fee : 
And  thus  farewell  more  deare  to  me,  then  chiefeft  frende 

I  haue, 
Whofe  Loue  in  harte  I  minde  to  (hrine,  till  death  his  fee 

doe  craue. 

FINIS,  M,  Edwardes, 


His  complaneih  his  mijhapp. 

Shall  rigour  raigne  where  ruth  hath  run,  fhall  fanfic  now 

forfake  ? 
Shall  fortune  lofe  that  fauour  wonne,  fhall  not  your  anger 

(lake  ? 
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Shall    hateful!   harte  be   had   in   you,   that   frendly  did 

pretende, 
Shall  flipper  thought  and  faithe  vntrue,  that  harte  of  yours 

defende  ? 

Shall  nature  fhewe  your  beautie  faire,  that  gentle  femes 

to  bee? 
Shall  frowardnefle  your  fancies  heire,  be  of  more  force 

then  rtie  ? 
Shall  now  difdaine  the  dragg  of  death,  direfle  and  leade 

the  waie  ? 
Shall  all  the  imps  vpon  the  yearth,  reioyce  at  my  decaie  ? 

Shall  this  the  feruice  of  my  youth,  haue  fuche  reward 

at  lafte  ? 
Shall  I  receiue  rigour  of  ruthe,  and  be  from  fauour  cade  ? 
Shall  I  therefore  berent  my  heares,  with  wights  that  wiflie 

to  dye  ? 
Or  (hall  I  bathe  my  felf  with  teares,  to  feedeyour  fickle  eye. 

No,  no,  I  fhall  in  paine  lye  ftill,  with  turtle  Doue  mod  true, 
And  vowe  my  felf  to  witt  and  will,  their  counfels  to  enfue : 
Good  Ladies  all  that  Louers  be,  and  that  to  be  pretende, 
Giue  place  to  witt,  let  reafon  feme,  your  enemie  to  defende. 

Left  that  you  thinke  as  I  haue  thought,  your  felf  to  ftroue 

in  vaine. 
And  fo  to  be  in  thraldome  brought,  with  me  to  fuffer  paine. 

FINIS.         M.  Hunnis. 
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No  foe  to  a  flatterer, 

I  would  it  were  not  as  I  thinke,  I  would  it  were  not  fo, 
I  am  not  blinde  although  I  winke,  I  feele  what  winds  doe 

blowe : 
I  knowe  where  crafte,   with  fmilyng  cheape,   creps   into 

boldned  breafte, 
I  heare  how  fained  fpeache  fpeaks  faire,  where  hatred  is 

poffefte. 
I  fee  the  Serpent  lye  and  lurcke,  vnder  the  greene  alowe, 
I  fee  hym  watch  a  tyme  to  worke,  his  poyfon  to  beftowe. 

In  frendly  lookes  fuche  fraude  is  founde,  as  faithe  for  feare 

is  fled, 
And  frendfhip  hath  receiude  fuche  wounde,  as  he  is  al- 

mofte  ded. 
And  hatefuU  harte  with  malice  greate,  fo  boiles  in  cankred 

mynde, 
That  flatterie  flearyng  in  the  face,  had  almofte  made  me 

blinde. 
But  now  I  fee  all  is  not  golde,  that  glittereth  in  the  eye, 
Nor  yet  fuche  frends  as  thei  profefle,  as  now  by  proofc 

I  trye. 

Though   fecret   fpight   by  crafte,   hath   made  a  coate  of 

Panter  fkin, 
And  thinks  to  finde  me  in  the  (hade,  by  fleight  to  wrapp 

me  in. 
Yet  God  bee  praifed  my  eye  is  cleare,  and  can  beholde 

the  Sunne  : 

o 
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When  falfhood  dare  not  once  appeare,  to  ende  that  be 

begunne, 
Thus  tyme  (hall  trie  the  thyng  amiffe,  whiche  God  faue 

fliortly  fende, 
And  tourne  the  harte  that  fained  is  to  bee  a  faithfull  frende. 

FINIS.  M,  Htmnis. 


His  comparifon  of  Lone, 

The  Spider  with  greate  (kill,  doeth  trauell  daie  by  daie. 
His  lymmes  no  tyme  lye  ft  ill,  to  fet  his  houfe  in  ftaie  : 
And  when  he  hath  it  wrought,  thinkyng  therein  to  raigne, 
H  blafte  of  winde  vnthought,  doeth  driue  it  doune  againe. 

The  proofe  whereof  is  true,  to  make  his  worke  indure, 
He  paines  hym  felf  a  newe,  in  hope  to  dwell  more  fure : 
And  in  fome  fecret  place,  a  corner  of  a  wall, 
He  frameth  hym  felf  a  pace,  to  builde  and  reft  withall. 

His  pleafure  fweete  to  ftaie,  when  he  to  reft  is  bent. 
An  ugly  (hamble  Flee,  approcheth  to  his  tent : 
And  here  entendes  by  force,  his  labours  greate  to  wun, 
Or  els  to  yelde  his  corfe,  by  fatall  death  therein. 

Thus  is  the  Spiders  neft,  from  tyme  to  tyme  throwne  downe. 
And  he  to  labour  preft,  with  endle(re  paine  vnknowne  : 
So  fuche  as  Louers  bee,  like  trauell  doe  attaine, 
Thofe  endle(re  works  ye  fee,  are  alwaies  full  of  paine. 

FINIS.  M.  Hunnis. 
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A  Loiters  ioye. 

I  haue  no  ioye,  but  dreame  of  ioye,  and  ioye  to  thinke 

on  ioye, 
A  ioye  I  withftoode,  for  to  enioye,  to  finiflie  myne  annoye, 
I  hate  not  without  caufe  alas,  yet  Loue  I  knowe  not  why, 
I  thought  to  hate,  I  can  not  hate,  although  that  I  fliould  dye. 
A  foe  mod  fweete,  a  frende  mode  fower,  I  ioye  for  to 

embrace. 
I    hate  the  wrong,   and   not  the  wight,  that  workt  my 

wofuU  cafe : 
What  thyng  it  is  I  knowe  not  I,  but  yet  a  thyng  there  is. 
That  in  my  fancie  ftill  perfwads,  there  is  no  other  bliffe. 
The  ioyes  of  life,  the  pangs  of  death,  it  make  me  feele 

eche  daie, 
But  life  nor  death,  this  humour  can,  deuife  to  weare  awaie. 
Faine  would  I  dye,  but  yet  in  death  no  hope  I  fee  remaines. 
And  Ihall  I  liue  i  fmce  life  I  fee,  a  courfe  of  forie  paines : 
What  is  it  then  that  I  doe  feeke,  what  ioye  would  I  afpire, 
A  thyng  that  is  deuine  belike,  to  high  for  mans  defire. 

FINIS.  F,  K. 


Euill  to  hym  that  ciiill  thinketh. 

The  fubtill  flilie  fleghts,  that  worldly  men  doe  woorke. 
The  friendly  (howes,  vnder  whofe  (hade,  mofte  craft  doeth 

often  lurke : 
Enforceth  me  alas,  with  yemfuU  voyce  to  faie, 
Wo  worthe  the  wilie  heads  that  feeks,  the  fimple  mans 

decaie. 
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The  birde  that  dreads  no  guile,  is  foneft  caught  in  fnare, 
Eche  gentle  harte  deuoide   of  crafte,  is   foneft   brought 

to  care : 
Good  nature  foneft  trapt,  whiche  giues  me  caufe  to  faie. 
Wo  worthe  the  wilie  heads,  that  feeks  the  fimple  mans 

decaie. 

I  fee  the  Serpent  vile,  that  lurkes  vnder  the  grene, 
How  fubtilly  he  fhroods  hym  felf,  that  he  maie  not  be  fene : 
And  yet  his  fofters  bane,  his  leryng  lookes  bewraie. 
Wo  worthe  the  wilie  heads  that  feeks,  the  fimple  mans 
decaie. 

Wo  worthe  the  feinyng  looks,  on  fauour  that  we  doe  waite, 
Wo  worthe  the  feined  frendly  harte,  that  harbours  deepe 

deceite : 
Wo  worth  the  Vipers  broode,  oh  thrife  wo  worthe  I  faie. 
All  worldlie  wilie  heads,  that  feeks  the  fimple  mans  decaie. 

FINIS,  M,  Edwardes. 


He  ajfuretk  his  C07ijla7icie. 

With  painted  fpeache  I  lift  not  proue,  my  cunnyng   for 

to  trie, 
Nor  yet  will  vfe  to  fill  my  penne,  with  gilefull  flatterie : 
With  pen  in  hand,   &    hart   in   breft,  fhall    faithful   pro- 

mife  make 
To  loue  you  befte,  and  ferue  you  mofte,  by  your  great 

vertuts  fake. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


The  Paradyfe  of  dayntye  devifes.  lOi 

And  fure  dame  Nature  hath  you  deckt  with  gifts  aboue 

the  refte, 
Let  not  Difdaine  a  harbour  finde,  within  your  noble  brefte : 
For  Loue  hath  lead  his  lawe  alike,  to  men  of  eche  degree, 
So  that  the  Begger  with  the  Prince,  (hall  Loue  as  well  as  he. 

I  am  no  Prince  I  mufte  confeffe,  nor  yet  of  Princes  line, 
Nor  yet  a  brutifhe  Begger  borne,  that  feeds  emong  the 

Swine : 
The  fruite  fhall  trie  the  Tree  at  lafte,  the  bloffomes  good 

or  no, 
Then  doe  not.iudge  of  me  the  worfe,  till  you  haue  tried 

me  fo. 

As  I  deferue,  fo  then  reward,  I  make  you  iudge  of  all, 

If  I  be  falfe  in  woorde  or  deede,  let  Lightnyng  Thunder 

fall.: 
And  Furies  fell  with  franticke  fitts,  bereue  and  ftay  my 

breathe. 
For  an  example  to  the  refte,  if  I  fhall  breake  my  faithe. 

FINIS.  M.  Hnnnis, 


Complainyng  his  inijliapp  to  his  frendey  he  complaineth 
wittely, 

A.  The  fire  (hall  freze,  the  froft  (hall  frie  the  frozen  mou- 

tains  hie. 

B.  What  ftraunge  things  hath  dame  natures  force,  to  turne 

her  courfe  awrie. 
A,  My  Loue  hath  me  left,  and  taken  a  newe  man  : 
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B.  This  is  not  ftraunge,  it  happes  ofte  tymes,  the  truthe 

to  fcan, 
A.  The  more  is  my  paine,  B,  her  Loue  then  refraine. 
A,  Who  thought  fhe  would  flitt     B.  eche  one  that  hath 

witt, 

A.  Is  this  not  ftraxinge,  B.  light  Loue  will  chaunge. 

A.  By  fkilfull  meanes  I  here  reclaime,  to  ftoope  vnto 
my  lure, 

B.  Suche  haggarde  Haukes  will  foare  awaie,  of  them  who 

can  be  fure 

A.  With  filuer  bells  and  hoode,  my  ioye  was  her  to  decke, 

B.  She  was  full  gorgde,  (he  would  the  foner  giue  the  checke, 
A,  The  more  is  my  paine,  B,  her  Loue  then  refraine : 

A,  Who  thought  fhe  would  flitt,  B.  eche  one  that  hath  witt, 

A,  Is  not  this  ftraunge,  B.  light  Loue  will  chaunge. 

A.  Her  chirpyng  lips  (hould  chirpe  to  me,  fwete  words 
of  her  defire, 

B.  Suche  chirpyng  birdes  who  euer  fawe,  to  preach  ftill  on 

one  brire, 

A,  She  faied  fhe  loued  me  befte,  and  would  not  till  fhe  die. 

B.  She  faied  in  wordes,  fhe  thought  it  not,  as  tyme  doetli 

trie. 
A,  The  more  is  my  paine,  B.  her  Loue  then  refraine : 
A,  Who  thought  fhe  would  flitt,  B.  eche  one  that  hath  witt, 

A,  Is  not  this  ftraunge,  B.  light  Loue  will  chaunge. 

A,  Can  no  man  winne  a  woman  fo,  to  make  her  Loue 
endure, 

B.  To  make  the  Foxe  his  wiles  to  leaue,  what  man  will 

put  in  vre } 
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A,  Why  then  there  is  no  choife,  but  all  women  will  chaunge, 

B.  As  men  doe  vfe,  fo  fome  women  doe  Loue  to  raunge. 
A,  The  more  is  my  paine,  B,  her  Loue  then  refraine, 

A.  Who  thought  Ihe  would  flitt,  B.  eche  one  that  hath  witt : 
A,  Is  not  this  ftraunge,  B,  light  Loue  will  chaunge. 

A.  Sith  flipper  gaine  falles  to  my  lot,  farewell  that  glidyng 

praie. 

B.  Sith  that  the  dice  doeth  runne  awrie,  betymes  leaue  of 

thy  plaie. 

A,  I  will  no  more  lamente,  the  thyng  I  male  not  haue, 

B.  Then  by  exchaunge  the  lofle  to  come,  all  (halt  thou  faue. 
A.  Loue  will  I  refraine,  B,  thereby  thou  (halt  gaine, 

A,  With  lofle  I  will  leaue,  B,  flie  will  thee  deceiue : 
A,  That  is  not  ftraunge,  B.  then  let  her  raunge. 

FINIS.        M.  Edwardes. 

No  paines  comparable  to  his  attempt 

Like  as  the  dolefull  Doue,  delights  alone  to  bee,  v/' 

And  doeth  refufe  the  bloumed  branche,  chufyng  the  leaf- 

lefle  tree. 
Whereon  wailyng  his  chaunce,  with  bitter  teares  befprent, 
Doeth  with  his  bill,  his  tender  breafte  ofte  pearfe  and  all 

to  rent. 
Whofe  greeuous  gronyngs  tho  :  whofe  grips  of  pinyng  paine, 
Whofe  gaftly  lookes,  whofe  bloudie  ftreams  out  flowyng 

fro  ech  vain. 
Whofe  fallyng  from  the  tree,  whofe  pantyng  on  the  grounde, 
Examples  bee  of  myne  eftate,  tho  there  appere  no  wounde. 

FINIS,  W.  Hunnis, 
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He  repent €th  his  follie, 

Alacke  when  I  looke  backe,  vpon  my  youth  thatz  pafte, 
And  deepely  ponder  youthes  offence,  and  youths  reward 

at  lafte. 
With  fighes  and  teares  I  faie,  O  God  I  not  denie, 
My  youth  with  follie  hath  deferued,  with  follie  for  to  die. 
But  yet  if  euer  fynfuU  man,  might  mercie  moue  to  ruthe, 
Good  Lorde  with  mercie  doo  forgiue,  the  follies  of  my 

youthe. 

In  youth  I  rangde  the  feelds,  where  vices  all  did  growe, 
In  youth  alas  I  wanted  grace,  fuche  vife  to  ouerthrowe, 
In  youth  what  I  thought  fweete,  mode  bitter  now  do  finde, 
Thus  hath  the  follies  of  my  youth,  with  folly  kept  me  blind 
Yet  as  the  Egle  cafts  her  bill,  whereby  her  age  renueth, 
So  Lorde  with  mercie  doe  forgiue,  the  follies  of  my  youth. 

FINIS,  M,  Hunnis, 


No  pleafure  witfwut  fome  paine. 

How  can  the  tree  but  waft,  and  wither  awaie. 

That  hath  not  fometyme  comforte  of  the  Sunne  : 

How  can  that  flower  but  fade,  and  fone  decaie. 

That  alwaies  is  with  darcke  clouds  runne. 

Is  this  a  life,  naye  death  you  male  it  call, 

That  feeles  eche  paine,  and  knoweth  no  ioye  at  all. 

What  foodleffe  beaft  can  liue  long  in  good  plight } 
Or  is  it  life,  where  fences  there  be  none : 
Or  what  auaileth  eyes  without  their  light  ? 
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Or  els  a  tongue,  to  hym  that  is  alone  ? 
Is  this  a  life  ?  naye  death  you  maie  it  call, 
That  feeles  eche  paine,  and  knowes  no  ioy  at  all. 

Wherto  ferue  eares,  if  that  there  be  no  found 
Or  fuche  a  head,  where  no  deuife  doeth  growe : 
But  all  of  plaints,  fince  forrowe  is  the  grounde, 
Whereby  the  harte  doeth  pine  in  deadlie  woe. 
Is  this  a  life,  naye  death  you  maie  it  call, 
That  feles  eche  paine,  and  knowes  no  ioy  at  al. 

FINIS,  L,  Vaux, 


Thefruite  of feined  frendes. 

In  choife  of  frends  what  hap  had  I,  to  chufe  one  of 

Cires  kind 
Whofe  harpe,  whofe  pipe,  whofe  melody  could  fede  my 

ears  &  make  me  blind 
Whofe  pleafant  voice  made  me  forget,  y^  in  fure  truft  is 

gret  deceit. 

In  truft  I  fee  is  treafon  founde,  and  man  to  man  deceit- 
full  is. 

And  where  as  treafure  doeth  abounde,  of  flatterers  there 
doe  not  mifle : 

Whofe  painted  fpeach,  &  outward  (howe,  do  feme  as  frends 
&  be  not  fo. 

Would  I  haue  thought  in  thee  to  be,  the  nature  of  the 
Crocadill : 
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Whiche  if  a   man   a   flepe  maie  fee,  with  bloudie  thirft 

defires  to  kill : 
And  then  with  teares  a  while  gan  wepe,  the  death  of  him 

thus  flain  a  flepe 

O  fauell  falfe,  thou  traitor  borne,  what  mifchief  more 

might  yu  deuife 
Then  thy  deare  frend  to  haue  in  fcorne,  &  him  to  wound 

in  fundry  wife 
Which  ftill  a  frende  pretends  to  bee,  and  are  not  fo  by 

proofe  I  fee. 

Fie,  fie  vpon  fuch  trecherie.         W.  H, 

If  fuche  falfe  Shippes  doe  haunte  the  rtiore, 

Strike  doune  the  faile  and  truft  no  more.      M,  Edwardes. 


A  dialogue  betwene  a  Gentleman  and  his  Loue. 

A.  Shall  I  no  waie  winne  you,  to  graunt  my  defire  } 

B,  What  woman  will  graunt  you,  the  thyng  you  require : 

A,  You  onely  to  Loue  me,  is  all  that  I  craue, 

B,  You  onely  to  leaue  me,  is  all  I  would  haue. 

A.  My  deare  alas,  now  faie  not  fo, 

B,  To  Loue  you  befte,  I  muft  faie  no : 

A.  Yet  will  I  not  flitt,  B,  then  plaie  on  the  bitt. 

B.  I  will,  B,  doe  ftill,  A,  yet  kill  not,  B,  I  will  not. 
A,  Make  me  your  man,  B,  beftrewe  me  than. 

A,  The  fwifter  I  followe,  then  you  flie  awaie, 

B,  Swift  hauks  in  their  fliyng,  oft  tymes  miffe  their  praie, 
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A,  Yet  fome  killeth  deadly,  that  flie  to  the  marke  : 

B,  You  (hall  touche  no  feather,  thereof  take  no  carke. 
A.  Yet  hope  fhall  further  my  defire, 

P.  You  blowe  the  coales,  and  raife  no  fire. 

A,  Yet  will  I  not  flitt,  B,  then  plaie  on  the  bitt, 

B,  I  will,  B.  doe  ftill,  A.  yet  kill  not,  B.  I  will  not, 
A,  Make  me  your  man,  B.  beftirewe  me  than. 

A,  To  Loue  is  no  daunger,  where  true  Loue  is  ment, 

B.  I  will  Loue  no  ranger,  leaft  that  I  repent : 

A.  My  Loue  is  no  raunger,  I  make  God  auow, 

B.  To  truft  your  fmothe  faiyngs,  I  fure  knowe  not  how. 

A,  Mofte  truthe  I  meane,  as  tyme  (hall  well  trie, 

B,  No  truthe  in  men,  I  ofte  efpie, 

A.  Yet  will  I  not  flitt,  B,  then  plaie  on  the  bitt. 

B,  I  will,  B.  doe  ftill.  A,  yet  kill  not,  B,  I  will  not, 
A,  Make  me  your  man,  B,  befhrewe  me  than. 

A.  Some  women  maie  faie  naie,  and  meane  Loue  mofte  true, 

B,  Some  women  can  make  fooles,  of  as  wife  men  as  you. 

A,  In  tyme  I  ftiall  catche  you,  I  knowe  when  and  where  : 

B.  I  will  fone  difpatche  you,  you  ftiall  not  come  there. 

A.  Some  fpeds  at  length,  that  ofte  haue  mifte, 

B,  I  am  well  armde,  come  when  you  lifte. 

A,  Yet  will  I  not  flitt,  B.  then  plaie  on  the  bitt. 
A.  I  will,  B,  doe  ftill,  A.  yet  kill  not,  B,  I  will  not, 
A,  Make  me  your  man,  B.  beftirewe  me  than. 

A,  Yet  worke  your  kinde  kindly,  graunt  me  Loue  for  Loue, 

B,  I  will  vfe  you  frendly,  as  I  ftiall  you  proue  : 

A.  Mofte  true  you  ftiall  finde  me,  I  this  doe  proteft, 
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B,  Then  fure  you  (hall  binde  me,  to  graunte  your  requeft. 

A.  O  happie  threede,  now  haue  I  fpunne, 

B,  You  fyng  before  the  conqueft  wonne 

A,  Why  then,  will  you  fwarue,  B,  euen  as  you  defame  : 
A.  Loue  ftill,  B.  I  will,  A.  yet  kill  not,  B.  I  will  not, 
A,  Make  me  your  man,  B,  come  to  me  than. 

FINIS.  M.  Edwardes. 


Exclatnyng  vpon  kis  imkinde  Loue,  his  frende  replieth 
wittely, 

M,  What  death  maie  bee,  compared  vnto  Loue  ? 

H.  What  grief  therein,  now  doeft  thou  proue  ? 

M.  My  paines  alas,  who  can  expreffe, 

H,  I  fee  no  caufe  of  heauineffe. 

M,  My  Ladies  looks,  my  woe  hath  wrought : 

H,  Then  blame  thyne  eyes,  that  firft  hath  fought, 

M,  I  burne  alas,  and  blowe  the  fire, 

H.  A  foole  confumes  by  his  defire, 

M.  What  (hall  I  doe  than  ?  ff.  come  out  and  thou  can. 

M.  Alas  I  die.  If,  what  remedie. 

M,  My  fugred  fweete,  is  mixed  with  gall, 

H,  Thy  Ladie  can  not  doe  with  all : 

M,  The  more  I  feeke,  the  leffe  I  finde, 

H,  Then  ftriue  not  with  the  flreame  and  wind. 

M,  Her  muft  I  Loue,  although  I  fmarte. 

If.  With  her  owne  fworde,  thou  flaieft  thy  hart 

M.  Suche  pleafaunt  baits,  who  can  refraine, 

H,  Suche  baits  will  fure  breede  thee  greate  paine. 

M,  What  fhall  I  doe  than  }  If.  Come  out  and  thou  can. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


The  Paradyfe  of  dayntye  devifes,  109 

M.  Alas  I  die,  H,  what  remedie. 

M.  Her  golden  beames,  myne  eyes  doe  daze, 

H,  Vpon  the  Sunne  thou  maieft  not  gaze  : 

M.  She  might  rewarde  my  cruell  fmarte, 

H,  She  thinks  thou  hardft  a  fained  harte, 

M.  She  laughs  to  heare  my  wofull  cries, 

H,  Forfake  her  then,  in  tyme  bee  wife  : 

M.  No,  no,  alas,  that  maie  not  bee, 

H,  No  wife  man  then,  will  pitie  thee, 

M,  What  (hall  I  doe  than  ?  H,  come  out  and  thou  can. 

M,  Alas  I  die,  H.  what  remedie. 

M.  A  liuyng  death,  loe  thus  I  proue, 

H.  Suche  are  the  fruits  of  froward  Loue : 

M.  O  that  I  might  her  Loue  once  gaine, 

H.  Thy  gaine  would  not,  halfe  quite  the  paine. 

M,  Her  will  I  Loue,  though  (he  be  coye, 

H.  A  foole  hym  felf,  will  ftill  annoye : 

M.  Who  will  not  die,  for  fuche  a  one  ? 

H,  Bee  wife  at  length  let  her  alone : 

M,  I  can  not  doe  fo,  H,  then  be  thy  owne  fo, 

M.  Alas  I  die,  H,  what  remedie. 

FINIS.  E.  S, 

The  complaint  of  a  Louer,  wearyng 
Blacke  and  Taunie, 

A  Croune  of  Bales  (hall  that  man  weare, 
That  triumphs  ouer  me : 
For  Blacke  and  Taunie  will  I  weare, 
Whiche  mournyng  coulers  bee. 
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The  more  I  followe  on,  the  more  (he  fled  awaie, 
As  Daphne  did  full  long  agoe,  Apollos  wiftifull  praie : 
The  more  my  plaints  refounde,  the  leffe  flie  pities  me, 
The  more  I  fought,   the  lefTe  I  founde,  that  myne  she 
meant  to  be. 

Melpomene,  alas  with  doleful!  tunes  helpe  than. 
And  fyng  Bis  woe  worthe  on  me  forfaken  man : 
Then  Daphnes  Baies  shall  that  man  weare,  that  triumphs 

ouer  me, 
For  Blacke  and  Taunie  will  I  weare,  whiche  moumyng 

colours  be. 

Droune  me  you  tricklyng  teares,  you  wailefuU  wights 

of  woe, 
Come  helpe  thefe  hands  to  rent  my  heares,  my  rewfull  hap 

to  showe  : 
On  whom  the  fcorchyng  flames  of  Loue,  doeth  fede  you  fee, 
Ah  a  lalalant  ida  my  deare  Dame,  hath  thus  tormented  me. 

Wherefore  you   Mufes  nine,  with  dolefull  tunes  helpe 

than, 
And  fyng  Bis  woe  worthe  on  me  forfaken  man  : 
Then  Daphnes  Baies  shall  that  man  weare,  that  triumphs 

ouer  me. 
For  Blacke  and  Taunie  will  I  weare,  whiche  mournyng 

colours  be. 

An  Ancres  life  to  leade,  with  nailes  to  fcratche  my  graue, 
Where  yearthly  wormes  on  me  (hall  feede,  is  all  the  ioyes 
I  craue : 
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And  hide  my  felf  from  fhame,  fithe  that  myne  eyes  doe  fee, 
Ah  a  lalalant  ida  my  deare  dame,  hath  thus  tormented  me. 

And  all  that  prefent  bee,  with  dolefull  tunes  helpe  than  : 
And  fyng  Bis  woe  worthe  on  me,  forfaken  man, 

FINIS.  E,  O. 


Findyng  no  releef  he  complaineth  thus, 

Inqueft  of  my  releef,  I  finde  diftreffe, 
In  recompence  of  Loue,  mofte  deepe  disdaine : 
My  languor  fuche,  as  words  maie  not  expreffe, 
A  (bower  of  teares,  my  watriflie  eye  doeth  raine. 
I  dreame  of  this,  and  doe  deuine  of  woe, 
I  wander  in  the  thoughtes  of  my  fweete  foe. 

I  would  no  peace,  the  caufe  of  warre  I  flie, 
I  hope,  I  feare,  I  burne,  I  chill  in  Frofte : 
I  lye  a  lowe,  yet  mounts  my  mynde  on  hie. 
Thus  doubtfull  ftormes,  my  troubled  thoughts  haue  tofte, 
And  for  my  paine,  this  pleafure  doe  I  proue, 
I  hate  my  felf,  and  pine  in  others  Loue. 

The  worlde  I  grafpe,  yet  holde  I  nought  at  all, 
At  libertie  I  feme,  in  prifon  pent : 
I  tafte  the  fweete,  more  fower  then  bitter  gall, 
My  ftiipp  femes  founde,  and  yet  her  ribbs  be  rent. 
And  out  alas,  on  Fortune  falfe  I  crie, 
Looke  what  I  craue,  that  ftill  (he  doeth  denie. 
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Bothe  life  and  death,  be  equall  vnto  me, 
I  doe  defire  to  die,  yet  craue  I  life. 
My  witts  with  fondrie  thoughts  doe  difagree, 
My  felf  am  with  my  felf  at  mortall  ftrife. 
As  warmth  of  Sunne,  doeth  melte  the  filuer  Snowe, 
The  heate  of  Loue,  beholde  confumes  me  fo. 

FINIS,  R,  HalL 


A  Louer  difdained,  complaineth. 

If  euer  man  had  loue  to  dearly  bought, 
Lo  I  am  he  that  plaies  within  her  maze : 
And  finds  no  waie,  to  get  the  fame  I  fought. 
But  as  the  Dere  are  driuen  vnto  the  gaze. 
And  to  augment  the  grief  of  my  defire. 
My  felf  to  burne,  I  blowe  the  fire : 
But  (hall  I  come  nye  you  ? 
Of  force  I  mufl;  flie  you. 

What  death  alas,  maie  be  compared  to  this, 
I  praie  within  the  maze  of  my  fweete  foe : 
And  when  I  would  of  her  but  craue  a  kis, 
Difdaine  enforceth  her  awaie  to  goe. 
My  felf  I  checke :  yet  do  I  twifte  the  twine, 
The  pleafure  hers,  the  paine  is  myne, 
But  (hall  I  come  nye  you  } 
Of  force  I  muft  flie  you. 

You  courtly  wights,  that  wants  you  pleafaunt  choyfe, 
Lende  me  a  floud  of  teares,  to  waile  my  chaunce  : 
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Happie  are  thei  in  Loue,  that  can  reioyfe, 

To  their  greate  paines,  where  Fortune  doeth  aduaiince. 

But  fith  my  fute  alas,  can  not  preuaile, 

Full  fraight  with  care,  in  grief  ftill  will  I  waile : 

Sith  you  will  nedes  flie  me, 

I  maie  not  come  nye  you. 

FINIS.  L.  Vaiix. 


Beyng  in  LoJie  he  contplaineth. 

If  care  or  fkill,  could  conquere  vaine  defire, 

Or  reafons  raignes,  my  ftrong  affection  ftaie 

Then  (hould  my  fighs  to  quiet  breft  retire, 

And  fhunne  fuche  fignes,  as  fecret  thoughts  bewraie. 

Vncomely  Loue,  whiche  now  lurks  in  my  breaft, 

Should  ceafe  my  grief,  through  wifedomes  power  oppreft. 

But  who  can  leaue,  to  looke  on  Venus  face  ? 
Or  yeldeth  not,  to  Junos  high  eftate: 
What  witt  fo  wife,  as  giues  not  Pallas  place, 
Thefe  vertues  rare,  eche  God  did  yelde  amate. 
Saue  her  alone,  who  yet  on  yearth  doeth  raigne, 
Whofe  beauties  ftryng,  no  God  can  well  deftraine. 

What  worldly  wight,  can  hope  for  heauenly  hire. 
When  onely  fights,  muft  make  his  fecret  mone: 
A  filent  fute,  doeth  felde  to  grace  afpire. 
My  hapleffe  happ  doeth  roule  the  reftleffe  ftone. 
Yet  Phebe  faire,  difdainde  the  heauens  aboue, 
To  ioye  on  yearth,  her  poore  End  im  ions  loue. 

Q 
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Rare  is  reward,  where  none  can  iuftly  craue, 

For  chaunce  is  choife,  where  reafon  maks  no  claime: 

Yet  lucke  fometymes,  difpairyng  foules  doeth  faue, 

A  happie  Starre  made  Giges  ioye  attaine. 

A  flauiflie  Smithe,  of  rude  and  rafcall  race, 

Founde  meanes  in  tyme,  to  gaine  a  Goddes  grace. 

Then  loftie  Loue,  thy  facred  failes  aduaunce, 
My  fithyng  feas  (hall  flowe  with  ftreames  of  teares : 
Amidds  difdaine,  driue  forthe  my  doleful!  chaunce, 
A  valiaunt  mynde,  no  deadly  daunger  feares. 
Who  loues  alofte,  and  fetts  his  harte  on  hie, 
Deferues  no  paine,  though  he  doe  pine  and  die. 

FINIS,  E.  O. 


A  Loiter  reieiled,  complaineth. 

The  tricklyng  teares,  that  failes  along  my  cheeks, 
The  fecret  fighs,  that  fliewes  my  inwarde  grief: 
The  present  paines  perforce  that  Loue  aye  feeks, 
Bidds  me  renewe,  my  cares  without  relief. 
In  wofuU  fong  in  dole  difplaie, 
My  penfiue  harte  for  to  bewraie. 

Bewraie  thy  grief,  thy  wofull  harte  with  fpeede, 
Refigne  thy  voyce,  to  her  that  caufde  thy  woe: 
With  irkfome  cries,  bewaile  thy  late  doen  deede, 
For  fhe  thou  loueft,  is  fure  thy  mortall  foe, 
And  helpe  for  thee,  there  is  none  fure, 
But  ftill  in  paine,  thou  muft  endure. 
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The  ftriken  Deare  hath  helpe  to  heale  his  wounde, 
The  haggerd  Hawke,  with  toyle  is  made  full  tame : 
The  ftrongeft  Tower,  the  Canon  laies  on  grounde, 
The  wifeft  witt,  that  euer  had  the  fame. 
Was  thrall  to  Loue,  by  Cupids  fleights, 
Then  waie  my  cafe  with  equall  weights. 

She  is  my  ioye,  fhe  is  my  care  and  wo, 
She  is  my  paine,  fhe  is  my  eafe  therefore: 
She  is  my  death,  (he  is  my  life  alfo, 
She  is  my  falue,  fhe  is  my  wounded  fore. 
In  fine,  fhe  hath  the  hande  and  knife, 
That  male  both  faue,  and  ende  my  life. 

And  fhall  I  Hue  on  yearth  to  be  her  thrall } 
And  fhall  I  fue,  and  ferue  her  all  in  vaine } 
And  kiffe  the  flepps,  that  fhe  letts  fall, 
And  (hall  I  praie  the  Gods,  to  keepe  the  painc. 
From  her,  that  is  fo  cruell  flill. 
No,  no,  on  her  woorke  all  your  will. 

And  let  her  feele  the  power  of  all  your  might 
And  let  her  haue  her  mofle  defire  with  fpeede : 
And  let  her  pine  awaie,  bothe  daie  and  night, 
And  let  her  mone,  and  none  lament  her  neede, 
And  let  all  thofe,  that  fhall  her  fee, 
Defpife  her  flate,  and  pitie  me. 

FINIS.  E,  0, 
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Not  attainyng  to  his  dejire,  he  complaineth, 

I  am  not  as  feme  to  bee,  nor  when  I  fmile,  I  am  not  glad  : 
A  thrall  although  you  count  me  free,  I  mofte  in  mirth, 

moft  peflue  fad  : 
I  fmile  to  (hade  my  bitter  fpight,  as  Haniball  that  fawe  in 

fight: 
His  coiitre  foile  with  Carthage  toune:  by  Romain  force 

defaced  doun. 

And  Cefar  that  prefented  was,  with  noble  Pompeis  princely 

heade, 
As  twere  fome  iudge  to  rule  the  cace,  a  flould  of  teares  he 

femde  to  fhed 
Although  in  deede  it  fprong  of  ioye,  yet  other  thought  it 

was  annoye, 
Thus  contraries  be  vfed  I  finde,  of  wife  to  cloke  the  couert 

mynde. 

I  Haniball  that  fmiles  for  grief,  and  let  you  Cefars  grief 

fuffice, 
The  one  that  laughs  at  his  mifchief,  the  other  all  for  ioye 

that  cries : 
I  fmile  to  fee  me  fcorned  fo,  you  weepe  for  ioye  that  fee 

me  woe, 
And  I  a  harte  by  Loue  flaine  deade,  prefents  in  place  of 

Pompeis  head. 

O  cruell  happ,  and  harde  eftate,  that  forceth  me  to  loue 

my  fo, 
Accurfed  bee  fo  foule  a  fate,  my  choyfe  for  to  prefixe  it  fo  : 
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So  long  to  fight  with  fecret  fore,  and  finde  no  fecret  falue 

therefore, 
Some,  urge  their  paine  by  plaint  I  finde,  but  I  in  vain  doe 

breathe  my  winde. 

FINIS,  E.  Ox. 


His  mynde  not  quietly  fetled,  he  writeth  thus, 

Euen  as  the  waxe  doeth  melte,  or  devve  eonfume  awaie 
Before  the  Sunne,  fo  I  behold  through  carefull  thoughts 

decaie : 
For  my  beft  lucke  leads  me,  to  fuche  finifter  ftate, 
That  I  doe  wafte  with  others  Loue,  that  hath  my  felf 

in  hate. 
And  he  that  beats  the  bulhe,  the  wiftied  birde  not  getts, 
But  fuche  I  fee  as  fitteth  ftill,  and  holds  the  foulyng  netts. 

The  Drone  more  Honie  fucks,  that  laboureth  not  at  all, 
Then  doeth  the  Bee,  to  whofe  mofte  paine,  leaft  pleafure 

doeth  befall : 
The  Gardner  fowes  the  feeds,  whereof  the  flowers  doe  growe, 
And  others  yet  doe  gather  them,  that  tooke  lefle  paine 

I  knowe. 
So  I  the  pleafaunt  Grape  haue  pulled  from  the  Vine, 
And  yet  I  languifli  in  g^eate  thirfke,  while  others  drinke 

the  wine. 

Thus  like  a  wofull  wight,  I  woue  the  webb  of  woe, 
The  more  I  would  weede  out  my  cares,  the  more  they 
feme  to  growe  : 
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The  whiche  betokeneth  forfaken  is  of  me. 

That  with  the  carefull    Culuer    climes,   the  wome   and 

withered  tree. 
To  entertaine  my  thoughts,  and  there  my  happ  to  mone, 
That  neuer  am  leffe  idle  loe,  then  when  I  am  alone. 

FINIS,  E,  Ox, 

Verfes  written  of  20.  good  precepts,  at  the  reqiiejl  of  his 
Efpeciall  good freettd  and  kinfemany  M,  Robart  Cudden 
of  Grayes  Inne, 

Olde  frendfhip  binds  (though  faine  I  would  refufe) 
In  this  difcourfe,  to  pleafe  your  honeft  mind  : 
For  truft  me  frend,  the  counfeling  words  I  vfe, 
Are  rather  forft  of  caufe,  then  come  of  kind. 

Your  theames  are  fhort,  and  yet  in  fubftance  large, 
As  of  the  leaft,  fome  would  a  volume  write, 
The  firft,  Sarue  God,  a  feruice  of  fuch  charge, 
As  should  not  be,  forflowed  day  or  night. 

For  what  we  do  is  prefent  in  his  eye. 

Well  doing  then,  he  muft  with  grace  regard  : 

And  vfmg  courfe:  if  he  ill  doing  fpye, 

He  can  not  but,  the  leude  with  wrath  reward. 

Obey  thy  Prince,  or  Tyborne  coole  thy  pride, 
The  head  commaunds,  the  feete  to  goe  or  (lay; 
So  we  our  prince,  euen  as  our  head  and  guide. 
In  what  she  wils,  of  dewty  muft  obey. 
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Like  well  thyfrende,  but  trye  him  are  thou  loue, 
For  frends,  we  may,  to  iEfopes  tongues  compare ; 
The  faithful  frende,  no  fortune  can  remoue, 
The  fayre  mouth  foe  in  neede,  doth  feede  thy  care. 

Shun  many  words,  a  fentence  short  and  fwete, 
For  lauish  fpeach,  is  caufe  of  much  vnreft : 
It  makes  men  oft,  their  freendes  in  forrow  meete, 
And  beaft  aplyde,  fayre  words,  fyld  bides  the  teft. 

Auoyde  anger ^  or  looke  to  liue  in  woe, 
The  harbraine  Jade,  is  far  more  fpurd  and  beat: 
Then  cooler  horfe,  which  meaner  mettel  shoe, 
The  like  reward  the  hafty  man  doth  geat. 

Appeafe  debatey  an  honeft  worke  in  troth, 
Muche  phificke  oft,  increafeth  fickly  qualmes: 
Recounting  wronges,  fo  many  makes  fo  wroth 
As  Hues,  leagwes,  armes,  are  often  dealt  for  almes. 

Be  merciful  haue  Diues  scourge  in  mind, 
None  Hues  fo  iuft,  but  fome  way  doth  offend : 
Then  cruel  man  what  fauor  shouldft  thou  find, 
When  thou  thy  eares  to  pitie  will  not  bend. 

Slaunder  no  man,  mirth  is  a  leach  to  mone. 
Health,  phyfick  helpes,  fortune  reftoreth  welth: 
But  honeft  fame,  by  flaunder  fpoyld  and  gone. 
Health,  wealth,  nor  myrth,  can  fatisfy  the  ftealth. 

Report  the  Truth,  once  there  one  tryal  ftandes, 
Note  wel,  the  fall  of  good  Sufannas  foes: 
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Vpon  thy  lyfe  oft  lyeth  life  and  lands, 

A  wayghty  charge,  leaft  thou  the  truth  difclofe. 

Take  heede  of  drinke,  therin  much  mifchefe  lyes, 
It  doth  difclofe  the  feacrets  of  the  breaft  : 
What  worfe  account,  then  fornone  to  be  wife, 
When  none  is  paft  to  be  eftemed  a  beaft. 

Difdayne  no  man^  miffe  iudgement  often  blindes. 
All  is  not  fyre,  like  flame,  that  feemes  to  blaze: 
Once  homely  weades,  oft  hides  more  gallant  mindes, 
Then  gawdy  cotes,  which  fets  each  eye  to  gafe. 

Thy  fecreates  keepe,  or  make  thy  felfe  a  flaue, 
The  babling  foole,  is  made  a  iefting  (lock: 
When  clofely  men  account,  and  credit  haue. 
Then  beaft  y^  thou  thy  tongue  with  fylence  locke. 

Try  ere  thou  trujl,  thy  fayth  leaft  falfehod  quite, 
The  Crocadill  with  teares  doth  win  her  praye, 
The  flattrer  fo,  doth  seeme  a  faynt  in  fight, 
To  cut  thy  throte,  in  abfence  if  he  may. 

Cherifh  the poore,  a  worke  in  nature  due. 
Brute  beaftes  releue,  the  feable  of  their  kind. 
Then  man  for  fhame,  with  fucker  fee  thou  rue, 
Of  man  dyftreft,  the  ficke,  the  lame,  or  blind. 

Ayde  honefl  mindes,  and  prayfe  fhal  pay  thy  meede. 
The  fubtil  wretch  for  pence,  with  fraude  will  fiftie: 
The  honeft  man,  had  rather  ftarue  in  neede. 
Then  by  deceit,  to  feede  difhoneft  wifli. 
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Shun  wanton  Dames,  as  Sirens  they  intice 
Both  body  and  purfe,  they  witch  wound  and  waft, 
And  in  the  end  (for  all  this  fawcy  price) 
There  fweete  delites,  of  fower  repentance  taft. 

Sucker  foiildiers.     They  watch  to  keepe  thy  wealth, 
In  wars  they  ferue,  that  thou  in  peace  maift  feede: 
Then  if  throwe  lacke,  the  fouldier  Hue  by  ftelth, 
I  wiftie  a  churle  fayre  hanged  in  his  ftead. 

Strangers  fauor  thy  fortune  is  vnknowne, 

In  youth  or  age,  none  Hues  but  needes  a  freend: 

And  vfing  grace,  if  thou  be  ouerthrowne, 

Thou  yet  mayft  hope,  thy  greefe  with  grace  to  end. 

Prouide  for  age,  or  looke  to  dye  with  greefe, 
Some  forft  throw  (hame  ther  aged  freends  do  ayde: 
But  O  fowre  \oo\^es,  fofalues  this  fweete  releefe. 
As  day  and  night,  with  fighes  they  are  difmayde. 

Thinke  on  thy  end,  the  tyde  for  none  doth  waight, 
Euen  fo  pale  death,  for  no  mans  wil  doth  ftay : 
Then  while  thou  mayft  thy  worldly  reckning  ftraight, 
Leaft  when  thou  wouldeft  Death  doth  goodwil  difmay. 
G.  Whetfiones.     Formce  nulla  fides, 

6i.  Now  mortall  mauy  behold  and  fee, 
This  world  is  but  a  vanitye. 

Who  (hall  prfoundly  way  or  fcan,  the  afTured  ftate  of  man, 

Shall  well  perceiue  by  reafon  than  : 
That  where  is  no  ftabilitie,  remayneth  nought  but  vanitie. 
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For  what  eftate  is  there  thinke  ye,  throughly  content  with 
his  degre, 
Whereby  we  may  right  plainly  fee  : 
That  in  this  vale  of  miferie,  remaineth  nought  but  vanitie. 

The  great  men  wifh  y«  meane  eftate,  mean  men  again  thdr 
ftate  do  hate, 
Olde  men  thinke  children  fortunate  : 
A  boy  a  man  would  fayneft  be,  thus  wandereth  man   in 
vanitie. 

The  country  man  doth  daily  fwel,  with  great  defire  in 
court  to  dwell. 
The  Courtier  thinkes  him  nothing  well : 
Till  he  from  Court  in  country  be,  he  wandreth  fo  in  vanitie 

The  fea  doth  toffe  y*  marchants  brains,  to  wifh  a  farme  & 
leue  thofe  pains. 
The  Farmer  gapeth  at  marchants  gaines : 
Thus  no  man  can  contented  be,  he  wandreth  fo  in  vanitie. 

If  thou  haue  lands  or  goods  great  ftore,  confider  thou  thy 

charge  y«  more. 
Since  thou  muft  make  account  therefore : 
They  are  not  thine  but  lent  to  thee,  and  yet  they  are  but 

vanitie. 

If  thou  be  ftrong  or  faire  of  face,  ficknes  or  age  doth  both 
difgrace, 
Then  be  not  proude  in  any  cafe : 
1^  or  how  can  there  more  folly  be,  then  for  to  boft  of  vanitie. 
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Now  finally  be  not  infeft,  with  worldly  cares,  but  haue 
re%>e6l, 
How  God  rewardeth  his  true  eleft : 
With  glorious  felicitie :  free  from  all  worldly  vanitie. 

FINIS.  M,  Thorn. 


ThcU  Loue  is  requited  by  difdaine. 

In  fearche  of  thyngs  that  fecret  are,  my  mated  mufe  began. 
What  it  might  be,  molefted  mod  the  head  and  mynde 

of  man. 
The  bendyng  brow  of  princes  face,  to  wrathe  that  doeth 

attende. 
Or  want  of  parents,  wife  or  childe,  or  loffe  of  faithfull  frende. 
The  roryngof  the  Canon  (hot, that  makes  the peece  to  (hake, 
Or  terrour  fuch  as   mightie  Joue,    from   heauen   aboue 

can  make. 
All  thefe  in  fine  maie  not  compare  experience  fo  doeth 

proue, 
Vnto  the  torments  (harpe  and  ftrange,  of  fuche  as  be  in  loue. 

Loue  lookes  a  loft  and  laughs  to  fcorne  all  fuche  as  grefe 

anoye. 
The  more  extreme  their  paflTions  be,  the  greater  is  his  ioye. 
Thus  Loue  as  vi6lor  of  the  felde,  triumps  aboue  the  reft. 
And  ioyes  to  fee  his  fubiefts  lye,  with  liuyng  death  in  breft. 
But  dire  difdaine  letts  driue  a  (haft,  and  gauls  this  brag- 

gyng  foole. 
He  plucks  his  plumes,  vnbendes  his  bowe  and  fets  hym 

newe  to  fcole, 
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Whereby  this  boye,  that  bragged  late,  as  conquerer  ouer  all. 
Now  yelds  hym  felf  vnto  difdaine  his  veffall  and  his  thralL 

FINIS,         W,  Hunnis, 


Of  a  contented  fiate. 

In  wealth  we  fe  fome  wealthie  men,  abound  in  wealth 

mofte  welthely 
In  wealth  we  fe  thofe  men  again,  in  wealth  do  Hue  mofte 
wretchedly. 

And  yet  of  wealthe  hauing  more  ftore, 
Then  erft  of  wealth  thei  had  before. 
Thefe  welthy  men  do  feme  to  want,  thei  feme  to  want 

y*  moft  thei  haue 
The  more  poftes,  y«  more  thei  craue,  the  more  thei  craue 
y*  greater  ftore 

That  mofte  thei  haue,  thei  thinke  but  (kant. 
Yet  not  content,  wo  be  therefore, 
The  fimple  men  that  lefle  wealth  haue,  with  leffer  wealth 

we  fe  contet, 
Content  are  thei  twixt  wealth  and  fcath,  a  life  to  lead 
indifferent. 

And  thus  of  wealth  thefe  men  haue  more. 
Then  thofe  of  whiche  we  fpoke  before. 
FINIS.  W,  Hunnis. 


Bcyng  difdainedf  he  coviplaincth. 

If  frendleffe  faithe  ?  if  giltleffe  thought  maie  fhielde  } 
If  fimple  truthe  that  neuer  meant  to  fwarue : 
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If  deare  defire  accepted  fruite  doe  yelde, 

If  greedie  lufte  in  loyall  life  doeth  farue. 

Then  maie  my  plainte  bewaile  my  heauie  harme : 

That  feekyng  calme,  haue  ftumbled  on  the  ftorme. 

My  wonted  cheare,  ecclipfed  by  the  cloude, 

Of  deepe  difdaine,  through  errour  of  reporte  : 

If  wearie  woe  enwrapped  in  the  fhroude, 

Lies  flaine  by  tongue  of  the  vnfrendly  forte. 

Yet  heauen  and  yearth,  and  all  that  Nature  wrought, 

I  call  to  vowe  of  my  vnfpotted  thought. 

No  (hade  I  feeke  in  parte,  to  fhield  my  tainte. 

But  fimple  truthe,  I  hunte  no  other  fute  : 

On  that  I  gape,  the  ifTue  of  my  plainte. 

If  that  I  quaile,  let  Juftice  me  confute. 

If  that  my  place,  emongs  the  giltleffe  forte, 

Repaie  by  dome,  my  name  and  good  reporte. 

Goe  heauie  verfe,  purfue  defired  grace. 
Where  pitie  fhrinde  in  cell  of  fecret  breft : 
Awaits  my  hafte,  the  rightfull  lot  to  place, 
And  lothes  to  fee,  the  giltleffe  man  oppreft 
VVhofe  vertues  greate,  hath  crounde  her  more  with  fame, 
Then  kyngly  ftate,  though  largely  fhine  the  fame. 

FINIS.        L,  Vatix. 


Of  the  mcane  cfiate. 

The  higher  that  the  Ceder  tree,  vnto  the  heauens  doe  growe. 
The  more  in  daunger  is  the  top,  when  fturdie  winds  gan 
blowc, 
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Who  Judges  then  in  princely  throne,  to  bee  deuoide  of  hate, 
Doeth  not  yet  knowe,  what  heapes  of  ill,  lies  hid  in  fuche 

eftate. 
Suche  dangers  great,  fuche  gripes  of  minde,  fuche  toile  do 

thei  fuftain 
That  often  tymes,  of  God  thei  wifh,  to  bee  vnkyngde  again. 

For  as    the    huge   and    mightie   rockes,   withftande   the 

ragyng  feas, 
So  kyngdomes  in  fubieftion  bee,  whereas  dame  Fortune 

pleafe : 
Of  brittle  ioye,  of  fmilyng  cheare,  of  Honie  mixte  with  Gall, 
Alotted  is  to  euery  Prince,  in  freedome  to  bee  thrall. 
What  watches  long,  what  fteps  vnfure,  what  grefes  and 

care  of  minde 
What  bitter  broiles,  what  endleffe  toiles,  to  kyngdomes  bee 

affingde. 

The   fubieft   then   maie   well   compare,   with    prince    for 

pleafant  daies, 
Whofe  filent  nighe  bryngs  quiet  reft,  whofe  fteps  no  ftorme 

bewraies : 
How  muche  bee  we,  then  bounde  to  God,  who  fuche  pro- 

uifion  makes, 
To  laie  our  cares  vpon  the   Prince,   thus   doeth   he   for 

our  fakes. 
To  hym  therefore  let  vs  lifte  vp  our  harts,  and  praie  amaine, 
That  euery  Prince  that  he  hath  plaft,  maie  long  in  quiet 

raigne. 

FINIS.  W,  H, 
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Of  a  contented  mynd. 

When  all  is  doen  and  faied,  in  the  ende  thus  fhall  you  finde, 
The  mode  of  all  doeth  bath  in  bliffe,  that  hath  a  quiet 

minde : 
And  cleare  from  worldlie  cares,  to  deame  can  bee  content, 
The  fweeteft  tyme,  in  all  this  life,  in  thinkyng  to  bee  fpent, 

The  bodie  fubieft  is,  to  fickle  Fortunes  power, 
And  to  a  million  of  mifhapps,  is  cafuall  euery  hour : 
And  death  in  tyme  doeth  chaunge  it  to  a  clodde  of  claie. 
When  as  the  mynde  whiche  is  deuine,  runnes  neuer  to 
decaie. 

Companion  none  is  like,  vnto  the  mynde  alone, 

For  many  haue  been  harmde  by  fpeach,  through  thinking 

few  or  none  : 
Fewe  often  tymes  reftraineth  words,  but  maks  not  thoughts 

to  ceafe. 
And  he  fpeaks  befte  that  hath  the  (kill,  when  for  to  holde 

his  peace. 

Our  wealth  leaues  vs  at  death,  our  kinfmen  at  the  graue, 
But  vertues  of  the  mynde,  vnto  the  heauens  with  vs  haue : 
Wherefore  for  vertues  fake,  I  can  be  well  content. 
The  fweeteft  tyme  of  all  my  life,  to  deeme  in  thinkyng 
fpent. 

FINIS.  L,  Vaux, 
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Trie  before  you  tmjl. 

To  counfell  my  eftate,  abandonde  to  the  fpoile. 
Of  forged  frendes  whofe  grofeft  fraude,  is  fet  with  fineft  foile. 
Toverifie  true  dealyng  wights,  whofe  truft  no  treafon  dreads, 
And  all  to  deare  thacquaintaunce  be,  of  fuche  mofte  harm- 
full  heads. 
I  am  aduifed  thus  who  fo  doeth  frende,  frende  fo, 
As  though  to  morrowe  nexte  he  feared,  for  to  become  a  fa 

To  haue  a  fained  frende,  no  perill  like  I  finde, 

Oft  fleryng  face  maie  mantell  beft,  a  mifchief  in  the  minde : 

A  paire  of  angels  eares  oft  tymes,  doeth  hide  a  ferpents 

harte, 
Vnder  whofe  gripes  who  fo  doeth  come,  to  late  complaines 

the  fmart. 
Wherefore  I  doe  aduife,  who  doeth  frende  frende  fo. 
As  though  to  morrowe  next  he  fhould  become  a  mortall  fo. 

Refufe  refpeftyng  frends,  that  courtly  knowe  to  faine. 
For  gold  that  winnes  for  golde,  fhall  lofe,  the  felf  fame 

frende  againe : 
The  Quaile  needes  neuer  feare,  in  foulers  netts  to  fall, 
If  he  would  neuer  bende  his  eare  to  liften  to  his  call. 
Therefore  truft  not  to  fone,  but  when  you  frende  frende  fo, 
As  though  to  morrowe  next,  ye  feard  for  to  become  a  fo, 

FINIS,  L,  Vatix, 
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He  renoti7iceth  all  the  affe£les  of  Lone. 

Like  as  the  Harte  that  lifteth  vp  his  eares, 
To  heare  the  hounds,  that  hath  hym  in  the  chafe : 
Doeth  call  the  winde,  in  daungers  and  in  feares, 
With  fliyng  foote,  to  paffe  awaie  apace, 
So  muft  I  flie  of  Loue  the  vaine  purfute. 
Whereof  the  gaine  is  leffer  then  the  fruite. 

And  I  alfo  muft  lothe  thofe  learyng  looks, 
Where  Loue  doeth  lurke  ftill  with  his  fubtill  flaite, 
With  painted  mocks,  and  inward  hidden  hoks, 
To  trapp  by  truft,  that  lieth  not  inwaite. 
The  ende  whereof,  aflaie  it  who  fo  fhall, 
As  fugred  fmart,  and  inward  bitter  gall. 

And  I  muft  flie  fuche  Cirian  fongs, 
Wherewith  that  Circes,  Uliffes  did  enchaunt : 
Thefe  wilie  Watts  I  meane  with  filed  tongs, 
That  harts  of  fteele,  haue  power  to  daunt. 
Who  fo  as  Hauke,  that  ftoupeth  to  their  call. 
For  mofte  defarte,  receiueth  leaft  of  all. 

But  woe  to  me  that  firft  behelde  thefe  eyes, 
The  trapp  wherein  I  faie,  that  I  was  tane : 
An  outward  falue,  whiche  inward  me  deftroies, 
Whereto  I  runne,  as  Rat  vnto  her  bane. 
As  to  the  fifhe,  fometyme  it  doeth  befall, 
That  with  the  baite,  doth  fwallow  hooke  and  al. 
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Within  my  bread,  wherewith  I  daiely  fedd, 
The  vaine  repaft  of  amourous  hott  defire  : 
With  loitryng  luft,  fo  long  that  hath  me  fedd, 
Till  he  hath  brought  me  to  the  flamyng  fire. 
In  tyme  as  Phenix  ends  her  care  and  carks, 
I  make  the  fire,  and  burne  my  felf  with  fparks. 
FINIS,  L,  Vaiix, 


Bethinking  hym  felf  of  his  ende^  writeth  thus. 

When  I  beholde  the  baier,  my  laft  and  poftyng  horfle. 
That  bare  (hall  to  the  graue,  my  vile  and  carren  corffe. 
Then  faie  I  feely  wretche,  why  doeft  thou  put  thy  trufte. 
In  thyngs  eithe  made  of  claye,  that  fone  will  tourne  to  dufte, 

Doeft  thou  not  fee  the  young,  the  hardie  and  the  faire, 
That  now  are  paft  and  gone,  as  though  thei  neuer  were : 
Doeft  thou  not  fee  thy  felf,  drawe  hourly  to  thy  lafte. 
As  fhafts  whiche  that  is  fliotte,  as  birds  that  flieth  fafte. 

Doeft  thou  not  fee  how  death,  through  fmiteth  with  his 

launce. 
Some  by  warre,  fome  by  plague,  and  fome  with  worldlie 

chaunce : 
What  thyng  is  there  on  yearth,  for  pleafure  that  was  made, 
But  goeth  more  fwifte  awaie,  then  doeth  the  Sommer  (hade. 

Loe  here  the  Sommer  floure,  that  fprong  this  other  daie, 
But  Winter  weareth  as  fafte,  and  bloweth  cleane  awaie  : 
Euen  fo  (halt  thou  confume,  from  youth  to  lothfome  age, 
For  death  he  doeth  not  fpare,  the  prince  more  then  the  page. 
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Thy  houfe  fhall  be  of  claie,  a  clotte  vnder  thy  hedde, 
Vntill  the  latter  daie,  the  graue  fhall  be  thy  bedde : 
Vntill  the  blowyng  trumpe,  doeth  faie  to  all  and  fome, 
Rife  vp  out  of  your  graue,  for  now  the  Judge  is  come. 

FINIS,  L,  Vaux. 


Beyng  in  Loue,  Ju  complainetk. 

Enforft  by  Loue  and  feare,  to  pleafe  and  not  offende, 
Within  the  words  you  would  me  write,  a  meffage  muft 

I  fende : 
A  wofuU  errande  fure,  a  wretched  man  muft  write, 
A  wretched  tale,  a  wofull  head,  befemeth  to  endite. 

For  what  can  he  but  waile,  that  hath  but  all  he  would, 
And  yet  that  all,  is  nought  at  all,  but  lacke  of  all  he  fliould  : 
But  lacke  of  all  his  mynde,  what  can  be  greater  grief, 
That  haue  and  lacke,  that  likes  hym  beft,  muft  neds  be 
mofte  mifchief. 

Now  foole  what  makes  thee  waile,  yet  fome  might  faie 

full  well. 
That  hafte   no  harme  but   of  thy  felf,  as  thou  thy  felf 

canft  tell : 
To  whom  I  aunfwere  thus,  fince  all  my  harmes  doe  growe, 
Vpon  my  felf,  fo  of  my  felf,  fome  happ  maie  come  I  trowe. 

And  fince  I  fee  bothe  happ,  and  harme  betids  to  me. 
For  prefent  woe,  my  after  bliffe,  will  make  me  not  forget  thee : 
Who  hath  a  fielde  of  golde,  and  maie  not  come  therein, 
Muft  live    in   hope  till    he  haue   forfe,    his   treafure  well 
to  winnc. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1 3  3  The  Paradyfe  of  dayntye  deinfes. 

Whofe  ioyes  by  hope  of  dread,  to  conquere  or  to  lofe. 
So  greate   a  wealth   doeth  rife,  and  for  example  doeth 

difclofe, 
To  winne  the  golden  Flefe,  ftoode  Jafon  not  in  drede, 
Till  that  Medeas  hope  of  helpe,  did  giue  hym  hope  to  fpedc 

Yet  fure  his  mynde  was  muche,  and  yet  his  feare  the  more, 
That  hath  no  happ  but  by  your  helpe,  maie  happ  for  to 

reftore : 
The  ragyng  Bulls  he  dread,  yet  by  his  Ladies  charme. 
He  knewe  it  might  be  brought  to  paffe,  thei  could  do  little 

hame. 

Vnto  whofe  grace  yelde  he,  as  I  doe  offer  me, 

Into  your  hands  to  haue  his  happ,  not  like  hym  for  to  bc: 

But  as  kyng  Priamus,  did  binde  hym  to  the  will. 

Of  Creffed  falfe  whiche  hym  forfoke,  with  Diomed  to  fpill. 

So  I  to  you  commende  my  faithe,  and  eke  my  ioye, 

I  hope  you  will  not  bee  fo  falfe,  as  Creffed  was  to  Troye : 

For  if  I  bee  vntrue,  her  Lazares  death  I  wifhe, 

And  eke  in  thee  if  thou  bee  falfe,  her  clapper  and  her  difhe. 

FINIS,  R'  L, 


Beyng  in  trouble^  he  writeth  thus. 

In  terrours  trapp  by  thraldome  thrufle. 
Their  thornie  thoughts  to  tafte  and  trie : 
In  confcience  cleare  from  caufe  vniufte. 
With  carpyng  teares  did  call  and  trie. 
And  faied  O  God,  yet  thou  art  he, 
That  can  and  will  dcliuer  me.  Bis, 
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Thus  tremblyng  there  with  teares  I  trodd, 

To  totter  tide  in  truthes  defence  : 

With  fighes  and  fobs,  I  faied  O  God, 

Let  right  not  haue  this  recompence. 

Left  that  my  foes  might  laugh  to  fe, 

That  thou  wouldeft  not  deliuer  me.  Bis, 

My  foule  then  to  repentance  ranne, 

My  ragged  clothes  all  rent  and  torne : 

And  did  bewaile  the  loffe  it  wanne. 

With  lothfome  life  fo  long  forlorne. 

And  faied  O  God,  yet  thou  art  he 

That  can  and  will  deliuer  me.  Bis, 

Then  comfort  came  with  clothes  of  ioye, 
Whofe  femes  were  faithfull  ftedfaftneffe  : 
And  did  bedecke  the  naked  boye, 
That  erft  was  full  of  wretchednefle. 
And  faid  be  glad  for  God  is  he, 
That  fhortly  will  deliuer  thee.  Bis, 

FINIS,  W,  H, 


Beyng  troubled  in  my  tide,  he  write  th  as  folloiveth. 

The  bitter  fweate  that  ftraines  my  yelded  harte, 
The  carelefle  count,  that  doeth  the  fame  emrace : 
The  doubtfull  hope,  to  reape  my  due  defarte. 
The  penfiue  pathe  that  guids  my  reftlefle  race, 
Are  at  fuche  warre  within  my  wounded  breft, 
As  doeth  bereue  my  loye  and  eke  my  reft. 
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My  greedie  will,  that  feeks  the  golden  gaine, 
My  lucklefle  lot,  doeth  alwaie  take  in  worthe : 
My  mated  mynde,  that  dreades  my  futes  in  vaine, 
My  piteous  plaint,  doeth  helpe  to  fet  it  forthe. 
So  that  betwene  twoo  waues  of  ragyng  feas, 
I  driue  my  daies  in  troubles  and  defeafe. 

[My  wofuU  ^y^s  doe  take  their  chief  delight, 
To  feede  their  fill  vpon  the  pleafaunt  maze  : 
My  hidden  harmes  that  growe  in  me  by  fight, 
With  pinyng  paines  doe  driue  me  from  the  gaze  : 
And  to  my  hope  I  reape  no  other  hire, 
But  burnc  my  felf  and  I  to  blowe  the  fire. 
FINIS.  /.  H. 


Looke  or  you  leape. 

If  thou  in  fuertie  fafe  wilt  fitt, 

If  thou  delight  at  reft  to  dwell, 

Spende  no  more  words  then  fliall  feme  fitt, 

Let  tonge  in  filence  talke  expell. 

In  all  thyngs  that  thou  feeft  men  bent, 

Se  all,  faie  nought,  holde  thee  content. 

In  worldly  works  degrees  are  three, 
Makers,  doers,  and  lookers  on  : 
The  lookers  on  haue  libertie, 
Bothe  the  others  to  iudge  vpon : 
Wherefore  in  all  as  men  are  bent, 
Se  all,  faie  nought,  holde  thee  content. 
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The  makers  oft  are  in  fault  founde, 
The  doers  doubt  of  praife  or  fhame  : 
The  lookers  on  finde  fureft  grounde, 
Thei  haue  the  fruite  yet  free  from  blame : 
This  doeth  perfwade  in  all  here  ment, 
Se  all,  faie  nought,  holde  thee  content. 

The  prouerbe  is  not  South  and  Weft, 
Whiche  hath  be  faied  long  tyme  agoe, 
Of  little  medlyng  cometh  reft, 
The  bufie  man  neuer  wanted  woe  : 
The  beft  waie  is  in  all  worlds  fent, 
Se  all,  faie  nought,  holde  thee  content. 

FINIS,  lafper  Hey  wood. 


He  bewaileth  his  inijhappe. 

In  wretched  ftate,  alas,  I  rewe  my  life, 
Whofe  forrowes  rage  torments  with  deadly  paine : 
In  drowned  eyes  beholde  my  teares  be  rife. 
In  doubtfull  ftate  a  wretche  I  muft  remaine : 
You  wofull  wights  enured  to  like  diftreffe, 
Bewaile  with  me  my  wofull  heauineffe. 

What  ftonie  harte  fuche  hardnes  can  retaine, 
That  fliarpe  remorfe  no  reft  can  finde  therein : 
What  ruthleffe  eyes  fo  careleffe  can  remaine. 
That  daiely  teares  maie  pitie  winne  : 
For  right  I  feeke  and  yet  renewe  my  fore, 
Vouchfalfe  at  length  my  faftie  to  reftore. 
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My  loue  is  loft,  woe  worth  in  woe  I  dye, 
DifdainfuU  harte  doeth  worke  fuch  hatefull  fpite  : 
In  loffe  of  loue  a  wretche  muft  loye  to  dye, 
For  life  is  death  now  hope  is  banifht  quite : 
O  death  approche  bereue  my  life  from  me, 
Why  fhould  I  liue  oppreft  with  woe  to  be. 

FINIS.  R'  H. 


The  coffiplaint  of  a  Synner. 

O  heauenly  God,  O  Father  dere,  caft  doune  thy  tender  eye 
Vpon   a  wretche,   that   proftrate   here   before   thy   trone 

doeth  lye  : 
O  powre  thy  precious  oyle  of  grace  into  my  wounded  harte. 
O  let  the  dropps  of  mercie  fwage  the  rigour  of  my  fmarte. 

My  fainting   foule    fuppreffed  fore,  with   carefuU    cloggc 

of  fmne, 
In  humble  fort  fubmitts  it  felf  thy  mercie  for  to  winne : 
Graunt  mercie  then,  O  fauiour  fwete,  to  me  mofte  wofuU 

thrall, 
Whofe  mornfuU    crie   to   thee    O   Lorde,   doeth   ftill    for 

mercie  call. 

Thy  bleffed  will  I  haue  defpifed  vpon  a  ftubborne  minde. 
And  to  the  fwaie  of  worldly  thyngs  my  felf  I  haue  enclinde : 
Forgettyng  heauen  &  heauely  powers,  where    God  and 

fainfts  doe  dwel, 
My  life  had  likt  to  tread  the  path,  y*-  leads  the  waie  to  hell. 
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But  now  my  lorde,  my  lode  ftarre  bright,  I  will  no  more 

doe  fo, 
To  thinke  vpon   my  former  life   my  harte   doeth  melt 

for  woe : 
Alas  I  figh,  alas  I  fobbe,  alas  I  doe  repent, 
That  euer  my  licencious  will  fo  wickedly  was  bent. 

Sith  thus  therefore  with  yernfull  pUint  I  doe  thy  mcrcie 

craue 
O  Lorde,  for  thy  greate  mercies  fake  let  me  thy  mercie 

haue: 
Reftore  to  life  the  wretched  foule  that  els  is  like  to  dye. 
So  (hall  my  voyce  vnto  thy  name  fyng  praife  eternally. 

Now  bleffed  be  the  Father  firft,  and  bleffed  be  the  Sonne, 
And  bleffed   be  the  holie  Ghofte,  by  whom  all   thyngs 

are  doen : 
Bleffe  me  o  bleffed  Trinitie,  with  thy  eternall  grace, 
That  after  death  my  foule  may  haue  in  heauen  a  dwellyng 

place. 

FINIS,  F,  AT. 


T/te  fruite  that  fprynges  from   wilful  witts,  is  ruthe  and 

ruins  rage: 
And  fur c  what  hccdelcffe  youth  committes  repentaunce  rues 

in  age. 

I  rage  in  reftleffe  ruthe  and  ruins  rules  my  daics, 
I  rue,  to  late,  my  rechleffe  youthe  by  rules  of  reafons  waie  : 
I  ran  fo  long  a  race  in  fearche  of  fureft  waie. 
That  leafure  learnde  me  tread  the  trace  that  led  to  leud 
decaie.  T 
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I  gaue  fo  large  a  raine  to  vnreftrained  bitt, 
That  now  with  proofe  of  after  paine  I  waile  my  want  of  witt 
I  trifeled  forthe  the  time  with  truft  to  felf  conceiptes, 
Whilft  pieties  vfe  prickt  forth  my  prime  to  fearch  for  fugred 

baites  : 
Wherein  once  learnde  to  finde  I  founde  fo  fweete  a  tafte. 
That  dew  forefight  of  after  fpeede  felf  will  eftemed  waft  : 
Whiche  will  through  wilfulneffe,  hath  wrought  my  witleffe 

fall, 
And  heedleffe  youthes  vnlkilfulneffe  hath  lapt  my  life  in 

thrall : 
Whereby  by  proofe  I  knowe  that  pleafure  breedeth  paine. 
And  he  that  euill  feede  doeth  fowe  euill  frute  muft  reape 

againe. 
Let  fuche  therefore  whofe  youth  and  purffes  are  in  Prime, 
Forefee,  &  fhun  the  helpleffe  ruthe  which  rews  miffpence 

of  time. 
For  want  is  next  to  wafte,  and  (hame  doeth  finne  enfue, 
Euil  fpeding  proofe  hath  hedeles  hafte,  myfelf  hath  proued 

it  true. 
When  neighbours  next  houfe  burnes  to  tyme  thereof  take 

hede, 
For  fortunes  whele  hath  choife  of  turnes  which  change  of 

chafes  brede. 
My  faile  hath  been  aloft  though  now  I  be  are  but  lowe, 
Who  dims  to  high  felde  fallcth  foft,  dedft  ebbe  hath  high- 
eft  flowe. 

FINIS.  Q-  Yloop, 

Imprinted  at  London  by  Henry  Difle,  dwellyng  at  the 

South  weft  doore  of  S.  Paulcs  Churche. 

1576.] 
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INTRODUCTION. 


The  small  poems  here  reprinted  are  historical,  and  therefore 
of  importance  and  interest.  The  author,  Thomas  Church- 
yard, in  these  and  other  productions,  can  assert  but  humble 
claims  as  a  writer  of  verse ;  but  inasmuch  as  he  had  served  as 
a  soldier  in  most  of  the  countries  to  which  this  Tract  refers,  and 
had  witnessed  not  a  few  of  the  scenes  he  describes,  his  evidence 
is  valuable.  He  speaks,  as  regards  Flanders,  France,  Ireland, 
and  Scotland,  very  much  from  experience ;  and  it  is  only  in  the 
case  of  Portugal  and  the  famous,  but  unfortanate,  Battle  of  Alcazar 
that  he  appears  to  have  relied  upon  the  information  of  others : 
it  occurred  about  a  year  before  Churchyard  wrote,  and  we  have 
little  doubt  that  the  two  dramas,  founded  upon  the  event  and 
upon  some  of  the  incidents  of  the  life  of  Thomas  Stukely,  wore 
acted  while  the  subject  was  fresh  in  the  recollection  of  the  aadi- 
toiy:  one  play  was  the  authorship  of  the  celebrated  George 
Peele,  then  young ;  the  other,  much  inferior,  was  the  work  of  an 
anonymous  dramatist. 

With  regard  to  "  The  Troubles  of  Scotland,*'  we  may  observe 
that  in  this  part  of  his  tract  Churchyard  deals  more  in  generalities 
than  when  in  1575,  as  we  have  seen  in  his  "  Chippes,"  he  spoke 
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distinctly  of  acts  and  circnmstances  withia  his  own  knowledge, 
and  in  which  he  bore  a  not  unimportant  part.  When  he  contrasts 
"the  blessed  state  of  England*'  with  the  condition  of  other 
kingdoms,  it  is  evident  that  we  must  make  allowance,  not  merely 
for  poetical  hyperbole,  but  for  the  desire  on  the  part  of  the 
author  to  flatter  those  in  authority  at  home.  He  dedicates  his 
production  to  the  Queen ;  and  we  may  perhaps  conclude,  from 
the  date  of  the  entry  at  Stationers*  Hall,  January  1579,  that  it 
liad  been  presented  to  her  Majesty  as  a  new  year's  gift:  the 
allusion,  on  p.  31,  to  the  cheerful  singing  of  Christmas  Carols 
may  aflbrd  another  proof  of  the  precise  time  of  year  when  the 
tract  appeared.  We  have  never  seen  more  than  two  copies  of  it, 
and  those  are  both  in  public  libraries :  a  fragment  of  a  single 
leaf  has  been  long  in  the  hands  of  the  Editor,  and  it  was  some 
years  before  he  could  ascertain  to  \^hat  publication  it  had  be- 
longed. 

In  this  small  work,  perhaps  more  than  in  any  other  by  Church- 
yard, the  unsettled  grammar  of  the  period,  and  of  the  individual, 
is  illustrated :  the  author  is  seldom  particular  as  to  the  concord 
between  the  verb  and  its  nominative  case.  He  afterwai*ds  be- 
came somewhat  less  inattentive  to  such  matters. 

J.  P.  C. 
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THE    MISERIE 

OF     FLAUNDERS,     CA- 

lamitie  of  Fraunce,  Miffortune  of 
Portugall,   Unquietnes  of  Irelande^ 

Croubles  of  ^cotlanUe, 

And  the  bleffed  State 
of  Englande. 


Written  by  Tho.  Church- 
yarde,  Gent. 

1579. 


% 


Imprinted  at  London  for  Andrewe  Maunfell, 

dwellyng  in  Paules  Church-yard  at 

the  Signe  of  the 

Parret. 
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TO    THE  QUEENES  MOST 

excellent  Majejlie,   Thomas  Church- 
yard  wiflieth  all  heavenly  bleffedneffe, 
worldly  felicitie,  and  unremov- 
able good  Fortune. 

\.VING  a  duetiful  defire,  mode  redoubted  Sove- 
raigne,  to  be  daily  exercifed  in  fome  fervifable 
device  and  aftion  (that  maie  pleafe  my  Prince 
and  countrey)  I  neither  fpare  paines  nor  feafon  to  purchafe, 
through  praflife  of  pen  and  ftudie  of  heade,  my  defired 
hope. 

But  waiying  the  greatneffe  of  your  Maieftie  and  princely 
judgement,  I  am  to  feeke,  not  onely  what  wordes  dooeth 
bed  become  me,  but  likewife  what  woorkes  I  fhould  pre- 
fent,  efpecially  to  her  highneffe,  that  hath  fuche  giftes  from 
the  heavens,  as  all  our  earthly  imaginations,  and  bafe 
matter  here  belowe,  maie  of  right  give  place  unto. 

And  to  offer  any  prefent,  where  fuche  perfeftions  doe 
abounde,  and  the  fountaine  of  many  graces  dooeth  freely 
flowe,  the  prefumption  were  greate,  and  the  boldeneffe 
fcarce  pardonabeL  Yet,  moft  gracious  Ladie,  albeit  I  dare 
not  brynge  water  to  the  well  heade  of  knowledge,  and  com- 
fortable fpryng  (from  whence  all  kinde  of  people  doe 
drawe  fuccour  and  releeO  yet  my  hope  is,  that  my  humble 
and  upright  meanying  (of  this  my  woorke)  fliall  fiiide  fa- 
vour in  your  highneffe  fight. 
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In  which  worke  I  compare  FlaunderSy  Fraunce,  Portugall^ 
Irelande,  and  Scotlande^  to  bee  the  fliell  of  a  precious 
nutte,  the  fweete  kirnell  whereof  is  the  bleffed  ftate  of 
ENGLANDE.  And  though  with  worldly  wickednefle,  and 
troubles  of  our  tyme,  the  goodly  (hell  is  fomewhat  worm- 
eaten  and  cracked,  the  kirnell  (hewes  it  felf  fo  founde, 
that  Gods  greate  goodneffe  and  glorie  is  partly,  or  altoge- 
ther, therein  expreffed. 

And  now  by  my  verfes  and  defcription  is  onely  touched 

(by  all  curtuous  and  reverent  meanes)  but  the  troubles  and 

misfortunes  of  every  countrie  a  parte,  goying  no  further 

in  any  frafe  of  fpeeche  then  Chriftian  zeale,  love,  and 

duetie  maie  commaunde  a  good  minde  to  fette  out, 

as  knoweth  our  livying  Lorde,  who  fende  your 

Majeftie  many  good  and  gracious  newe 

yeres,  with  a  bleffed  and  profperous 

olde  raigne  over  us. 

FINIS. 
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(he  foile  and  welthie  feate, 

where  people  plentie  founde, 
With  fcarcities  fcorge  is  plaged  fore, 
and  made  a  barraine  grounde  : 
Where  fruitfull  pleafures  greate 

was  lookt  for  in  our  daies, 
And  where  for  wealthe  and  worthie  thyngs 

did  ronne  our  worldly  praife. 
O  !  what  a  chaunge  is  this, 

that  neighbours  mourne  therefore, 
And  forraine  foes  are  greev'd  at  harte 

to  fee  the  cureleffe  fore  ; 
That  now  no  fence  can  falve, 

nor  witte  can  helpe  in  hafte, 
Nor  man  maie  fone  by  force  rcforme, 

till  warrs  and  will  maks  wafte. 
O !  Havocke,  Revells  fonne, 

and  Riotte,  fifter  deare 
To  foule  mifrule,  a  mother  vice, 

that  raignde  full  many  a  yere, 
In  vieu  and  corners  cloafe. 

O  !  nourfe  of  noughtie  prancks. 
And  nccdleffe  pains  and  labour  lofte, 
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that  can  deferve  no  thanks. 
Why  fliould  I  blame  abufe 

where  Gods  greate  wrath  bears  fwaie, 
And  peoples  heads  will  have  it  fo, 

and  worldlie  witts  decaie ; 
So  ronnyng  on  the  race 

of  crooked  careleffe  ftepps  ; 
Out  goes  good  order  at  a  jompe, 

And  in  rude  maner  lepps, 
That  at  his  firste  rebounde 

shaks  all  in  fonder  ftreight ; 
And  eche  thyng  cracks  that  feels  the  force 

of  wilful!  havocks  weight. 
Now  leave  that  long  difcourfe 

that  hateful!  havocke  bryngs, 
(By  meane  of  rage  and  revel!  route) 

and  fpeake  of  other  thyngs 
That  Flaunders  groens  to  feele, 

and  fondrie  fighe  to  fee, 
And  none  but  wails  that  weyes  the  weight 

of  ftaets  in  eche  degree. 
Why  (hould  riche  Flaunders  now, 

to  Fortune  poore  give  place, 
That  had  the  harte  and  happe  with  all 

from  harmes  to  holde  her  face 
Among  the  befte  of  name, 

that  wealthie  ftate  could  fhowe  ? 
Doe  afke  no  more,  but  leave  the  caufe 

to  hym  that  all  doeth  knowe. 
Yet  I  with  fpeeches  free 

maie  tell  what  troubles  are 
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In  Flaunders  now,  for  that  their  broils, 

began  of  countreis  care, 
And  matters  fitte  for  penne, 

awhile  to  treate  upon  ; 
Good  Whetstons  for  to  fliarpe  dull  witts  : 

the  refte  I  looke  not  on ; 
That  ferv's  for  fpeciall  fpreets, 

that  feeth  through  moone  and  ftarre. 
So  thus  to  leave  of[f ]  weightie  thyngs, 

and  come  to  Flaunders  warre. 
(That  worlde  bewails  and  weeps 

that  fees  thereof  the  ende  ; 
And  knows  that  head  and  fhoulders  muft 

their  countries  caufe  defende). 
My  mufe  bids  me  bee  bolde, 

for  therein  wants  no  (kill 
To  ufe  apt  woords,  and  fearche  out  woorks, 

to  ftraine  the  ynkehorne  quill. 
For  caufes  knowne  to  worlde. 

then  why,  if  men  maie  a(ke, 
Doeth  Flaunders  learne  the  dolefull  daunce 

and  comes  in  open  mafke, 
With  drom  and  trompet  loude, 

to  wake  the  worlde  from  fleepe  ? 
That  at  fweete  refte  and  peace  will  laugh, 

and  at  fowre  warre  will  weepe. 
Why  doeth  freends  faule  at  iarre, 

and  Hide  in  fects  by  fwarms, 
And  heapyng  mifcheef  on  their  heads, 

are  grounde  of  their  owne  harms  ? 
Why  leaps  fome  from  their  holde, 
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and  taks  the  weakeft  parte, 
And  fo  forfaketh  God  and  man, 

to  winne  a  worlde  by  arte  ? 
Why  haells  the  horffes  wrong, 

that  in  right  courfe  fhould  goe  ? 
Why  doeth  wife  heads  embrace  felf  will, 

and  weave  a  webbe  of  woe  ? 
The  caufe  doeth  fliewe  it  felf ; 

for  where  diffention  is, 
There  are  fewe  matters  well  in  frame, 

and  many  thyngs  amis. 
Now  is  no  other  noyes 

but  howlyng  up  and  downe  ; 
And  doubt  and  daunger  bryngs  greate  feare 

in  many  a  noble  towne. 
Now  wanders  peoples  mynds 

like  waves  of  troubled  seas  ; 
And  neither  man  nor  childe,  God  wot, 

is  free  from  warrs  difeas. 
Death  dwells  in  each  mans  dore, 

and  threatens  mifcheevs  greate  : 
The  riche  but  maeks  a  hongrie  meale, 

the  poore  he  ftarvs  for  meate. 
Was  never  feene  fuche  want 

in  any  foile  before, 
And  feawe  have  little  commyng  in, 

but  fpendeth  on  the  ftore. 
The  foldiour  liv's  by  fpoile, 

the  marchaunts  trade  is  don  ; 
The  plowman  letts  the  plowe  alone, 

and  out  poore  people  ron  ; 
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As  though  that  men  were  madde, 

and  knowe  not  where  to  goe 
In  doubt  to  finde  a  faithful  freend, 

.  and  fure  to  meet  a  foe. 
The  Pater  noster  men 

or  Mai  content,  thei  faie, 
Hath  brought  our  people  fuch  a  plague 

As  breeds  their  whole  decaie. 
Eche  Christian  harte  doeth  weepe 

to  knowe  the  carefull  cace 
Of  Flaunders  now,  who  to  the  chaunge 

of  worldlie  chaunce  giv*s  place. 
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of  Fraunce, 


[IIAT    Kingdome     niaie     compare    with    woM 
Fraunce, 

Whofe  civ  ill  warres  did  lafle,  God  wot,  too  long? 

The  mightie  men  thereby  felt  grcate  mifchauna, 
The  feeble  folke  were  forcft  to  fuffer  wrong> 
And  no  eftate  was  free  from  fcath  and  foile, 
Suche  furie  raignde,  in  ra^^c  of  peoples  mynds« 
The  weakly ngs  went  to  ruin,  to  wrack e,  and  fpoile, 
As  trees  be  torne  with  blafl  and  whirlyng  wynds, 
Strong  goodly  tounes  were  beaten  doune  to  ^rounde, 
Hye  walls  and  towers  were  battrcd  flat  as  cake, 
When  trompetts  blaft  and  drum  did  flaughter  founde, 
And  bloudie  blade  did  wicked  murther  make, 

O  liften  now,  and  hcare  my  tale  a  while! 
The  warrs  of  Fraunce  fo  fliarpe  and  crucll  weare, 
The  fonne  himfelf  the  father  would  begile, 
And  brother  ftill  of  brother  flood  in  fcarc, 
With  poifon  foule,  and  murther  every  wheare. 
The  countrey  through  was  fpred  and  phiged  fore  ; 
And  for  to  make  the  fcourge  and  mifcheef  more, 
One  frende  by  craftc  the  other  w^ould  betraie, 
And  furetie  none,  in  Prince  s  pallaice  ftuode  ; 
The  houfe  of  God,  where  people  ought  to  praie, 
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And  aulter  ftone,  was  daiely  ftainde  with  blood  : 
The  ftreats  were  filde  with  corfes  vilie  flaine, 
And  in  the  ftreame  and  floud  the  babes  were  flong, 
And  ladies  throats  with  knives  were  cutte  in  twaine. 
There  was  no  hope  when  larumbell  was  rong, 
Bothe  wives  with  childe,  and  little  children  yong, 
Were  dabbed  in  with  daggers,  divers  waies. 
Some  from  their  bedds  were  floung  a  mid  the  ftreete, 
Suche  murthers  Lorde,  were  in  thofe  bloudie  daies, 
As  women  laie,  without  a  cloute  or  fheete, 
(All  deade  and  bare,  a  rufuU  fight  to  fee) 
In  open  plaine  ;  yea  men  of  auncient  yeers 
Were  mangled  fore,  and  some  of  high  degree 
And  noble  race,  and  of  the  Douze  Peers, 
Were  naked  lefte,  and  wounded  to  the  death ; 
And  goodlie  girlls  laie  grovlyng  voide  of  breath. 
In  market  place,  the  furie  was  fo  greate, 
The  rage  was  fuche,  that  none  might  fcape  the  fwoide, 
Nor  nothying  could  ne  coole  nor  quenche  the  hcate 
Of  civill  warre,  that  bothe  at  bedde  and  borde 
Was  bloodie  ftill ;  and  yet  the  more  was  flaine, 
The  more  the  broile,  and  greef  began  againe. 
To  tell  you  all,  their  battailes  here  a  rowe, 
Would  move  your  minde  and  heavie  harte  to  tears. 
At  fondrie  tymes,  their  owne  reporte  doeth  fliowe, 
(And  good  recorde  thereof  true  witnefle  bears) 
Thei  loft  in  feeld  twoo  hundreth  thoufande  men  ; 
Yet  ftill  their  mindes  on  murther  ran  fo  fafte, 
Thei  went  about  nothing  but  bloudfhed  then, 
To  fight  it  out,  as  long  as  life  might  lafte 
Revenge  did  worke  and  weave  an  endleffe  webbe ; 
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Defire  of  will  a  wofull  threede  did  fpinne, 

The  floode  of  hate,  that  never  thinks  of  ebbe, 

A  fwellyng  sea  of  ftrife  brought  gufhyng  in. 

The  rooted  wrathe  had  fpred  fuche  braunches  out. 

That  leaves  of  love  were  blafted  on  the  bowe, 

Yet  fpitfull  twiggs  began  fo  fafte  to  fprout, 

That  from  the  harte  the  tree  was  rotten  throwe. 

No  kindly  fappe  did  comforte  any  fpraie, 

Bothe  barke,  and  ftocke,  and  bodie  did  decaie : 

So  that  it  feemde  the  foile  infefted  was, 

With  malice  moods,  that  fmells  of  mifcheefe  greate. 

Their  golden  lande  was  tourned  to  ruftic  bras, 

And  eche  thyng  wrought  as  God  had  curfte  the  feate. 

The  ground  thought  fcorne  to  bryng  forth  frute  in  time, 

The  vines  did  rotte,  the  blade  would  beare  no  corne  ; 

Like  Winter  foule  became  the  Sommers  prime. 

The  pleafant  plotts  brought  forth  wilde  brier  and  thorn : 

With  raine  and  ftorme  the  land  was  vexed  ftill, 

The  ire  of  God  the  people  could  not  (hunne, 

Greate  grewe  the  greef  that  came  by  headftrong  will ; 

And  all  thefe  plagues  by  proude  conceite  begonne. 

That  thought  to  rule,  perhapps  paft  reafons  lore: 

Treate  that  who  pleafe,  my  mufe  not  framde  therefore. 

Of  warrs  and  woe  I  meane  my  penn  to  ftraine, 
In  breef  difcourfe,  for  Wifedomes  vieu  alone, 
I  flcippe  ouer  doubts,  I  dare  not  be  to  plaine, 
Leaft  fire  flie  out  from  flinte  and  ftricken  ftone  : 
Thofe  broills  abroche,  the  realme  ran  all  to  men. 

The  heads  waxte  sicke,  the  members  were  amis. 
The  notes  were  nought,  the  fong  was  out  of  tune, 
And  badde  is  beft  where  fuche  rude  Mufick  is. 
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Blood  was  fo  fought,  that  butcherie  bore  the  fwaie ; 
A  man  and  beaft  were  waied  both  a  like : 
The  fliepe  muft  dye,  the  wolfe  would  have  his  praie, 
The  riche  would  rule,  the  poore  muft  paffe  the  pike : 
The  houfe  muft  burne  that  could  not  make  defence, 
The  head  muft  of[f],  that  had  more  witte  then  needs  : 
The  fulleft  baggs  were  fearched  for  their  pence ; 
The  vains  were  fought  that  mofte  the  humour  feeds. 
The  good  might  ftarve,  the  badde  found  all  the  grace, 
The  wife  might  walke  abroade  and  tell  the  trees, 
That  faunyng  fooles  were  moft  prefarde  in  place  : 
The  wafpes  would  fucke  the  honie  from  the  bees ; 
And,  to  be  plaine,  abufe  in  all  degrees 
Bred  nought  but  warre,  and  nouriflit  fuche  debate, 
That  all  to  torne  did  lye  that  noble  ftate. 

And  when  one  race,  or  noble  houfe,  did  rife. 
With  force  of  armes  to  make  revolte  or  ftoer, 
Tenne  thoufande  flockt,  as  thicke  as  ftarrs  in  flcies. 
About  the  ftreats,  before  the  Princes  doore. 
No  woords  might  ferve,  nor  reafon  could  prevaile  : 
The  people  waxte  as  wilde  as  chafed  deere. 
Yea,  though  thei  heard  their  wives  bothe  wepe  and  waile, 
Their  children  crie,  their  frends  make  mournyng  chere: 
To  bloodie  fight,  in  furie  fell  thei  all, 
And  though  on  heaps  dead  corfes  laie  in  vieu, 
The  people  made  accounte  thereof  but  fmall. 
For  battaile  did  but  malice  ftill  renue. 

A  greate  mans  death  cofte  many  fmall  mens  lives, 
A  fmall  offence  did  make  a  greate  adoo; 
When  men  forget  their  children  and  their  wives. 
And  madlie  faulls  to  hate  their  countrey  too, 
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A  little  fparke  will  make  a  marveilous  fire, 
And  then  both  Prince  and  la  we  is  out  of  minde  ; 
Good  rule  is  drounde,  and  children  doo  confpire 
Their  fathers  deaths,  and  kinfmen  out  of  kinde 
Doo  turne  and  change,  as  weather  cocke  with  winde, 

O  Fraunce !  who  lookes  upon  thy  bloodie  waies. 
And  notes  but  halfe  the  pageant  thou  haft  plaied. 
Will  be,  therefore,  the  wifer  all  their  daies. 
Or,  at  the  leaft,  will  howrely  be  afraied 
To  plaie  fuche  pranks  as  thou  poore  France  hast  doofL 
Thou  haft  a  tyme  and  wretched  race  to  run. 
For  others  weale,  that  can  good  warnyng  take, 
Thy  neighbours  have  had  laifure  to  regarde 
The  harms  of  thee,  and  fo  a  mirrourmake 
Of  thy  greate  doole,  and  dulfuU  deftinie  harde. 
Can  greater  plagues  bee  feene  in  any  foile 
Then  revell  rage,  and  havocke  every  waie, 
A  civill  vvarre,  with  wicked  waifte  and  fpoile  ? 
A  deadlie  botche,  that  ftriks  ftoute  harte  by  daie. 
And  kills  by  night  the  harmles  in  his  bedde. 
O  civill  warre !  thou  haft  a  Hidras  hedde, 
A  vipers  kinde,  a  ferpentes  nature  throwe, 
A  fpiders  (hape,  a  forme  of  uglie  tode, 
A  devliflie  face,  a  ihameleffe  blotted  browe, 
A  bloodie  hande,  at  home  and  eke  abrode. 
And  if  a  man  would  painte  a  nionfter  right. 
Set  out  in  fliape  but  civill  warre  to  fight ; 
Painte  all  the  harms  that  cruell  murther  bryngs, 
And  fure  that  fnake  will  fhewe  ten  thoufande  firings. 
A  man  maie  not  in  colours  fet  fort  he  well 
A  rude  revolt,  a  wretched  civill  brawll : 


Digitized  by 


Google 


The  Calamiiie  of  Fraunce,  1 5 

He  were  as  good  affaie  to  painte  out  hell, 
And  feeke  to  (hewe  the  forts  of  torments  all 
That  fillie  fouls  doo  feele  with  damned  fpreetts. 
Who  fees  revolte,  in  feeld  or  civill  ftreetts, 
Will  thinke  he  meetts  mad  doggs  disgifde  like  men, 
Or  els  wilde  wolves,  that  lives  in  favage  woode. 
It  paffeth  witte,  and  cunnyng  arte  of  pen, 
To  blafe  out  warrs  began  on  mortall  foode, 
And  namely  broills  that  breeds  in  publike  ftate. 
The  caufe  whereof  both  God  and  man  doeth  hate. 
O  France,  the  flowre  and  gardaine  of  the  earth, 
The  foile  of  wealthe,  and  tftpp  of  triumphe  all ! 
Where  is  become  thy  paftyme  and  thy  mirthe. 
Thy  glorie  greate,  that  worldly  joys  we  call  ? 
Hath  wilde  revolt  made  tame  thy  gallants  gaie  ? 
Fie  on  that  braule  that  breeds  fo  greate  a  fraie ! 
Fie  on  that  warre  that  bryngs  riche  people  bare ; 
And  foule  befaule  the  birds  that  files  their  neafte ! 
Revolte  bryngs  realms  and  mighty  kyngs  in  care, 
And  roots  up  peace,  and  plants  discord  in  breafte. 
Though  wilful  heads  in  hafte  revenge  will  take, 
And  for  fome  fhreaude  devife  drawes  out  the  blade. 
Beware,  through  heate,  how  civill  warre  you  make  : 
It  wounds  the  ftate,  and  marrs  all  honeft  trade. 
It  rots  found  harts,  and  fpoils  eche  common  weale  ; 
A  cureleffe  fore,  that  no  fweete  falve  can  heale. 
The  fowre  mifchaunce  that  France  hath  felt  thereby, 
(And  flaughters  greate,  which  lafted  many  a  yere) 
Dooth  ftande  fo  freflie  and  full  before  your  eye. 
That  worlde  maie  fee  men  bought  that  warre  ful  dere. 
The  flood  of  ftrife  did  run  fo  through  the  realme : 
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Some  dreggs  muft  needs  be  left  behinde  the  (Ireame, 
In  whiche  deepe  droffe  male  lye,  more  harme  then  good 
God  (hield  eche  lande,  that  loves  and  fears  the  Lorde, 
From  fuche  abufe  and  thirftyng  after  blood, 
And  plante  therein  fweete  peace  and  milde  accorde: 
From  whiche  pure  tree  there  fprings  a  precious  balme. 
That  keeps  of  ftorms,  and  bryngs  a  quiet  calme. 
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Fraunce  did  fmart  through  rage  of  civill  warre, 
And  Flaunders  is  not  free  from  fuch  like  foile, 
So  other  foils,  by  meane  of  wicked  jarre, 
When  leaft  is  thought  are  offred  to  the  fpoile ; 
Whofe  wretched  ruen  the  wife  doeth  daiely  rewe, 
To  make  the  fonde  reforme  their  life  a  newe : 
But  where  was  peace  and  love  long  linked  fafte, 
And  people  waxt  bothe  riche  and  ftoute  of  minde, 
If  their  mifhappe  and  mifcheef  come  at  lafte, 
What  harte  in  breaft  or  man  is  fo  unkinde. 
That  will  not  waile  the  woe  of  fuche  a  lande, 
Who[m]  God  alone  hath  toucht  with  mightie  hand  ? 

In  Portugall  befell  a  dolfuU  cace, 
The  ftraungeft  chaunce  that  hath  bin  heard  of  late. 
There  was  a  kyng  who  had  greate  gifts  of  grace, 
A  princely  fparke,  of  goodly  porte  and  ftate ; 
And  as  his  (hape  was  femely  to  the  fight. 
So  loe !  within  his  minde  was  (hapte  a  right ; 
For  forme  of  face,  and  other  outwarde  flioes 
Were  aunfwered  full  with  greatneffe  of  the  harte  : 
And  in  that  prince,  as  now  report  there  goes, 
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Of  fpeciall  points  was  many  a  noble  parte. 

Among  the  refte  was  one  full  muche  to  note  : 
He  fought  no  will,  nor  would  of  women  dote, 
Defirde  renowne,  and  yet  defpifde  delite. 
And  loathed  lufte,  yet  lovde  a  merrie  meane ; 
To  party  me  bent,  yet  banifht  pleafure  quite, 
And  glad  to  leade  a  life  mofte  pure  and  cleane. 

And  alwaies  ment  to  doe  fome  mightie  deede 
Againft  the  Turkes,  fuche  noble  mynde  he  bore. 
That  of  the  like  a  man  maie  hardly  reede, 
And  in  our  daies  was  feldome  feen  before. 
Well,  what  avails  to  blafe  his  virtues  more  ? 
His  minde  was  fuche,  he  would  not  idle  fitte ; 
He  helde  good  fame  more  worth  then  heaps  of  gold  ; 
And  to  maintaine  his  courage  and  his  witte, 
Againft  the  Mores  a  powre  prepare  he  would. 
So,  with  his  freends,  and  fuche  as  wifhte  hym  well. 
He  fliippyng  tooke,  and  fpread  the  feas  with  fails. 

But  now  I  have  a  wofull  tale  to  tell ; 
And  now,  in  deede,  my  mufe  bothe  weeps  and  wails. 
And  I  myfelf,  of  right,  ought  be  full  fadd 
To  (hewe  at  large  what  ill  fuccelTe  he  had. 

Bothe  he  and  his  full  fafly  fette  on  ftiore 
On  enemies  ground,  and  rangyng  where  thei  would, 
His  foes  hym  mette,  and  fought  with  hym  fo  fore, 
(Whofe  ftrength  and  force  were  ftronger  treble  fold) 
That  he  was  flaine  and  all  his  people  lofte, 
And  few  of  them  retourned  home  againe. 
Suche  was  their  fate  that  fought  that  curffed  cofte. 
To  make  us  mufe  that  doeth  a  live  remaine. 
And  make  us  knowe,  by  this  greate  foughten  feeld. 
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There  is  no  life  but  muft  to  Fortune  yeeld ; 

For  at  one  tyme  three  kynges  made  there  their  ende  : 

But  none  of  them  maie  chriften  men  lament 

Save  this  good  kyng,  to  whom  the  Lorde  did  fende 

A  fodaine  fall,  to  our  greate  difcontent 

Yea,  waie  the  loffe,  and  worthe  of  chriften  bloode, 

An  let  the  cafe  be  throughly  underftoode. 

There  was  not  fuche  a  loffe  thefe  hundreth  yeers  : 

Be  judge  thereof  that  knowes  what  princes  are, 

And  of  the  ftate  and  rule  of  kyngdoms  heers. 

And  Portugall,  thou  luckleffe  lande  of  care, 

Be  thou  the  judge  if  I  fpeake  trothe  or  noe  ; 

Looke  how  thou  wilte,  thou  canft  not  hide  thy  woe  : 

In  mournyng  blacke  let  all  thy  people  goe ; 

Proclaime  a  fail,  and  ftretche  your  hands  on  hie, 

And  in  the  ftreats  for  forrowe  houle  and  crie  ; 

For  fince  thy  kyng  is  taken  from  thee  thus, 

That  was  before  fent  thee  to  thy  greate  joye, 

There  is  behinde  a  forer  plague,  yewus, 

If  careleffe  heads  of  earneft  make  a  toye. 

Could  more  mifhappe  to  any  foile  befall, 
Then  lofe  the  lampe  that  gave  the  countrey  light  ? 
(And  in  the  darke  can  finde  no  torche  at  all. 
Nor  candell  clere,  to  walke  in  winter's  night). 
Could  Fortune  woorke  to  men  a  worfe  defpite 
Then  take  awaie  their  hope  and  comfort  quite  ? 
Could  people  lofe  a  pearle  of  greater  price 
Then  fuche  a  gem  as  worlde  can  fcarcly  (howe  ? 
Could  heathen  men  wifhe  any  worfe  device 
To  us  then  give  fo  greate  an  overthrowe  ? 
I  feare  the  baebs  that  learns  their  Chrifts  croffe  row 
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Will  quaile  for  this,  when  we  are  in  our  grave. 
The  loffe  is  yet  like  fruite  that  is  but  greene 
On  goodlie  trees,  that  blafted  is  with  winde  ; 
But  when  the  want  of  apples  (halbe  feene, 
With  more  regarde  the  matter  (hall  we  minde. 
Leave  that  to  hym  that  givs  and  taks  awaie. 
Who  can  at  length  his  fecrete  will  bewraie. 

Now  fheepe  from  fold  male  ron  and  meete  the  wolfe, 
Now  gide  is  gone  the  flocke  to  ruen  muft  fall ; 
Now  greef  pafte  cure  comes  in  through  gufhyng  golfe, 
Now  prince  is  dead,  adue  poore  Portugall ! 
Thy  date  is  doen,  excepte  for  deaflnie  ftraunge. 
God  fende  fome  chaunce,  to  counterpoife  the  chaungel 

In  fkies  of  late  was  feen  a  blafyng  ftarre, 
A  comete  bright,  that  threatned  plags  at  hande, 
Whiche  did  prefage,  perhapps,  this  bloodie  warre, 
And  plags  that  are  a  brotche  in  many  a  lande. 

God  is  difpleafd,  and  fure  his  wrathe  is  greate 
When  Turcks  doe  fcorge  and  plage  the  chriften  kings : 
This  angrie  figne  and  fearfull  fodaine  heate 
Maks  wifemen  waie  the  weight  of  further  things. 
Where  mightie  trees  are  rent  with  thunder  cracke, 
With  tremblyng  feare  the  people  homeward  ronne; 
The  tempefts  rage  that  bryngeth  ruen  and  wracke. 
Where  daunger  is,  eche  livyng  thyng  will  (honne : 
So  fuche  as  fee  where  plague  or  warrs  encreace 
Will  feek  for  healthe,  and  praie  to  live  in  peace. 

FINIS. 
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THE     UNQUIETNES 
of  Irelande. 


|o  treate  of  Ireland's  toile, 
and  tell  the  trouble  now, 
(And  paint  you  out  in  profe  or  vers 
the  countries  forowe  thorowe) 
Would  fure  containe  more  tyme 

and  earneft  matter  bothe, 
Than  eafly  men  would  fpare  to  fpend 

or  worlde  would  thinke  a  trothe. 
For  there  thefe  many  yeres 

hath  ftrief  in  ftate  been  ftorde, 
And  feldome  in  the  quiet  fheath 

can  refte  the  trenchyng  fworde. 
The  foldiours  that  are  fent 

to  keepe  the  lande  in  awe, 
Are  faine  to  marche  through  thicke  and  thinne, 

and  after  lye  in  ftrawe. 
And  feede  on  what  thei  finde  ; 

but  loe  !  plaine  countreymen 
Doeth  faie  our  horfe  eats  up  their  corne, 

and  coignie,  now  and  then, 
Maks  wife  and  children  crie, 
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and  leavs  the  lande  full  bare  : 
Tis  hard  to  knowe  if  commons  poore 

or  foldiours  feel  mofte  care. 
The  greef  fo  common  is, 

that  eche  one  beares  a  peece, 
And  God  he  knowes  who  licks  the  fattCp 

or  shears  awaie  the  flece. 
But  now  to  tell  the  toile 

and  travaill  foldiours  take, 
To  thofe  that  knowes  not  what  it  means 

it  would  a  wonder  make. 
For  who  that  there  can  ferve, 

and  fuffer  what  doeth  fall, 
Maie  bide  the  bront  of  any  warrc 

in  chriften  kyngdoms  alL 
The  ftrength  and  ftraits  are  fuche 

that  men  muft  paffe  fomtyme^ 
The  rocks  and  mountains  arc  fo  ftraunge 

whereon  the  foldiours  clime  ; 
Thei  can  not  well  be  tolde,  't  - 

nor  numbred  here  a  right ; 
And  touchyng  mightie  woods  and  boggs, 

I  could  name  fuche  a  fight 
As  would  you  wearie  make 

to  reade  or  looke  upon  ; 
And  who  demaunds  the  trothe,  of  thofc 

that  hath  the  journeis  gon, 
Shall  heare  a  thoufande  th}'ngs 

which  worthie  is  the  note» 
The  labor,  paine,  and  proofe  thereof 

will  never  be  forgote. 
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Some  feels  it  in  their  joynts, 

and  (hall  whiels  lives  thei  beare  ; 
And  fo  be  bolde,  who  tries  that  foile 

maie  venter  any  where  : 
For  toile  doeth  daiely  growe 

amidde  that  troubled  lande, 
But  how  the  caufe  thereof  doth  rife, 

with  wifedome  bee  it  fcande. 
To  heare  the  people  crie, 

and  fee  their  bare  eftate, 
Would  fure  move  tears  in  any  eye 

that  doeth  the  countrey  hate. 
I  can  but  wifhe  them  well, 

my  duetie  claims  the  fame 
For  that  thei  are  our  neighbors  nere, 

and  ought  with  equall  name, 
Like  fubjefts  live  with  us  ; 

for  fince  one  prince  wee  have, 
One  minde  and  maner  (hould  we  fhew  ; 

good  order  that  doeth  crave. 
The  hande  doeth  love  the  arme, 

and  arme  with  leggs  agree, 
And  all  the  joynts  the  bodie  bears 

in  perfite  peace  muft  bee  : 
So  head  (hall  well  be  fervde  ; 

but  where  thofe  members  jarre. 
There  will  burft  out  fome  bold  abufe, 

some  braule,  or  irkfom  warre. 
Though  Irelande  hath  bin  long 

in  moft  unquiet  cace, 
It  wil  be  well,  when  God  (hall  plant 
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in  peoples  harts  his  grace : 
I  hope  to  fee  that  daie. 

and  that  in  feafon  short, 
That  my  plain  pen  shall  finde  great  caufe 

to  yelde  them  good  report. 


FINIS. 
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THE     TROBLES 
of  Scotlande. 


|f  Flaunders,  Fraunce,  or  Portugall  compare 
With  Scotlande  now   for  trobles,  ftraunge  it 

were : 
For  that  is  foile  of  forrowe  and  of  care, 
And  cheefeft  feate  of  fadncffe  any  where. 
That  ofte  hath  had  within  it  felf  fuch  ftoore, 
As  fpoilde  the  lande  and  kepte  the  countrey  poore : 
And  when  that  warrs  awhile  had  taken  leave, 
(And  woe  bade  want  to  laie  doune  speare  and  fheelde) 
The  one  by  fleight,  the  other  would  deceave, 
And  than  (harpe  fworde  fhould  plead  the  cafe  in  feelde ; 
Yea,  in  the  houfe,  (hort  dagger  did  the  deede, 
When  murther  might  ferve  tyme  or  turne  for  neede. 
And  noufled  thus  thei  were,  Godwot,  in  blood, 
In  rage  thei  would  not  fpare  ne  hye  nor  lowe : 
Not  one  might  buye  his  life  for  worldly  good, 
If  murthryng  hands  were  bent  to  give  the  blowe. 
Their  hainous  a6les  fufficient  proofe  doeth  fhowe : 
I  neede  not  name  the  perfons  thei  have  flaine, 
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For  (laughters  eric  through  higheft  clouds  doeth  goe. 
And  daicly  craves  of  God  redreffe  againe. 

The  marthcr>'ng  minde  is  never  free  from  foe, 
Nor  fure  of  freende,  nor  yet  of  life  in  fine, 
But  dwells  in  doubt,  and  livs  like  curffed  Caine. 
O  happie  wight  !  that  hath  fuche  grace  devine, 
That  never  will  his  harte  nor  confcience  ftaine 
With  brothers  blood  ;  and  blelTed  is  that  hedde, 
And  hande  withall,  that  never  blood  did  fhedde. 
Bothe  bcafts  and  birds  will  fall  out  fondrie  waies, 
And  drive  awhile,  and  yet  at  length  agree; 
But  as  thei  waste,  their  coller  fo  decaies, 
And  cleane  forgotte  the  quarrells  are,  you  fee. 
Shall  man,  that  hath  the  reafon  to  forbeare, 
Bee  worfe  then  bead  ?     O  God  that  fault  forbid  ! 
Shall  mallice  finde  a  place  and  fuccour  there, 
Where  Gods  greate  giftes  ought  lye  like  treafure  hid  ? 
Shall  harts  of  men  (the  temple  of  the  Lorde) 
Lodge  murther  vile,  and  nourifhe  foule  difcorde  ? 
Shall  thofe  that  knowes  what  lawe  &  peace  is  worth, 
Breake  lawe  and  peace,  and  breede  diffention  ftill  ? 
The  tree  is  badde  that  bryngs  fuche  braunches  forth  ; 
The  hedds  are  vaine,  that  fliows  no  deeper  fkill : 
The  ground  is  nought  that  breeds  but  fcratting  brers. 
And  foile  not  good,  where  murther  ftill  appers. 
And  yet  the  grounde  can  beare  no  blame  of  this  ; 
Mens  harts  unfounde  turns  many  thyngs  amis. 
Or  els  the  fate  that  is  from  heaven  fent. 
And  cruell  courfe  of  planetts  maie  be  cause 
That  people  are  to  troubles  daiely  bent, 
And  fo  forgetts  good  rule  and  wholfome  lawcs. 
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If  planetts  could  woorke  that  effecte  in  man, 
Where  fhould  Gods  grace  have  force  or  vcrtue  than  ? 
It  were  a  faulte,  and  errour  wonders  greate, 
To  truft  or  thinke  that  planetts  could  doe  ought 
In  man,  who  taks  his  force  and  kindly  heate, 
His  forme  and  fhape,  his  fence  and  feelyng  thought, 
From  Hym  that  fitts  above  the  ftarrs,  and  fees 
How  planetts  move,  and  how  the  worlde  agrees. 
Would  God  thofe  foiles,  where  greateft  jarrs  have  bin, 
And  all  the  forts  and  people  of  the  fame, 
Would  from  henceforthe  fuche  trade  of  life  begin, 
As  in  our  worlde  might  purchace  endleffe  fame  I 
For  bloodie  brauls,  that  hurlie  burlie  breeds. 
With  murthers  foule,  and  treafons  voide  of  feare, 
Corns  out  of  vice,  and  fpryngs  from  wicked  feeds. 
Thei  are  a  droffe,  and  darnell  in  good  come, 
A  graceleffe  grains,  that  poifons  man  and  beafte ; 
An  open  plague,  a  privie  prickyng  thorne ; 
A  bankette  fine  to  grace  a  filthie  feafte  ; 
A  difhe  of  fwill  drefte  up  like  daintie  cheare  ; 
A  meffe  of  brothe  that  marrs  the  dinner  quite  ; 
A  colde  conceite  of  cookrie  bought  full  deare  ; 
A  connyng  knacke  of  knavrie  spicft  with  spite ; 
A  tricke  newe  learnde  beyonde  the  Alps  I  trowe  ; 
A  toye  brought  home  by  those  that  travells  farre  ; 
A  fimple  snake,  a  smilyng  suttell  (hrowe  ; 
A  figne  of  peace,  but  grounde  of  greevous  warre. 
What  can  be  named  of  all  vile  earthly  thyngs, 
But  murthers  reache,  and  monftrous  treafon  bryngs. 
The  lande,  that  hath  amid  his  bowels  bred 
This  fore  difeafe,  and  will  no  medfon  take, 
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Is  fure  not  well,  and  fickc  from  feete  to  bed. 
And  of  it  felf  but  fmall  account  doeth  make. 
No  ftate  can  (lande  where  Juflice  bears  no  fwaie  ; 
The  leggs  are  lame  that  full  of  humours  are  ; 
The  man  muft  fall  that  hath  no  certaine  ftaie  ; 
Where  vertue  wants,  vice  walks  but  thin  and  bare. 
A  patched  waule  is  (hakte  a  fonder  ftreight  ; 
It  lafts  no  while  that  is  fet  up  by  fleight ; 
Our  nature  haets  the  thyng  that  is  not  good, 
And  fuche  as  halte  are  fpied  by  upright  seuce. 
And  kinde  abhors  the  blade  cmbrued  in  blood. 
Who  ftriks  the  weake,  that  can  not  make  defence^ 
Dare  not  in  feeld  apoint  to  meet  his  foe  j 
Who  maeks  a  bande  to  murther  one  alone, 
Loves  neither  prince  nor  commonwealth,  I  know; 
And  who  delites  to  here  the  giltlefTe  grone, 
Doeth  beare  mans  fhape^  and  tygers  nature  fliowe. 

Well,  let  that  paffe:  greatc  troubles  maie  a  rife 
In  angrie  worlde,  that  is  difpleafde  for  nought; 
But  fuche  as  fall  to  murthur  are  not  wife : 
Their  witts  can  not  conceive  how  man  was  wrought, 
Nor  who  regards  the  wroiigs  good  people  have, 
Whils  giltleffe  blood  a  right  revenge  doeth  crave. 


Fims. 
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THE     BLESSED    STATE 
of   Englande. 


|hat  blejfed  hap^  and  happie  daies, 
our  kyngdome  doeth  pojfesy 
The  weltk  and  peace  that  here  abounds 
to  worlde  male  well  expres. 
What  greater  joy e  can  people  have 

than  reft  and  riches  bot/ie. 
And  many  other  fruitfull  thyngs 

that  on  thofe  braunches  groweth  ? 
What  earthly  fame  is  like  to  this  ? 

what  wifedome  can  be  more, 
Tlianflinnne  the  broiels  thatfollie  bryngs, 

and  laie  up  wealthe  inftore  f 
For  warrs  zvhen  cause  commaunds  the  same, 

what  can  wee  wijhe  so  well 
Titan,  at  a  tyme  of  troubles  greate, 

in  quiet  honfe  to  dwell  ? 
But  waye  a  while  with  judging  witte^ 

what  woe  our  neighbours  taste  ; 
What  wealthe  goes  out,  wJiat  worlds  unreste 
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comes  in  with  warre  and  waste, 
A  litjiie  brute  cries  all  for  tvarre^ 

andfuche  as  little  have^ 
With  princes  paiCy  or  poor  ntetts  goodsy 

would  faine  goe  gaie  and  brave; 
But  tafiyng  warrs,  bothe  he  and  tnorCy 

tliat  buyes  their  knowledge  dere^ 
TJtat  goes  out  welly  corns  home  with  loffe^ 

and  than  refls  quiet  here  ; 
Cries  out  of  warrs,  finds  fault  with  toile^ 

and  trufls  to  that  will  laste, 
Andfo  withfadde  and  heavie  minde 

forgetts  the  labours  paflCy 
Andfaulls  to  take  the  eafe  we  here 

enjoy e,  with  peace  at  homey 
A  Jewell  whiche  full  feawe  shall findcy 

that  lists  abrode  to  rome. 
For  rounde  about  us  every  where 

the  worldefo  runs  on  wheelsy 
That  we  are  blejl  that  here  no  parte 

of  their  afflidion  feeles. 
Here  have  wee  fcope  tofkippe  or  walke, 

to  ronne  andplaie  at  bafe, 
Still  voide  offeare,  and  free  of  mindcy 

in  every  poin6le  and  cace  : 
Here  freefids  male  meete  and  talke  at  willy 

The  prince  and  lawe  obaiedy 
And  7ieitlier flraunge,  nor  home  borne  childc, 

of  fortune  jlands  afraied. 
Here  hands  doe  reape  the  feeds  theifowCy 

and  heads  have  quiet  flecpSy 
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And  wifedome governs  fo  the  ijuorlde, 

that  reafon  order  keeps. 
Here  mercie  rules,  and  mildneffe  raigns, 

and  peace  greate  plentie  bryngs, 
Andfollace  in  hisfweetejl  voice 

the  Chrijlmas  carrowle  fyngs. 
Here  frccnds  maie  feast,  and  triumphc  toOj 

infuertie  voide  of  ill, 
And  one  the  other  welcome  make, 

with  mirthe  and  warme  good  will. 
The  grounde  it  bryjtgsfnche  bleffyng  forthe, 

that  glad  are  forrains  all, 
Amid  their  want  and  harde  exjireems, 

in  favour  here  to  faull, 
Heer  wounded  staets  doe  heale  their  harms, 

and  flratmgers  flill  repaire. 
When  mifcheef  7nakes  them  marche  abroad, 

and  drive  t/iem  in  difpaire, 
Heer  thoufands  haunt  and  finde  releef 

that  are  in  heavie  cace, 
And  freendly  folke  with  open  amies, 

doeth  fillie  foules  enbrace, 
Heer  thyngs  are  cheape,  and  eajly  had, 

nofoile  the  like  canfltowe  ; 
Noflate  nor  kyngdome  at  this  date, 

doeth  in  fuch  plentie  flowe. 
The  trav'lar  t/iat  hath  pafie  the  luorlde, 

and  gone  through  many  a  lande, 
When  he  comes  home,  and  nocts  thefe  thyngs, 

to  heaven  holds  up  hande. 
And  mufeth  hoiu  this  little  plot te 
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can  yeeld fuche  pleafures  greate  : 
It  argues  wliere  fuche  graces  growe^ 

that  God  hath  bleft  t/iefeate, 
Bot/te  prince  and  people  every  one  ; 

and  where  his  bleffyng  is 
There  neither  wants  no  earthly  joye^ 

nor  liope  of  heavetis  blis. 
This  Ile  is  kirnell  of  the  nutte^ 

and  thofe  that  ncare  us  dwell, 
(Our  forraine  neighbours  rounde  about) 

I  count  them  but  thefhell, 
That  holdeth  in  this  kirnell  fweete, 

as  nature  hath  af/iende; 
And  asfomefhells  worme  eaten  are, 

yet  kirnell  founde  wefinde. 
So  fondrie  foils,  about  this  Ile, 

are  crackt  and  crofhte,  ye  knowe, 
With  furies  rage,  and  force  that  fills 

their  countrey  full  of  woe, 
Whiche  force  of  men,  or  rage  of  warre^ 

maeks  calnie  the  lookers  on. 
And  bids  wife  heads  to  quenche  hottefire, 

andftande  as  colde  as  f ton. 
When  ftrief  would  ftorre  up  quiet  ftatc, 

to  ftrive  for  feeble  ftr awes. 
And  leave  the  love  of  countries  zeale, 

and  holdc  with  forraine  caufe, 
O  Englande,  thou  art  bleft  in  deede, 

thy  nccke  is  free  from  yoke  ; 
Thy  armes  areftrotig,  thy  body  founde, 

and  in  good  howre  be  f poke. 
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Thy  youth  and  age  have  ablejaynts, 

to  trie  thy  caufe  in  feelde  : 
And  as  that  now  in  troublous  tymes, 

the  Lorde  hath  been  thy  Jheelde, 
So  looke  wheft  comes  in  cunnyng  knacks, 

thy  whole  account  is  made^ 
That  plainnes  Jhall  make  finenes  feele 

the  weight  of  Bilbowe  blade. 
More  bleffed  than  thy  neighbours  all, 

by  proof  thou  art  as  yet. 
More  likely  art  thou  by  that  caufc 

in  peace  and  reft  to  fit. 
More  good  infeafon  haft  thou  doen, 

titan  tfioufands  well  can  waye ; 
Mofte  fiappie  is  thy  ftate  theerefore, 

and  furer  ftands  thy  f toy e. 
Than,  maieft  thou  be  the  kirnell  fweete^ 

that  many  wifhe  to  have, 
But  none  canfpoile,  norfcarce  dare  touchc, 

fuche  grace  greate  God  thee  gave. 
That  garde  fhall  keepe  the  kirnell  long, 

from  worme  and  wicked  foile, 
And fende  good  fortune  fondrie  waies, 

unto  this  bleffed  foile. 


FINIS. 
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Besides  longer  poems,  Churchyard  seems,  in  this  small  and  rare 
tract,  to  have  inserted  several  productions  in  verse  written  many 
years  earlier,  and  which,  from  their  character,  might  have  formed 
a  portion  of  "  Tottel's  Miscellany",  to  which  it  is  well  known  he  con- 
tributed before  1557.  Some  pieces  here  reproduced  are  historical, 
others  merely  personal ;  but  there  is  hardly  one  that  does  not  illus- 
trate some  point  of  interest  or  importance.  They  are  all  dedicated  to 
the  nobleman  who  was  grandson  to  that  famous  Earl  of  Surrey, 
who  was  the  author  of  some  of  the  most  valuable  and  polished 
effusions  in  our  language,  and  the  execution  of  whom  by  Henry 
VIII  is  lamented  by  Churchyard.  He  was  for  some  time  in  the 
Earl's  service,  must  have  known  him  well,  and  gives  an  admirable 
character  of  him,  on  page  10  of  our  reprint,  which  we  do  not 
recollect  to  have  seen  quoted.  This  piece  is  clearly  autobiogi-a- 
phical,  though  professing  to  be  a  translation,  and  it  narrates 
various  incidents  not  found  in  any  other  authority.  The  last 
poem,  addressed  to  the  Lord  Mayor  of  1580,  on  the  then  condition 
of  the  city  of  London,  deserves  especial  notice. 

As  the  tract  is  short,  it  is  not  necessary  here  to  go  more  at 
large  into  the  nature  of  its  contents;  but  perhaps  the  lawless 
manner  in  which  the  author  uses  our  language,  especially  as  regards 
the  agreement  between  the  verb  and  its  nominative  case,  will 
attract  the  attention  of  the  reader.  In  this  particular.  Church- 
yard was  peculiarly,  and  perhaps  intentionally,  careless.  His  coat 
of  arras  ostentatiously  follows  the  title-page. 

J.  P.  C. 
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A    light    Bondell    of   li- 

uly  difcourfes  called  Churchyardes 

Charge^  prefented  as  a  newe  yeres  gifte  to 

the  right  honourable,  the  Earle  of  Surrie ; 

in  whiche  Bondell  of  verfes  is  futche 

varietie  of  matter,  and  feueral 

inuentions,  that 

mate  bee  ast  Helttefull  to  t|)e  EeaHer, 

as  it  was  a  Charge  and  labour  to  the 

writer:  fette  forthe  for  a  peece 

of  paftime  by  Thomas 

Churchyardey 

Gent. 


3<^ 


5f    Imprinted  at  London, 
by  yhon  Kyngston. 

1580. 


m^. 
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^  TO    THE    RIGHT    HONOURABLE    MY 

efpeciall  good  Lorde  the  Erie  of  Surrey, 

Thomas  Churchyarde  wisheth  many  happie 

Newe  yeres,  Fortunate  daies  and  weekes, 

encreafe  of  honour  and  vertue,  with 

moft  aflured  felicitie. 

I  KNOWE  not  my  good  lorde,  whether  my  boldneffe  and 
prefumption  be  greater  then  the  bafeneffe  of  my  matter 
herein  penned,  and  I  mynde  to  prefente;  confideryng  the 
worthineffe  of  the  perfonage,  to  whom  I  dedicate  my  booke, 
and  the  weakneffe  of  my  wit,  that  prefenteth  vaine  verfes, 
where  vertue  of  the  mynde  aboundeth.  But  for  that  I 
treate  not  of  mere  trifles,  (nor  meane  to  corrupt  found 
fenfes  and  good  maners  with  wanton  words  or  leude  rime) 
I  am  partly  perfwaded  this  myne  New  yeres  gift  (hall  give 
your  lordfhip  delite,  and  purchace  to  my  felf  the  defired 
thankes  that  every  honeft  writer  deferveth.  Becaufe  the 
fubftance  and  effect  of  all  my  inventions  are  (hadowed 
under  the  (held  of  good  meanyng ;  and  a  matter  well 
meant  (by  the  courtefie  of  true  conftrufti8)  maie  pafle  the 
mufter  and  good  opinion  of  the  people,  emong  the  beft 
aflfemblies  that  looketh  on  the  furniture  I  bryng,  and  able- 
neffe  of  my  penne.  And  albeit  fome  weapons  want  to 
beate  backe  the  thompyng  boltes  of  evill  tongues  (in  my 
defence  be  it  fpoken)  yet  the  armour  of  right,  and  target  of 
trothe  fhall  bee  fufficient  to  ftrike  doune  the  blowes,  that 
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hautie  hartes  with  threatnyng  thwartes  can  offer.     And 
who   fo   ever   haftely   or  unadvifedly,  through   malicious 
wordes,  hinders  the  credite  of  any  honed  workes,  maie  be 
thought  both  a  raflie  and  a  parciall  fpeaker,  and  a  bufie 
medler  in  matters  thei  neither  mynde  to  amende,  nor  will 
fuffer  that  the  worlde  fhall  fpeake  well  therof.     But  now 
farther  to  proceede,  and  enter  into  the  caufe  of  this  my 
boldneffe  the  troth  is,  in  callyng  to  remfibrance  a  promes 
that  I  made  touching  some  verfes,  and  honoryng  in  harte       | 
the  Erie  of  Surrie,  your  LordOiipps  graundfather,  and  my       ; 
mafter  (who  was  a  noble  warriour,  an  eloquent  Oratour, 
and  a  fecond  Petrarke)  I  coulde  doe  no  leffe  but  publiflie 
to  the  worlde  fomewhat  that  fliould  fhewe  I  had  loft  no       | 
time  in  his  fervice.     And  finding  an  other  of  his  race  and       i 
towardneffe,  who  hath  tafte  and  feelyng  in  the  good  giftes       | 
of  nature,  and  noble  vertues  of  his  aunceftours,  (the  hope       j 
of  whiche  graces  promifeth  greate  perfe6lion  to  foUowe  in 
tyme  to  come)  I  thought  I  might  dedicate  a  booke  unto 
your  Lordfhippe,  named  by  myne  owne  liking  Churchyards 
Charge,     But  now,  right  noble  Earle,  the  worlde,  lovyng 
change  and  varietie  of  matter,  waxeth  awearie  of  frevoulous 
verfes  (becaufe  fo  many  are  writers  of  mieter)  and  looketh 
for  fome  learned  difcourfe;  by  whiche  meanes  my  barraine 
bookes  maie  remaine  unred,  or  mifliked,  and  fo  lye  on  the 
Stationers  ftall,  as  a  fillie  figne  of  a  newe  nothyng,  neither 
worthe  the  buiyng,  nor  the  regardyng.     To  that  I  maie 
aunfwere  (under  pardon  and  correflion)  that  the  grounde      | 
which  of  nature  yeldeth  but  thirties  or  brambles,  maie 
bryng  forthe  no  good  corne  of  it  felf,  contrary  to  his  opera- 
tion and  kinde :  nor  a  man  that  is  accuftomed  to  treat  of 
trifles  maie  not  meddle  with  the  deepeneffe  of  grave  argu- 
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mentes.     For,  as  it  paffes  the  fearche  and  capacitie  of  a 
fimple  witte,  to  fe  into  any  matter  of  importaunce,  fo  it  is 
neceflarie  that  a  pleafant  and  plaine  companion  (hould 
alwaies  be  occupied    about    paftymes;   and   namely  at 
Chriftmas,  when  little  fhort  tales  drives  out  a  pece  of  the 
long  nightes,  and  rather  with  niirthe  to  procure  a  laughter, 
then  with  fadneffe  provoke  a  lowr>'ng  :  and  he  that  fturreth 
up  the  heauie  myndes  to  lightfome  confaites,  is  more  wel- 
come in  every  place,  then  he  that  overthrowes  the  weake 
fenfes  of  common  people  with  curious  imaginations,  and 
burthens  bothe  bodie  and  mynde  with  wordes  of  greater 
weight  then  common  iudgment  can  conceive  and  be  able  to 
beare.    A  tale  or  a  toye,  mirrely  delivered,  pleafeth  mofte 
mennes  eares;   and   an  earnefte   fadde  argument  either 
rockes  a  man  a  flepe,  or  maketh  the  hearers  awearie.  And 
the  nature  of  rime  is  to  revive  the  fpirites,  or  move  a  fmile, 
when  many  a  one  is  fcarce  pleafauntly  difpofed.     A  rime 
goeth  on   futche  feete,  ftandeth   on  futche  joyntes,  and 
rappeth  out  futch  reafons,  that  wifedome  taketh  pleafure 
in,  and  foUie  will  make  a  wonder  of.     The  woordes  by 
invention  hits  a  thyng  fo  jompe,  and  kepes  futche  a  de- 
corum and  methode,  that  bothe  order  and  meafure  is  feen, 
in  the  cunnyng  conveyance  of  the  verfes,  efpecially  if  the 
fvvete  and  fmothe  fentences  bee  fifted  from  the  fowre  rough 
branne  of  needeleffe  babble  and  vanitie,  a  fenfible  witte 
havyng  the  pennyng  of  the  matter.     But  loe !  my  good 
Lorde,  in  fhewyng  the  nature  and  qualitie  of  a  good  verfe, 
how  my  hoblyng  is  feen,  and  perceived  by  the  badneffe,  or 
bare  handelyng  of  the  thynges  herein  written.   Yet  now  I 
have  ron  fo  farre  in  overweenyng,  that  either  I  am  forced 
to  goe  forward,  or  remaine  in  the  midwaie  difcomforted, 
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and  without  remeadye.     Wherefore,  albeit  I  fhall  fhewe 
but  a  bondell  of  drie  devifes,  I  muft  open  my  fardell,  and 
make  fale  of  futche  ftuffe,  as  my  hedde  hath  been  ftuffed 
withall :  even  like  the  poore  peddlar,  that  trudgeth  with 
his  packe  to  a  faire,  and  there  unfoldeth  emong  fome  newe 
laces  and  odde  trifles,  a  greate  deale  of  old  ware  and  little 
remnantes,  that  for  lacke  of  quicke  fale  hath  laine  long  in  a 
clofe  corner.     I  neede  not  to  feeke  out  a  patron  to  support 
them,  for  thei  are  neither  worthe  the  ready ng,  nor  the 
buiyng ;  yet,  havyng  no  better,  am  compelled  to  utter  the 
thynges  I  have  lefte.     Providyng  that  my  nexte  booke 
maie  (hewe  fomewhat  emong  the  reft  that  goeth  before: 
for  that  it  fhall  be  dedicated  to  the  moft  worthieft  (and 
towardes  noble  man)  the  Erie  of  Oxford,  as  my  laifure 
maie  ferve,  and  yet  with  greate  expedition.     Thus  be)mg 
over  tedious  and  bolde,  in  ftretching  out  a  (hort  and  forie 
epiftle  (that  had  been  better  knit  up  in  fewe  lines)  I  wilhe 
your  lordfhip  many  newe  and  happie  yeres,  long  life  to 
your  liking,  to  the  honour  of  GOD,  and  encreafe  of  good 
fame;  and  a  peece  or  portion  of  eclie   goodneffe 
can  be  named.     From  my  lodging  nere  to 
the  Courte  the  first  daie  of  Januarie. 
Your   Lordfhippes  alwaies   at 
commaundemente. 

Thomas  Churchyard. 
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TO  THE   FREENDLY 

READER. 

I   DAILY  trouble  the   good   Reader  with  bookes^  verfes^ 

pamflettes,  and  many  other  triflyng  thingeSy  as  mutche  to 

hold  thee  occupied  in  good  will  towardes  me  {and  keepe  thee 

from  lojfe  of  tyme)  as  for  any  matter  that  I  either  can  gaine 

glorie  by,  or  deferveth  to  be  embrafed:  but  ufyng  me  and  my 

workes  thankefully,  and  paiyng  me  for  my  painesy  with  the 

like  courtefie  titat  ot/ier  fneti  reapeth  for  their  labours^  I 

thinke  my  fludie  well  bejlowed,  and  promes  yet  with  my 

penne  to  pleafure  thee  farther.     And  for  that  I  would  have 

all  menne  to  thinke^  that  in  trothe  and  plainneffe  I  have 

greate  felicities  and  doe  hate  any  kinde  of  flatterie  or  fine- 

fiejjfe,  I  meane  in  my  nexte  booke,  called  my  Challenge,  t& 

ronne  oyej^7mifiy^£f.v^ne  other  woorkes  ;  and  where  perad- 

venture  by  fome  report  of  others,  (that  knewe  not  the  trothe,) 

I  Itave  failed  in  fettyng  foorthe  of  fome  fervices,  emong  the 

which  Maifler  Ihon  Norrice,  and  divers  worthie  gentlemen 

Captaines,  now  in  Flaunders,  have  not  t/te  worthineffe  of  their 

ferviccs  declared,  I  doe  promes  t/iat,  now  beyng  better  in- 

Jlructed  and  havyng  true  intelligence  of  thynges  as  thei  were, 

I  will  at  large  write  the  commettdation  of  as  many  as 

fnerites  to  bee  Iwnoured  for  their  well  doyng,  and  make 

amendes,  where  either  by  ignoraunce,  or  the  report  of  others, 

I  have  failed.     Forfofure  as  GOD  is  Almightie,  if  I  could 

gaine  mountaines  of  golde  to  flatter  any  one  in  printyng  an 

nntrothe,  I  would  rather  wtfhe  my  handes  were  of  then  take 

in  luxnde  futche  a  matter  ;  for  neitlter  affeilion,  favor,  com- 

moditie,  fame,  nor  parciallitie,  at  no  tyme  nor  feafon,fhall 

willy ngly  lead  my  penne  amiffe.     And  fartlier,  if  I  tfwught 

any  one  for  his  owne  glories  fake,  had  tolde  vie  more  then  is 
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truely  to  bee  proved,  I  would  not  onely  condcntpne  myself  for 
givyng  futclte  haflie  credite  to   vainglorious  people,  but  in 
like  forte  my  penne  fhould  fhewe  the  blotte  in  their  browes, 
that giveth  me  wrong  advertifementes.    And fo,good Reader, 
cond^pne  not  mee  if  anything  bee  amiffe,  or  lefte  out  that  ought 
to  have  been  touched ;  for  as  I  knowe  and  am  inflructed 
{seeyng  not  all  myfelf)  I  mufi  write,  and  fo  till  my  nexte 
booke  come  forthe  {where  many  thynges  ffiall  be  treated  of) 
and  that  my  good  will  to  the  Iwnouryng  of  verttie  fhall  bee 
feen,  I  bidde  t/iee  fare  well,  freendly  Reader,  cravyng  /*y 
favourable  judgemente  on  that  I  have  written.    From  thofe 
men  for  w/iom  my  booke  hath  bin  a  blafi  of  fame  unto  {as  I 
did  beleve  by  the  true  trompet  of  pentti)  are  not  of  futche greate 
abilitie,  that  either  their  purfes  power  or  countenaunces,  could 
compell  me  to  followe  their  humours,  nor  by  any  meanes 
woorke  my  mufe  to  their  willes,  whofe  ritchejffe  and  wealthc 
is  not  able  {if  meft  would  be  hired)  to  wrcfl  a  wrie  the  hande 
and  hedde  of  an  honefl  writer.     A  nd  to  make  manifefl  that  I 
neither  will  be  infeded,  nor  carried  awaie  from  tJtat  whidu 
is  good,  for  any  badde  prailice  and  perfwafions,  I  confejje 
before  GOD  and  the  worlde,  I  fcarce  have  received  thankes 
for  the  honefl  labors  I  have  taken  {at  their  handes  tltat  I 
have  written  of)  mutche  leffe  have  I  been  recompenced,  or 
founde  caufe  to  flatter  the  worlde.     But  in  one  thyng  I  maie 
rejoyce,  the  honourable perf one  to  whom  my  Choice  is  dedicated 
{and  others  of  great  callyng)  hath  bothe  beefi  gratefull  sondrie 
waies  {in  mofle  bountifull  maner)  and  alfo  hath  encoraged 
me  to  proceede  in  the  like  paines,  whiclte,  in  very  deede,  I 
mynde  to  go  about,  as  well  to  the  fame  and  glory  of  good 
menne,  as  for  theadvoidyng  offloth  and  idelneffe  my  fclf 

FINIS. 
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CHURCHYARDES   CHARGE. 

%  A  Storie  tranjlated  out  of  Frenche. 

In  old  tyme  parte,  in  Picardie  there  dwelt  an  honeft  man, 
Whofe  name  the  ftorie  doeth  not  tell  what  he  was  called 

than : 
A  wife  he  had,  a  houfe  he  helde,  as  farmers  ufe  to  doo, 
And  lacked  little  for  the  fame  that  did  belong  there  too. 
And  as  God  fent  him  fuffifance  to  rubbe  forthe  Ufe  here  lent, 
So  for  to  chere  unweldie  age  faire  children  God  hym  fent ; 
Of  whiche  he  had  one  mofte  in  minde,  a  lad  of  livly  spreete, 
Who  with  great  care  he  kept  to  fchoole,  as  for  his  youth 

was  meete. 
This  boye,  to  glad  his  father's  harte,  in  bookes  fet  his  delite, 
And  learnd  to  make  a  Latine  verfe,  to  reade  and  eke  to 

write ; 
And  for  his  nature  was  enclinde,  to  ftudie  learnyngs  lore, 
The  better  he  aplied  his  fchoole,  he  profited  the  more. 
To  make  his  fchoole  the  fweeter  feem,  with  muficke  mixed 

was 
The  ftudie  that  he  foUowd  then,  the  time  awaie  to  paffe. 
Good  bookes  were  bought  and  inftruments,  greate  charge 

was  but  fmal  let. 
If  that  thereby  the  father  might  the  fonne  fome  knowledge 

get. 
In  feven  yeres  (as  tyme  it  was)  this  ftriplyng  gan  to  tafte. 
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Tyme  well  emploied,  tyme  driven  forthe,  and  tyme  ill  spent 

in  wafte ; 
And  made  no  fmall  account  thereof,  but  ftill  fought  more 

to  have, 
Wherewith  he  to  his  father  came,  on  knees  this  did  he  crave. 
I  have,  qd.  he,  dere  father,  now  my  childiflie  daies  ore  roune. 
And,  as  I  thinke,  and  you  beleve,  my  boyes  delites  are 

donne : 
And  as  my  witte  and  grace  hath  ferv'd,  fome  ieamyng  have 

I  gote, 
And  as  I  knowe  you  love  me  well,  on  me  you  ftiould  not 

dote. 
I  meane  I  should  not  ftill  at  home,  under  my  mother's  wing, 
Be  brought  up  like  a  wanton  child,  and  doe  no  other  thing  : 
The  worlde  is  wide,  I  want  no  witte,  your  wealth  is  not  so 

greate. 
But  you  maie  thinke,  in  fome  dere  yere,  I  fcarce  deferve  my 

meate. 
And  though  your  kinde  and  cuftome   is   full  fatherlike 

alwaie, 
Yet  should  your  fonne  difcretion  have,  to  eafe  you  as  he 

maie. 
Wherefore  to  make  your  burthen  leffe,  let  me  goe  feeke  my 

happ. 
And  let  no  longer  now  your  fonne  be  lullde  in  mothers  lapp. 
The  father  wife  well  underftoode  his  childs  requeft  at  full, 
And  that  the  fethers  of  his  youth,  he  thought  awaie  to  pull, 
(Before  he  gave  hym  leave  to  parte)  by  councell  grave  and 

fage. 
Well  boye,  quoth  he,  now  thou  art  come  unto  thy  flowryng 

age: 
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Now  art  thou  like  the  little  wande,  that  bent  and  bowd 

will  bee 
Unto  his  hande,  or  to  his  fkill,  that  lifte  to  maifter  thee : 
Now  are  ripe  yeres  foone  rotten  made,  now  art  thou  apt  to 

take 
Bothe  good  and  badd,  but  cheefly  things  that  age  bidds 

thee  forfake. 
And  now  large  fcope  (hall  fone  forget  what  short  rein 

learnd  in  schole, 
And  thou   that  wifely  waft  brought  up  shall   plaie  the 

wanton  foole 
Abrode,  as  wilde  harebrains  are  wont,  newe  taken  from 

their  booke, 
And  in  a  while  laie  all  afide  nere  after  their  on  looke. 
In  evry  place  of  thy  repaire  thou  shalt  no  father  finde, 
Nor  fcarce  a  freende  to  wh6  thou  maieft  at  all  tymes  (ho 

thy  minde  : 
But  on  God's  bleflyng  goe  thy  waie,  thy  wilde  otes  are 

unfowne, 
Hereafter  time  fhall  learne  thee  well  things  to  thee  now 

unknowne. — 
The  ladd  his  leave  and  farewell  tooke,  well  furnisht  for  the 

nonce, 
And  had  about  hym,  as  I  trowe,  his  treafure  all  at  once : 
To  court  he  came  all  maifterleffe,  and  faw  what  likt  hym 

befte. 
Of  runnyng  leather  were  his  shues,  his  feete  no  where  could 

refte. 
His  bookes  to  blade  and  bucklar  changed,  he  gave  ore 

fcholars  trade, 
Where  revell  royfted  all  in  ruffe  there  he  his  rcfidence  made. 
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This  rule  had  foone  his  purfe  fo  pickt  that  princoks  wanted 

pence, 
And  oft  he  fawe  fome  truffed  up  that  made  but  fraall 

offence. 
His  father  farre  from  feyng  this;  he  come  of  honeft  ftocke, 
He  hoffryng  forthe  a  hatefull  life  in  many  a  wicked  flocke; 
And  pricked  oft  to  flipper  fhifts ;  yet  fome  regard  he  tooke, 
To  be  a  fclander  to  his  kinne,  that  kept  hym  to  his  booke, 
And  in  a  better  moode  to  thrive  to  fervice  did  he  drawe. 
He  muft  goe  that  the  devill  drives,  ye  knowe  neede  hath 

no  lawe. 
A  maifter  of  no  meane  eftate,  a  mirrour  in  thofe  daies. 
His  happie  fortune  then  hym  gate,  whofe  vertues  muft  I 

praife. 
More  heavenly  were  thofe  gifts  he  had,  then  yearthly  was 

his  forme ; 
His  corps  to  worthie  for  the  grave,  his  fleflie  no  meate  for 

worme. 
An  Erie  of  birthe,  a  god  of  fprite,  a  Tullie  for  his  tong, 
Me  thinke  of  right  the  worlde  fhould  fhake  when  half  his 

praife  were  rong. 
Oh!  curfed  are  thofe  crooked  crafts,  that  his  owne  countrey 

wrought. 
To  chop  of[f]  futche  a  chofen  hed  as  our  tyme  nere  forthe 

brought. 
His  knowledge  crept  beyond  the  ftarrs,  and  raught  to  Joves 

hie  trone 
The  bowels  of  the  yearth  he  fawe   in  his  deepe  breaft 

unknowne : 
His  Witt  lookt  through  eche  mans  device,  his  judgem^t 

grounded  was: 
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Almofte  he  had  forefight  to  knowe,  ere  things  fhould  come 

to  paffe, 
When  thei  should  fall  what  should  betied  :  oh,  what  a  loffe 

of  weight, 
Was  it  to  lofe  fo  ripe  a  hedde,  that  reached  futche  a  height ! 
In  evry  art  he  feelyng  had,  with  penne  paft  Petrarke  fure, 
A  fashion  framde  whiche  could  his  foes  to  freendship  oft 

alure. 
His  vertues  could  not  kepe  hym  here,  but  rather  wrought 

his  harms, 
And  made  his  enemies  murmure  oft,  and  brought  them  in 

by  fwarms  ; 
Whofe  praftife  put  hym  to  his  plonge,  and  lofte  his  life 

thereby : 
Oh,  cancred  brefts  that  have  futche  harts,  wherin  futche  hate 

doth  lye  ! 
As  told  I  have,  this  yong  man  serv'd  this  maifter  twife 

twoo  yere, 
And  learnd  therein  futche  fruitfuU  (kill,  as  long  he  held  full 

dere, 
And  ufd  the  penne  as  he  was  taught,  and  other  gifts  alfo, 
Whiche  made  hym  hold  the  capp  on  hed  where  fome  do 

croch  full  lo. 
As  credite  came  he  carefull  was  how  to  maintaine  the  fame, 
And  made  fmall  count  of  life  or  death,  to  kepe  his  honeff 

name. 
His  father  not  a  little  glad  of  his  good  happ  thus  founde. 
And  he  forgot  no  duetie,  fure,  to  whom  he  ought  be  bounde. 
From  court  to  warrs  he  wounde  about,  a  foldiours  life  to 

leade, 
And  leaned  to  the  worthieft  fort,  their  ftepps  to  marche  and 

treade, 
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And  followd  cannon  wheele  as  faft,  to  learae  fome  know- 
ledge then, 
As  he  afore  at  maifters  heeles  did  waite  with  fervyng  men. 
But  thofe  twoo  lives  a  diffrence  have:  at  home  good  chere 

he  had, 
Abroad  full  many  a  hongrie  meale,  and  lodgyng  verie  bad 
All  daie  in  corflet  cafed  fafte,  whiche  made  his  shuldersake, 
All  night  upon  a  couche  of  ftrawe  right  glad  his  reft  to  take. 
Through  thicke  and  thin  a  thriftleffe  tyme  he  fpent,  and  felt 

mutch  greef, 
And  ever  hopyng  for  the  fame  at  length  to  finde  releef 
No  fmall  while  there,  as  ye  have  hard,  in  colde  sharpe 

winter  nights. 
Where  he  did  feele  ftrange  plags  enowe,  and  fawe  full  ugly 

fights : 
Some  dy  for  lack,  fome  feke  for  death,  fome  live  as  though 

ther  wer 
Ne  God  nor  man,  nor  torment  here,  or  hence,  we  ought  to 

fere : 
But  yet  he  markt  fome  of  that  fort,  whofe  eftimation  flood 
Upon  eche  point  of  honeft  na  the,  and  things  that  femed  good: 
He  fawe  like  wife  how  fortune  plaied  with  fome  men  for  a 

while. 
And  after  paid  them  home  for  all,  and  fo  did  them  begile. 
A  wearie  of  thefe  Waftyng  woes  a  while  he  left  the  warre, 
And  for  defire  to  learne  the  tongs  he  traveld  very  farre  ; 
And  had  of  evry  langage  part  when  homeward  did  he  drawe, 
,And  could  rehearfall  make  full  well,  of  that  abroad  he  fawe. 
To  ftudie  wholie  was  he  bent,  but  countteis  caufe  would  not 
But  he  (hould  haunt  the  warrs  againe,aflignde  thereto  by  lot ; 
And  eke  by  hope  and  all  vaine  happ  procured  to  the  fame. 
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As  though  eche  other  glorie  grewe  on  warrs  and  warlike 

fame : 
Without  the  whiche  no  worlds  renowme  was  worth  a  flye 

he  heeld, 
For  that  is  honour  wonne,  in  deede,  once  got  within  the  feeld. 
Thus  in  his  hed  and  hye  confaite  he  judg'd  that  befte  of  all, 
And  thought  no  mouth  for  fuger  mete,  that  could  not  tafte 

the  gall. 
Good  lucke  and  bad,  mixt  in  one  cup,  he  dranke  to  quenche 

his  thirfte, 
And  better  brookt  the  fecond  warrs  then  he  did  like  the 

firfte; 
And  leffe  found  fault  with  fortunes  freaks,  time  had  fo  well 

him  taught 
At  chances  fowre  he  chang'd  no  chere,  nor  at  fwete  haps 

much  laught. 
In  prifon  thrife,  in  danger  oft,  both  hurt  and  mangled  fore, 
And  all  in  fervice  of  his  prince,  and  all  awaie  he  wore. 
In  meane  eftate,  in  office  too,  fomtyme  a  fingle  paie, 
Some  tyme  fewe  had  fo  mutche  a  weeke  as  he  was  loude 

a  daie. 
When  worlde  waxt  wife,  and  wealthe  did  faile,  and  princes 

pride  appald. 
And  emptie  purfe,  and  privie  plag's,  for  perfite  peace  had 

cald, 
And  kings  and  kingdoms  quiet  were,  this  man  to  court  he 

came, 
Newe  from  the  gives,  with  face  and  lookes  as  fimple  as  a 

lame: 
Freflie  from  his  enemies  hands  came  he,  where   for  his 

countries  right, 
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H.e  prifned  was,  and  forfle  to  grant  a  randfome  pad  his 

might, 
Sent  home  upon  a  bande  and  feale,  whiche  is  fo  (Irange  a 

trade, 
There  to  remame  till  he  for  helpe  fome  honeft  fliifte  had 

made, 
All  fpoiled  cleane,  bare  as  the  bird  whofe  feathers  pluckt 

have  bin, 
Bothe  ficke  and  weake,  his  colour  gon,  with  cheeks  full 

pale  and  thin. 
The  fight  fo  ftrange,  or  worlde  fo  nought,  or  God  would 

have  it  fo. 
This  man  had  fcarce  a  welcome  home,  whiche  made  him 

mufe,  I  tro. 
His  countrey  not  as  he  it  left,  all  changed  was  the  (late, 
But  all  one  thing,  this  man  deferv'd  therein  no  caufe  of  hate. 
A  careleffe  looke  on  hym  thei  cafte,  favyng  a  fewe,  in  deede, 
Through  warrs  brought  lowe,  for   fervice  fake,  and  felt 

therby  his  neede : 
Of  fuche  as  could  a  diffrence  make  of  drom  and  trorapetts 

founde, 
(From  tabber,   pipe   and   maipole   mirth)  their  helpyng 

hands  he  founde : 
And  thofe  that  favord  featts  of  warre,  and  favour  tooke 

therein. 
With  open  armes  embrafte  hym  hard,  and  faid  "  Where 

haft  thou  bin  T 
But  none  of  thefe  could  doe  hym  good,  to  fet  hym  up  I 

meane ; 
His   freends    decaied,  his   father  dedde,   and    houfholde 

broke  up  cleane. 
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Crave  could  he  not,  his  hart  fo  hye  it  would  not  ftoupe  to 

fteale ; 
He  fcomde  to  ferve  a  forraine  prince,  prefarryng  common 

weale. 
Above  all  other  things  on  yearth  his  countrey  honourd  he, 
At  home  he  likt  more  poore  eftate  then  thence  a  lorde  to  be. 
Where  (hould  he  fue,  where  ran  thofe  fprings  could  cole  his 

fever  hot, 
Where  durft  he  mone  or  plaine  for  (hame,  where  might 

releef  be  got, 
But  at  the  fountain  or  well  hedde,  yea,  at  his  princes  hande, 
And  in  a  fewe  well  couched  lines  to  make  her  underftand 
His  cace,  his  fcourge;  loe  !  fo  he  did,  and  boldly  did  he  tell 
The  fame  hym  felf  unto  the  prince,  who  knowes  the  man 

full  well ; 
And  gracious  words  three  tymes  he  gate;  the  fourth,  to 

tell  you  plain, 
UnfruitfuU  was ;  things  were   ftraite   laeft  ;  faire  woords 

maks  fooles  full  fain. 
When  prince  nor  countrey  made  no  count  of  hym  nor  of 

his  cace. 
And  none  of  bothe  would  help  hym  home  of  whom  he 

fought  for  grace. 
For  whom,  and  for  their  caufe  alone,  in  enemies  hands  he 

fell. 
And  for  their  right  to  warrs  he  went,  as  all  men  knowes 

full  well ; 
And  lofte  his  blood  for  their  defence,  and  for  their  quarell 

fought, 
And  for  the  fame  full  flenderly  lookte  to,  and  fet  at  nought, 
When  he  his  duetie  to  his  powre  did  evry  dale  and  yere, 
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Sutche  unklnde  gwerdon  had  received,  as  well  before  yoa 

here. 
He  faid,  let  Marcus  Reguliis  in  fame  of  Romains  ftande, 
Whiche  kept  his  othe,  and  did  retourne  againe  to  Carthage 

lande. 
If  Tullie  were  a  live  to  write  his  praifes  more  at  full, 
Yet  fince  I  fcapt  my  enmies  hands,  at  home  abide  I  wuU : 
He  (hould  not  me  perfwade  to  goe  where  nought  but  death 

is  found ; 
My  countrey  cares  not  for  my  life,  then  why  fhould  I  be 

bound 
To  toies  or  any  other  bande  that  I  have  power  to  breake, 
Whiche  I  was  forced  by  my  foe  in  perfone  for  to  fpeake  ? 
And  for  the  hope  of  countries  helpe,  and  freends  that  there 

I  had, 
In  any  fort  to  pleafe  my  foes  I  was  bothe  faine  and  glad. 
Not  mindyng  if  my  countrey  would  releafe  me  from  his 

hande, 
To  breake  good  order  any  whitte,  or  violate  my  bande : 
For  juftice  bids  eche  man  doe  right,  which  God  doeth 

know  I  ment, 
But  now  a  captive  yeeld  my  felf,  it  maie  not  me  content ; 
For  where  that  Tullie  doeth  affirme,  men  ought  to  keepe 

their  othe 
Unto  their  freends  in  evry  point,  and  to  their  enmies  bothe, 
And  bryngeth  Marcus  Regulus  example  for  the  fame, 
With  other  reafons  many  a  one,  whiche  were  too  long  to 

name, 
He  fhewed  that  the  Senats  all  would  hym  have  flaied  at 

Rome, 
And  as  in  counfaill  then  thei  fatte,  their  jugement  and 

their  doome 
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Was  that  the  prifners  ftiould  be  free,  whiche  thei  of  Car- 
thage held, 
And  he  (hould  ftaye :  full  oft  his  freends  this  tale  to  hyni 

thei  teld : 
Thei  proffred  helpe,  and  offred  ftill  this  Marcus  to  reedeeme ; 
But  MarcuSy  for  a  further  fkill,  did  little  that  efteeme. 
**  I  finde  no  fuccour,  hope,  nor  aide ;  then  bounde  why 

fhould  I  be, 
More  to  my  countrey  in  this  cafe  than  countrey  is  to  me  ?" — 
Thefe  wordes  this  heavie  man  rehearft,  fo  bade  the  warrs 

adue, 
And  thought  he  would  no  raunfome  paie  for  any  thyng  he 

knewe. 
Wherefore  from  court  he  tournd  his  face,  and  fo  an  othe 

he  fwore, 
As  long  as  he  his  five  witts  had,  to  come  in  court  no  more. 
He  kept  that  othe,  and  cut  his  cote  as  clothe  and  meafure 

wold, 
And  doune  to  Picardie  he  comes,  fome  faied  at  thirtie  yere 

old: 
And  for  his  lands  and  rents  were  fmall,  a  maifter  lent  he  too, 
Who  us'd  his  fervaunt  not  fo  well  as  maifters  ought  to  doo. 
He  was  not  made  out  of  that  mould  that  his  lafte  maifter 

was: 
Thefe  twoo  in  vertues  were  as  like  as  gold  was  unto  glaffe. 
Upon  a  daie  alone  he  fatte,  and  faied  thefe  words  right  fadd  : 
*'  Are  foldiours  caft  at  carts  arfe  now,  that  long  faire  words 

have  had  ? 
Shall  kyngs  nere  neede  for  helpe  again  ?  is  fortune  fo  their 

freende  ? 
Have  thei  a  pattent  of  the  gods  this  peace  fhall  never  ende? 

D 
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God  graunt  yet  will  I  (hift,  I  trowe,for  one,  or  happ  fhall  faile, 
And  in  the  ftormes  my  fhip  (hall  learne  to  beare  a  quiet 

faile, 
And  cleane  forget  brave  daies  agoe  that  fed  my  yonthfull 

yeres, 
Full  glad  that  I  have  gotten  home,  and  fcapt  the  fcrattynj 

breers. 
Of  warrs  and  other  worldly  toiles,  adue ;  I  fee  their  fine: 
A  wife  (hall  now  content  my  mynde,  fuche  as  the  gods 

afligne. 
A  wooyng  thus  this  hapleffe  man  rode  forthe,  not  fet  to  fale. 
Thought  none  like  hym  in  this  his  fuite  was  meete  to  tell 

his  tale. 
And,  as  the  heavens  had  agreed  the  planetts  well  were  bent, 
He  fone  defcended  from  his  horfe,  and  boldly  in  he  went, 
Where  dwelt  a  fober  widdowe  then,  bothe  wife  and  wifly  too, 
Late  fallen  ficke  unknowne  to  hym,  that  tyme  unfitt  to  woo: 
But  her  difcretion  was  fo  greate,  and  his  behaviour  bothe, 
Thefe  ftraungcrs  fell  acqueinted  thus,  if  ye  will  knowe  the 

trothe. 
He  faind  an  other  ernd  to  make,  diffemblyng  yet  a  fpace, 
Till  he  might  fpie  a  better  tyme  to  fhowe  her  all  his  cace : 
So,  takyng  leave,  for  freends  he  wrought  to  bryng  this 

thing  about. 
In  fuch  affaires  fome  fpake  full  faire  that  are  full  well  to 

doubt ; 
For  commonly  men  take  no  cars  of  others  futes  ;  for  why  ? 
Their  profite,  as  thei   geffe  themfelfes,  in  hindryng  that 

maie  ly. 
Some  promife  helpe,  and  fee  no  gaine  maye  fpring  to  them 

thereof, 
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Waxe  cold  and  slowe  for  lacke  of  fpurre,  and  ufe  it  as  a 

fcoffe. 
An  other  fort,  with  ftingyng  tongs,  faie,  Maiftres  take  good 

heede, 
This  man  will  fone  your  feathers  pull,  and  caft  ye  of  at 

neede : 
Will  you  that  have  bothe  wealth  and  eafe  to  yong  mens 

curfie  ftand, 
And  let  an  other  maifter  be  of  that  is  in  your  hande  ? 
Some  feekyng  rule  of  that  (he  hath,  and  fleecyng  from  her 

fift, 
Doe  faune  and  flatter  all  the  date,  and  guide  her  as  thei 

lifte ; 
And  live  on  her,  and  hate  her  life,  and  waite  her  death  to  fee, 
And  well  can  pleafe  her,  while  (he  lives,  her  feftors  for  to  be. 
Suche  inftruments  thefe  widdowes  have  about  them  evry 

howre ; 
Perchance  this  man  perceiv'd  the  like,  and  had  good  caufe 

to  lowre : 
But  as  he  knewe  the  fatall  chance  of  things  comes  from 

above, 
So  he  began,  and  fought  to  knowe  the  fine  of  all  his  love ; 
And  found  a  dale  full  apt  therefore :  at  large  the  fame  he 

told, 
And  flatly  this  her  aunfwere  was,  (he  never  marrie  would. 
If  no  newe  thoughts  fell  in  her  minde,  whereof  no  doubt 

fhe  made. 
Except  fhe  chofe  a  wealthie  man  that  had  a  grounded  trade 
To  live,  and  had  a  hourd  of  gold,  to  keepe  them  bothe  from 

dette. 
Good  fir,  quod  (he,  on  riches  fure  my  minde  is  fully  fette ; 
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I  can  with  ritches  vertues  make,  vertue  with  want  is  bare: 
I  praie  you  come  no  more  at  me,  thus  anfwerd  now  ye  are. 
I  would  be  lothe  to  hold  you  on  with  wordes,  and  meanc 

in  deede, 
That  neither  you  for  all  your  fute,  nor  any  yet  (hall  fpeede. 
He,  hearyng  this,  hangde  doune  the  hedde,  and  fmilde  to 

cloke  his  woe, 
A  worde  or  twoo  he  after  fpake,  and  parted  even  fo. 
The  waie  he  rode  he  curft  hym  felf,  for  cruell  death  he  cried, 
And  faied :  "  Oh,  wretche!  thou  lived  to  long ;  to  long  here 

doeft  thou  bide : 
Not  onely  for  this  froward  happ,  but  for  all  other  chance, 
At  any  tyme  thou  tookft  in  hande  thy  felf  for  to  advaunce. 
Thy  vertues  ought,  if  thei  maie  be,  ferves  thee  no  whit  at  all, 
Thy  learnyng  ftands  thee  in  no  fteede,  thy  travell  helps  as 

fmall ; 
Thy  knowledge,  fought  in  warrs  abroad,  at  home  doth  thee 

no  good, 
Thy  langage  is  but  laught  at  here,  where  fome  would  fucke 

thy  blood. 
Thy  poetts  vaine,  and  gift  of  penne,  that  pleafurde  thou- 

fandes  long. 
Hath  now  enough  to  doe  to  make  of  thee  a  wofull  fong ; 
Thy  freends  that  long  a  winnyng  were,  in  court  and  coun- 

trey  plain, 
Doeth  ferve  thee  to  as  good  a  ende  as  mirth  doeth  ficke 

mans  pain. 
Thy  youth,  though  part  be  left  behinde  whofe  courfe  yet 

is  to  ronne, 
With  bragge  of  fhowe  or  feemly  fhape,  what  botie  hath  it 

wonne  ? 
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Thy  honeft  life  or  manly  harte,  that  through  eche  ftorme 

hath  pafte, 
Thy  reputation  hardly  wonne,  what  helps  thee  now  at  lafte  ?" 
Thus  to  his  chamber  in  his  heate  he  comes  with  fomyng 

mouthe, 
And  in  his  bloodie  breaft  he  felt  full  many  fitts  uncouthe ; 
And  on  the  bedde  he  laied  hym  doune,  and  for  his  lute  he 

raught, 
And  brake  a  twoo  thofe  giltlefle  ftrings,  as  he  had  bin 

beftraught : 
And  ere  he  flang  it  to  the  walls,  *'  My  plaiefeere,  fare  thou 

well", 
Saied  he,  "  As  fweete  as  Orpheiis  harpe,  that  wan  his  wife 

from  hell : 
You  inftruments,  eche  one  of  you,  keepe  well  your  cace  of 

woode. 
And  to  the  fcrallyng  eatyng  wormes,  I  you  bequeath  as 

foode." 
Up  ftept  he  to  his  iludie  doore ;  all  that  ftoode  in  his  waie 
He  brake  and  burnt,  bothe  booke  and  fcrouU,  and  made  a 

foule  araie. 
Some  authours  faie  that  could  not  be ;  his  wifedome  did 

affwage 
The  inward  paffions  of  his  minde,  and  heate  of  all  his  rage. 
But,  well  I  wotte,  he  did  prepare  to  part  from  freends  and  all, 
And  ftaied  but  till  the  fpring  came  on,  for  leafe  was  at  the 

fall.— 
Now  all  thefe  ftormes  and  tempefts  paft,  this  man  had 

futche  a  vaine. 
When  matter  mov'd,  and  caufe  requierd,  he  went  to  warrs 

again  e ; 
And  findyng  fortune  all  a  like,  as  hapleffe  people  doe, 
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He  fell  ftraightwaies  in  enmies  hands,  and  was  fore  wounded 

too: 
But,  taken  prifnar,  promefd  mutche,  though  little  had  to  paie 
(A  fubtell  (hift  to  fave  the  life,  and  fcape  a  bloody  fraie). 
Yet  ftill  becaufe  he  gallant  was,  and  had  fome  charge  of  men. 
He  held  up  hedde,  and  in  ftrange  place  tooke  mutche 

upon  hym  then. 
The  enmie  feyng  this  yong  man  bothe  well  brought  up 

and  trainde, 
As  one  that  kept  futche   ftate  and  grace  as  he  deceipt 

difdainde, 
And,  to  be  plaine  (in  evry  point),  upon  futche  termes  he 

ftoode, 
As  his  diffent  and  ofspryng  came  of  hie  and  noble  bloode : 
Of  gentill  race  he  might  make  bofte ;  but  of  fo  greate  a  ftocke 
He  could  not  vaunt,  for  that  device  was  but  a  fcome  and 

mocke. 
Well  by  this  meanes  he  was  fo  likt,  and  made  of  evry  where. 
That  all  that  lande  rang  of  the  fame,  and  brute  that  he  did 

bere. 
And  fo  the  princes  of  that  realme  to  court  did  call  hym  tho. 
Where  he  with  feafts  and  triumphs  greate,  and  many  a 

courtly  fho, 
Paft  of [f]  the  tyme ;  and  grewe  fo  farre  in  favour  with  the 

befte, 
That  he  would  plaie  at  dice  and  cards,  and  fo  fet  up  his  refte; 
For  he  had  money  when  he  would,  and  went  fo  gaie  and 

brave 
On  credite,  that  he  finely  wan  as  mutche  as  he  could  crave. 
And  when  to  takers  houfe  againe  this  prifner  fhould  repaire. 
The  greateft  lords  of  all  that  foile,  when  he  would  take 

the  aire, 
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Would  in  a  maner  waite  at  hande  to  doe  this  prifner  eafe, 
And  well  were  thei  of  all  degrees  that  beft  this  man  could 

pleafe. 
A  nomber  of  his  nation  then,  of  right  greate  wealthe  and 

ftate, 
By  this  mans  worde  and  onely  band,  ftraight  waie  their 

fredome  gate ; 
For  he  was  bounde  for  evry  one  that  taken  were  before, 
And  fo did  for  their  raunfome  lye;  and  runnyng  on  the  fcore, 
And  bravyng  out  the  matter  through,  a  ladie  of  greate  race. 
In   honeft  fort   and   freendly  meane,  his  freendftiip   did 

embrace ; 
Who  promesd  hym  to  fet  hym  free,  and  helpe  hym  thence 

in  hafte, 
But  ftill  about  this  prifner,  loe,  a  privie  gard  was  plafte : 
Yea,  futche  a  bande  and  daiely  watthe  as  he  might  not 

difceive ; 
Yet  he  had  hope  in  fpite  to  fcape  awaie  without  their  leave ; 
And  (hapt  to  flye,  and  give  the  flipp,  if  fortune  would  agree, 
The  watche  and  ward  fhould  be  begilde,  and  prifner  (hould 

goe  free. 
And  as  thefe  thyngs  a  doyng  were,  a  man  of  mutche  renowne 
Was  taken  after  in  the  feeld,  and  brought  fo  to  the  toune  ; 
Where  hearyng  of  this  other  wight,  was  afkte  if  he  did  knowe 
The  former  perfon  namde  before,  that  daiely  brav'd  it  fo  ? 
"  He  is,"  quod  he  that  laft  was  caught,  "a  luftie  foldiour  fure, 
A  man  that  mutche  hath  felt  of  woe,  and  greate  things  can 

endure ; 
Of  gentill  blood  and  maners  bothe,  and  wants  but  wealth 

alone." 
**  What,  what !  fir  knight,  have  you  faied  trothe,  and  is  he 

fuche  a  one, 
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Then  (hall  he  bye  his  braviy  dere,  and  paie  therefore  fo  well 
He  fliall  not  bofte  of  that  he  gains  in  heaven  nor  in  hell" 
So  all  in  fuerie  flang  he  forthe,  and  to  this  man  he  goes. 
That  was  in  deede  fo  farre  in  debt  for  meate,  for  drincke 

and  clofe ; 
And  thruft  hym  in  a  prifon  ftrong,  where  feeble  foode  he  had, 
And  heavie  irons,  which  might  matke  a  fillie  foule  full  fad. 
His  miftres,  knowyng  of  the  cace,  her  promes  thought  to 

kepe, 
So  wakyng  in  a  moonefliine  night,  when  neighbours  were 

a  flepe, 
She  drue  her  nere  the  prifon  doore,  and  at  a  windowe  pried, 
Where'planly  full  before  her  vewe  her  fervaunt  had  (he  fpied: 
To  whom  (he  fpake,  and  told  her  mynde  as  clofely  as  (he 

might, 
And  gave  hym  councell  in  good  tyme  to  fteale  awaie  by 

night, 
And  left  hym  files  to  fette  hym  free,  and  robes  to  do  hym 

good, 
With  fome  hard  eggs  and  bread  in  bagg ;  and  told  hym 

nere  a  wood 
There  was  a  brome,  where  (he  would  wait  for  him  when 

time  drue  on. 
That  doen  (he  toke  a  freendly  leave,  for  then  she  muft  be  gon. 
The  prifner  did  devife  his  befle,  and  bent  to  doe  or  dye, 
Prepaerd  eche  thing  in  order  well,  as  he  on  ftraw  did  lye. 
The  tyme  approcht  of  his  adue,  and  she  was  come  in  deede 
Unto  the  place  appointed  right,  with  gold  and  wealth  for 

neede ; 
But,  breakyng  doune  a  rotten  wall,  the  prifner  was  in  feare, 
For  out  of  bedde  his  keeper  ftept,  and  afked  who  was  there? 
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With  that  the  prifner  ftumbled  on  a  hatchet  sharpe  and  keen, 
And  raught  the  gealer  fuche  a  bio  we  that  long  was  felt  and 

feen. 
He  cried  and  rored  like  a  bull,  where  at  the  village  throwe 
Was  up  and  ftreight  to  horfebacke  went;  but  loe!  the  prifner 

nowe 
Was  at  the  wood,  where  he  had  found  his  miftres  all  a  lone, 
Who  wept  and  blubberd  like  a  child,  and  made  fo  greate 

a  mone 
For  that  thei  bothe  in  daunger  were :  but  what  (hould  more 

be  faied  ? 
The  m'an  pluckt  up  his  harte  and  fprites  ;  the  woman,  fore 

afraied, 
Ran  home  againe  to  fathers  houfe ;  and  he  that  now  was  free 
Had  neither  minde  on  gold  nor  gilt,  but  to  the  brome  goes  he, 
And  there  abode  a  happie  howre :  yea,  twoo  dales  long,  at 

leaft, 
He  laye  as  clofe  on  cold  bare  ground  as  bird  doeth  in 

warme  neaft. 
His  miftres  well  efcaped  home,  and  in  the  houfe  (he  was 
Before  the  crie  and  larum  rofe,  fo  blamelefle  did  (he  pa(re. 
And  her  poore  fervaunt  had  wide  worlde  to  walke  in  now 

at  will, 
Although  he  was  in  hazard  greate,  and  long  in  daunger  ftill. 
For  he  had  three  fcore  mile  to  goe  emong  his  enmies  all. 
Which  he  did  trudge  in  foule  darke  nights;  and  fo,  as  happ 

did  fall, 
He  fcapt  a  fcourge  and  fcouryng  bothe,  and  came  where 

he  defierd. 
And  finely  had  deceived  his  foes  ;  what  could  be  more  re- 

quierd  ? — 
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Yet  long  at  home  he  could  not  reft,  to  warrs  againe  he  went, 
Where,  in  greate  fervice  fondrie  tymes,  but  half  a  yere  he 

fpent : 
And  loe  !  his  deaftnie  was  fo  ftraunge,  he  taken  was  againe. 
And  clapt  up  clofely  for  a  fpie  ;  and  there,  to  tell  you  plaine, 
He  was  condemde  to  lofe  his  hedde ;  no  other  hope  he  fawe. 
The  daie  drewe  on  of  his  difpatche,  to  dye  by  marciall  lawe. 
The  people  fwarmyng  in  the  ftreats,  and  fcaffold  readic 

there, 
A  noble  dame  his  refpite  crav'd,  and  fpake  for  hym  fofeare, 
That,  then  the  maifter  of  the  campe  his  honeft  anfwere 

hard, 
For  whiche  he  came  in  credite  ftreight;  and  was  at  length 

prefard 
To  right  good  roome,  and  wages  too  :  then  ritchly  home 

he  drewe. 
And  left  the  warrs/and  in  great  heate  he  for  a  wife  didfewe. 
But  hafte  makes  wafte,  an  old  proverbe,yi7r  he  was  wivd 

if  I  deede  : 
God  fende  all  foldiours  in  their  age  fome  better  lucke  at 

neede ! 
Now  he  bethought  hym  on  the  woords  the  widdowe  toWc 

hym  of, 
Whiche  long  he  held  but  as  a  jeaft,  a  fcorne  and  merrie 

fcoffe : 
She  faied  that  witte  and  wealth  were  good,  but  who  a 

wivyng  goes 
Muft  needs  be  fure  of  wealth  before,  els  he  his  fute  fhalllofe; 
For  want  but  breeds  miflikyng  ftill,  and  wit  will  weave 

but  woe 
(In  lovers  lomes,  where  clothe  is  rackt  as  farre  as  threde 
will  goe), 
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And  when  the  threede  of  wealth  doeth  breake,  let  wit  and 

wifedom  too 
Doe  what  thei  can  to  tie  the  threede,  the  knot  will  fure 

undoo. 
The  ftorie  treats  no  more  thereof;  yet  therein  maie  you  fee 
That  fome  have  vertues  and  good  witte,  and  yet  unluckie  bee 
In  winnyng  wealth,  in  worldly  happs,  whiche  common  are 

of  kinde 
To  all,  and  yet  the  ufe  thereof  but  to  a  fewe  a  fmde  : 
For  fome  have  all  their  parents  left,  all  thei  them  felves 

can  catche. 
And  tenne  mens  livyngs  in  one  hande,  and  fome  have  nere 

a  patche  : 
And  fome,  not  borne  to  fixteene  pence,  finde  twentie  waies 

to  get 
By  happe ;  yet  fome,  as  wife  as  thei,  no  hande  thereon  maie 

fette. 
I  heard  a  white  hoare  hedded  man  in  this  opinion  dwell, 
That  witte  with  wealth,  and  happ  with  witte,  would  gree 

together  well ; 
But  for  to  chufe  the  one  alone,  he  held  that  happ  was  befte : 
He  faied,  witte  was  a  happie  gifte,  but  wealth  made  all  the 

feafte. 
Witte  with  the  wife  muft  companie  keepe,  then  cold  oft  is 

his  chere ; 
Wealth  hath  companions  evry  where,  and  banketts  all  the 

yere : 
Wealth  hath  the  waie,  the  cappe  and  knee,  and  twentie  at 

his  taile, 
When  witte  hath  nere  a  reflyng  place,  no  more  then  hath 

a  fnaile : 
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Wit  is  compeld  to  be  a  flave  to  wealth,  and  ferve  hym  ftill; 
Yet  wealth  is  naked  without  witte,  nought  worthe  where 

lacketh  (kill; 
But  if  that  wealth  mate  match  with  hap,  then  bid  fine  wit 

goe  plea. 
Our  old  proverbe  is,  given  me  hap  and  caft  me  in  the  fea: 
Unhappie  muft  I  judge  this  man,  in  fondrie  fortes  and  wales, 
Yet  fortunate  I  call  hym  then,  in  true  report  of  praies. 
The  cheefeft  jewell  of  our  life  is  vertues  laude  well  won, 
Whiche  liv's  within  the  other  worlde,  when  fame  of  this  is 

doen. 

FINIS. 


^  Churchyardes  Farezvell  from  the  Cotirte,  the 
Seconde  Yere  of  the  Qticejies  Majejlies  Raigiie. 

Though  Fortune  cafts  me  at  her  heele, 
And  lifts  you  up  upon  her  wheele, 
You  ought  not  joye  in  my  ill  happe, 
Nor  at  my  harms  your  hands  to  clapp  ; 
For  calmes  maie  come,  and  Ikies  maie  cleare, 
And  I  maie  chaunge  this  mournyng  cheare 
To  gladfome  thoughts  and  merrie  looks. 
Although  you  fifhe  with  golden  hooks, 
And  make  the  worlde  bite  at  your  baits, 
And  feede  your  felves  with  fweete  confaits, 
Myne  anglyng  maie  at  length  amende  : 
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My  rodde  it  can  bothe  bo  we  and  bende, 
As  caufes  falls  for  my  behoofe. 
I  leave  you  courtiers  in  your  ruffe  ; 
I  will  goe  live  with  plainer  menne, 
And  ufe  my  booke  and  plie  my  penne. 
Perhapps  that  I  afmutche  have  feen 
As  thei  that  braves  it  on  the  Spleen  : 
Where  cannon  roard  and  dromme  did  founde, 
I  did  not  learne  to  daunce  a  rounde  ; 
And  vaunte  I  male  my  happe  the  woorfe 
I  have,  with  many  a  threede  bare  purffe, 
Been  glad  to  ferve  in  countries  caufe, 
When  you  at  home  were  pickyng  ftrawes. 
Since  you  did  fpite  my  doynges  all, 
And  toffe  from  me  the  tennis  ball 
By  woords  and  woorks,  and  privie  nipps  : 
A  man  male  faie,  Befhrewe  your  lipps  ! 
And  ufe  a  kinde  of  ridyng  rime 
To  fatche  as  wooll  not  let  me  clime 
Where  every  one  would  apples  fheake : 
Though  at  the  hieft  the  bowes  are  weake, 
The  crowe  bilds  there  full  faffe,  ye  wotte, 
And  neare  the  topp  the  fruite  is  gotte. 
Well,  I  full  lowe  muft  beare  my  failes ; 
In  climyng  often  footyng  failes. 
Watche  you  the  ball  at  firft  rebounde, 
So  I  male  ftande  on  even  grounde, 
And  plaie  at  pleafure,  when  I  pleafe, 
I  am  not  greeved  at  your  eafe : 
Although  that  you,  with  fhiftyng  braine, 
Doe  reape  the  profite  of  my  painc. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


30  Churchyardes  Charge, 

And  thrufts  your  hedds  tweene  hap  and  me, 
Whofe  hands  doe  plucke  the  barke  from  tree. 
So  greate  and  greedie  is  your  gripe, 
You  eate  the  fruite  ere  it  be  ripe, 
And  none  male  feede  but  you  alone  ; 
You  can  not  fpare  a  dogge  a  bone, 
Ye  cleave  together  fo  like  burres. 
Perhapps,  in  winnyng  of  the  fpurres, 
You  maie  the  horfe  and  faddle  lofe, 
When  that  her  hedde,  whofe  vertue  flowes, 
Shall  fee  the  deepneffe  of  your  fleight, 
And  fette  your  crooked  dealyngs  ftreight ; 
And  all  your  painted  fheathes  efpie, 
And  waie  what  ftuffe  in  (hadowes  lye. 
Thinke  you  Ihe  fmiles  not  once  a  daie, 
To  fee  how  many  vices  plaie 
Uppon  the  ftage  where  matter  lacks. 
You  doe  no  foner  tourne  your  backs, 
But  greater  laughyng  rifeth  there 
Then  at  the  baityng  of  a  beare. 
Me  thinke  you  chufe  your  (hopp  not  well, 
In  court  your  follies  for  to  fell : 
That  fhopp  (lands  full  within  the  winde, 
Or  els  fo  muche  in  peoples  minde 
That  if  one  fault  be  in  your  ware, 
Tenne  thoufande  eyes  thereon  doe  ftare  ; 
And  when  thei  finde  a  counterfeite, 
Or  fee  fine  merchaunts  ufe  defeite, 
Thei  crie  a  loude,  Wee  fmell  a  ratte. 
Some  have  more  witte  within  their  hatte 
Then  in  their  hedde,  that  fells  fuche  ftuffe. 
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Well,  every  man  unto  his  ruffe, 
And  I  into  my  coate  of  Frees, 
For  I  in  courte  can  hive  no  bees  : 
The  honie  there  is  bought  fo  deare, 
I  were  as  good  with  countrey  cheare 
Sitte  free  in  mynde,  and  farre  from  flats, 
And  daiely  matche  me  with  my  mats, 
As  waite  emong  the  hautie  breede, 
Whofe  humours  are  full  hard  to  feede  ; 
Where  fmall  is  wonne,  and  mutche  is  fpent. 
And  needleffe  hands  doe  ftoppe  the  vent 
•  That  well  might  ferve  a  thoufands  tourne. 
Tufhe  !  at  the  pricke  to  kicke  and  fpourne, 
I  (hould  but  hurte  my  fhinnes,  ye  knowe. 
From  court  to  countrey  will  I  goe. 
With  mutche  ill  happ,  and  loffe  with  all. 
Now  maie  my  boule  to  byas  fall, 
In  alleys  fmothe,  where  it  maie  ronne. 
I  fee  in  court  fhines  not  the  fonne 
But  on  a  fewe,  that  fortune  liks  ; 
And  there  a  man  fhall  paffe  the  piks, 
Eare  he  maie  purchace  that  he  craves. 
As  one  doeth  poole,  an  other  fhaves  ; 
And  marquefotts  the  beard  full  trimme. 
Yet  nothyng  runneth  ore  the  brimme 
Till  purffe  be  full ;  and  then,  perhapps. 
When  firings  doe  breake,  there  falles  fome  fcrapps 
Into  your  hands  :  watche  that  who  lifle, 
A  birde  is  better  fure  in  fifle, 
Than  five  in  feeld  ;  keepe  that  thou  hafle  : 
Where  wealth,  and  witte,  and  tynie  doeth  wafle. 
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Looke  not  to  dwell :  what  drawes  thee  there 

But  gaine  or  glorie,  love,  or  feare. 

If  gaine  to  courte  doeth  make  thee  goe, 

Thou  art  no  freend,  but  flatteryng  foe, 

That  daiely  feeks  thy  felf  to  helpe, 

And  couched  like  the  faunyng  whelpe, 

Till  prince  hath  filde  thy  purfe  with  pence, 

And  then  Sim  Subtill  gets  hym  thence. 

If  thou  in  courte  for  glorie  iette, 

As  dizard  daunfeth  in  a  nette, 

The  worlde  fhall  thee  rewarde  with  praife : 

Was  never  courtier  in  our  dales 

So  brave  as  he,  then  will  thei  faie, 

And  all  not  worthe  a  truffe  of  haye. 

At  home  thy  love  as  well  is  feen, 

And  better  then  in  courte,  I  wene. 

If  like  a  fubjedle  there  thou  live, 

And  often  good  example  give 

To  fuche  as  flands  thereof  in  neede. 

If  feare  drawe  thee  to  courte,  in  deede, 

The  prince  can  finde  futche  quakyng  foals  : 

She  knowes  whofe  harte  is  full  of  hoals. 

And  feeth  what  lurks  in  hollow  (locks, 

And  treads  upon  futche  tremblyng  blocks. 

From  futche  is  bounties  larges  bard. 

And  then  is  bountie  laced  hard ; 

From  fuche  the  well  hedde  flopped  is. 

A  volume  could  I  write  of  this. 

As  large  as  any  Chequer  rowle  ; 

But  I,  the  plaine  and  fellie  foule, 

Muft  thinke  and  wiftie  the  beft  I  maie, 
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And  little  of  thefe  matters  faie  : 

Yet  he  that  ftands  and  giveth  ame, 

Maie  judge  what  fhott  doeth  lofe  the  game, 

What  shooter  beats  the  marke  in  vaine, 

Who  shooteth  faire,  who  shooteth  plaine. 

At  little  hoales  the  daie  is  feen  ; 

Some  in  this  cace  maie  over  ween, 

And  thinke  thei  fee  in  milftones  farre, 

And  take  a  candle  for  a  ftarre. 

Paffe  ore  futche  toyes,  and  aunfwere  me : 

What  caufe  haft  thou  in  court  to  be  ? 

If  gaine,  ne  glorie,  feare,  nor  love, 

To  courtyng  doeth  thy  fancie  move. 

What  drawes  thee  thether  hedlong  now  ? 

Give  eare,  and  I  fhall  fhewe  thee  how 

Thei  fitte  and  ftare  in  courte  fome  while  ; 

Yea,  on  the  other  doeth  beguile 

With  faireft  femblaunce,  that  is  fure, 

And  every  craft  is  put  in  ure 

To  fnatche  or  compaffe  that  thei  feeke, 

Although  it  be  not  worthe  a  leeke. 

The  fineft  hedds  have  furtheft  fatche, 

The  deepeft  fight  doeth  neereft  watche 

To  trapp  the  upright  meanyng  man. 

And  eche  one  doeth  the  befte  he  can 

To  helpe  hym  felf  by  others  harme. 

The  courtiers  have  fo  fine  a  charme. 

I  graunt  there  is  honour  wonne, 

And  thether  ought  the  fubjefts  ronne 

To  shewe  their  dueties  by  fome  meane ; 

But  why  have  fome  confumed  cleane 
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Their  lives  and  lands  in  this  defire  ? 
Ye  knowe  a  man  maie  love  the  fire 
Full  well,  and  leape  not  in  the  flame. 
Some  thinke  thei  winne  a  goodly  name 
When  thei  at  home  are  courtiers  calde : 
It  is  full  gaie,  if  he  be  ftalde 
An  almes  knight  ere  that  all  be  gon : 
His  happ  is  hard  that  hopes  thereon. 
Yet  fith  I  favour  courtyng  well, 
Would  God  I  had  more  lands  to  fell, 
To  be  at  their  commaundement  ftill ! 
If  that  a  man  have  their  good  will, 
He  hath  enough  :  what  needeth  more  } 
Old  ladds  maie  fhifte  upon  the  fcore, 
And  let  their  garments  ly  and  fweate. 
Or  with  their  oftes  woorke  a  feate 
To  fette  the  horfe  in  ftable  free  ; 
But  now  the  wives  fo  hongrie  bee. 
And  housbands  looke  fo  neere  their  gaine, 
A  man  as  fone  on  Salsbrie  plaine 
Shall  have  a  cheate,  as  by  that  trade. 
The  daie  hath  bin,  who  could  with  blade 
And  buckler  fquare  it  in  the  ftreets, 
Had  bin  a  minion  fine  for  sheets, 
But  now  the  pence  doe  make  the  place, 
And  worlde  is  in  an  other  cace. 
Well,  let  the  matter  paffe  a  while, 
And  heare  my  tale,  but  doe  not  fmile. 
I  hapt  in  courte  (as  newe  brome  maie, 
That  fweepeth  trimely  for  a  daie) 
To  be  defierd  to  plaie  and  fyng, 
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And  was  full  glad  in  every  thyng 

To  pleafe  the  lordes,  and  lordely  forte  ; 

For  that,  ye  knowe,  with  chaunge  of  fporte 

Thefe  courtiars  humours  should  be  fedde  ; 

And  glad  I  was  to  bende  my  hedde, 

And  be  at  becke  when  thei  did  call, 

In  hope  that  fomme  good  happ  would  fall 

To  me  for  that  apt  will  of  myne, 

Although  my  doyngs  were  not  fine  : 

(A  tabber,  with  a  pipe  full  loude, 

To  better  noyfe  is  but  a  cloude.) 

Well,  as  the  hackney  is  defierd 

And  ridden  till  the  jade  be  tierd, 

I  did  continewe  long  me  thought, 

And  ftill  I  fpent  the  fmall  I  brought, 

And  never  got  I  one  denere. 

Then,  thought  I,  to  beginne  the  yere 

On  newe  yeres  daie,  with  fome  device  ; 

And  though  that  many  men  be  nice, 

And  blushe  to  make  an  honeft  shifte, 

I  fent  eche  lorde  a  newe  yeres  gifte, 

Suche  treafure  as  I  had  that  tyme, 

A  laughyng  verfe,  a  merrie  ryme. 

Some  thinke  this  is  a  cravyng  guife  ; 

Tuflie  !  holde  your  peace  ;  world  waxeth  wife  : 

A  dulled  horfe  that  will  not  fturre 

Muft  be  remembred  with  a  fpurre  ; 

And  where  there  ferves  ne  fpurre  nor  wand, 

A  man  muft  needs  lead  horfe  in  hande. 

So  I  was  forfte,  on  caufes  greate. 

To  fee  in  fire  where  laye  the  heate, 
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And  warme  their  witts  that  cold  did  waxe, 
But  thruft  the  fire  into  the  flax  : 
It  will  not  bume  if  flaxe  be  wette. 
The  fiftie  thefe  dales  can  (honne  the  nette, 
And  hide  them  in  the  weeds  full  ofte  : 
Thou  knoweft  that  waxe  is  tempered  fofte 
Againft  the  fire,  fo  frofen  minds 
Muft  be  aflaied  by  many  kinds 
To  bryng  them  to  a  kindely  thawe  : 
Who  thrufts  a  candle  in  the  ftrawe 
Shall  make  a  blafe  and  raife  a  fmoke. 
An  honeft  meane  there  is,  by  cloke 
To  fturre  the  noble  harts  from  fleepe, 
Whofe  coffers  cuftome  makes  to  keepe 
Fafte  lockte,  that  fhould  be  opened  wide 
To  helpe  the  poore  at  every  tide. 
Thei  faie,  that  knewe  our  elders  well, 
That  often  tymes  thei  hard  them  tell, 
That  larges  linketh  love  full  fafle. 
And  hardneflfe  lofeth  harts  at  lafte ; 
And  honour  leanes  on  liberall  waies, 
And  fame  and  honour  nere  decaies, 
Till  hoorde  in  horie  mucke  doeth  holde 
The  free  and  worthie  ufe  of  golde. 
Oh,  fentence  hye,  of  fathers  wife ! 
I  fvveare,  by  all  the  gods  in  (kies, 
Thefe  woords  deferve  immortall  fame, 
And  nothyng  is  fo  mutche  to  blame 
As  pintchyng  hands  that  fhould  be  franke. 
Admit  the  taker  yeelds  no  thanke 
To  hym  that  gives,  the  gifte  doeth  binde 
Eche  vertuous  man  and  honefl  minde 
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As  captive  in  all  good  refpefls, 

To  be  a  freende  in  full  effects 

As  farre  as  powre  maie  ftretche  unto. 

And  thei  that  have  in  warres  to  doo, 

Can  faie  what  bountie  bryngs  about : 

Where  that  is  not,  the  fire  goeth  out 

And  dyes,  as  coale  to  aflies  falls, 

As  fouler  talcs  the  birde  by  calls, 

In  ftrawyng  corne  and  chaffe  by  heapes, 

So  bountie  as  a  fickle  reapes 

The  harts,  and  all  within  the  breft, 

No  perfeft  love  can  be  poffeft. 

Where  franckneffe  makes  no  place  before, 

Though  force  of  earned  love  is  more, 

And  looks  not  on  the  gifte  a  whit 

If  men  in  neede  and  daunger  fit, 

And  finde  their  freends  both  cold  and  drye, 

Then  love  will  fliewe  a  lowryng  eye. 

And  halte  with  you,  as  you  with  hym, 

Although  that  fome  can  cloke  it  trim. 

I  tell  you,  love  is  eafly  lofte, 

If  you  on  love  beftowe  no  cofte. 

Thus,  as  before  I  did  rehearfe, 

I  fent  eche  lord  a  merrie  vearfe, 

A  joUie  libell,  long  and  large, 

And  therein  did  good  will  difcharge ; 

But  nothyng  did  retourne  to  me. 

That  I  could  either  feele  or  fe. 

Save  from  a  Brooke,  fet  penne  before, 

Ranne  dropps  of  gold  ;  what  will  ye  more  ? 

Thus,  in  this  withred  age  of  ours, 

The  fmell  is  gone  from  goodly  flowrs, 
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And  golden  woride  is  tournd  to  braflfe, 
Or  hardneffe  dwells  where  bountie  was. 
There  is  no  waie  to  gaine  nor  fave, 
Then  leame  to  keepe  the  thyngs  we  have, 
For  he  that  wants  fhall  hardly  gette, 
Except  he  filhe  with  finer  nette 
Then  either  rime  or  reafon  knitts. 
This  woride  yeelds  not  to  pleafaunt  witts ; 
To  bafeft  mynds  fometymes  it  bends. 
For  all  the  happs  blinde  fortune  fends, 
Doeth  light  on  thofe  fhe  favours  mitche. 
Some  man,  you  fee,  can  nere  be  ritche, 
Though  twentie  yere  he  toyle  and  toffe. 
For  he  is  borne  to  live  by  loffe  : 
And  fome  that  never  taketh  paine, 
In  wordly  wealthe  doeth  ftill  remaine. 
Ne  court  nor  countrey  ferv's  fome  man 
To  thrive  in,  doe  the  bed  he  can  : 
Then,  finde  thou  no  faut  with  none  of  bothe  ; 
With  blinde  affeftion  eche  thyng  gothe. 
Happ  lyes  not  in  mans  ronnyng  ftill, 
Nor  fortune  follows  fineft  (kill ; 
Nor  he  doeth  not  the  wager  win 
That  in  the  race  hath  formofte  bin. 
In  judges  mouthe  the  fentence  lyes  ; 
So,  whether  man  doeth  fall  or  ryes, 
Looke  up  to  hym  that  ruels  the  (kies  : 
The  ritche,  the  poore,  the  foole,  the  wife. 
And  thei  (hall  finde  my  woords  are  true. 
Thus,  for  a  while,  now  Courte  adue. 

FINIS, 
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^  Of  a  Mighty  Create  Perfonage, 

When  Phebus  tooke  his  purple  bedd,  to  reft  from  dales 

difeafe, 
Naie,  feemde  to  dippe  his  golden  hedde  under  the  ocean 

feas, 
And  faire  Lucifia  ganne  to  (hine  and  mount  in  ftarrie  flcies, 
Then  crepte  the  fweete  and  kindely  flepe  a  long  my  flora- 

bryng  eyes, 
And  prickt  me  fo  to  take  a  napp,  that,  as  in  coutche  I  laie, 
I  dreampt  that  Natures  little  babes  about  my  bedde  gan 

plaie, 
And  bad  me  rife  and  vewe  a  worke  that  Kinde  a  newe 

would  frame, 
For  that  (he  thought  bothe  gods  and  men  would  help  to 

forge  the  fame. 
You  fpeake  but  like  yong  girles,  quoth  I  ;  fhe  hath  all 

ready  doen 
Sutche  works  as  now  her  hands  would  mifTe,  if  thei  were 

unbegon. 
With  that  Dame  Nature  had,  I  fpide,  with  angrie  vifage 

redde, 
And  in  her  furie  fatte  her  doune  full  right  againft  my  bedde. 
Why,  foole,  quod  fhe,  is  Nature  not  fo  perfite  of  her  (kill, 
That  fhe  can  give  to  flefhe  and  fell  what  fhape  and  forme 

fhe  will } 
Thou  feeft  eche  woorkman  finer  growes,  each  wit  doeth 

riper  waxe, 
And  knowledge  can  amende  at  full  the  faults  where  cun- 

nyng  lacks  ; 
The  goldfmith  and  the  carver  bothe,  and  all  that  works 

with  toole, 
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Doe  mende  their  hands,  and  daiely  are  by  Nature  fet  to 

fchoole. 
The  princes  pallace,  made  of  old,  lookes   like  a  (heepe 

coat  now, 
So,  if  this  tyme  and  Nature  lifte  to  fliewe  their  connyng 

throw, 
Wee  can  fet  forthe  a  candle  blafe  beyond  the  fliinyng  fonne, 
And  take  the  light  from  twinkling  ftarrs,  while  moone  her 

cours  fhall  ron. 
Can  I  not  call  for  beauty  whom  that  I  have  lent  at  large? 
Have  not  the  hye  immortall  gods  giv'n  beauty  to  my 

charge  ? 
And  maie  not  Nature  breake  eche  mould  that  once  her 

hand  hath  made, 
And  worke  this  yearthly  droffe  againe  unto  a  finer  trade? 
Yes,  fure,  faied  (he :  and  I  therewith  did  humble  pardon 

crave ; 
And  at  one  inftaunt,  by  a  figne  that  mightie  Nature  gave, 
A  thoufande  woorkmen,  all  with  tooles,  came  thruftyng  in 

a  rout, 
And  eche  unto  his  labour  falls,  as  tourne  doeth  come  about: 
Thei  blewe,  and  puft,  and  fmoke  out  fweate,  as  though  in 

them  did  lye 
To  (hape  a  mould,  or  (hew  through  cloude,  that   Venus 

dropt  from  (kie. 
Have  doen,  quod  Kinde,  it  flialbe  thus  :  too  long  ye  trifle 

here. 
Then,  cunnyng  by  her  curious  art  devifde  fuche  collour  clere, 
That  did  the  ruddie  rofe  difdaine,  and  paffe  the  lilie  white, 
If  that  a  medley  of  thofe  twaine  were  made  to  pleafe  delite. 
The  woorkmen  in  this  haftie  broile  had  raifed  up  a  mould, 
And  eche  one  in  his  office  fine  had  doen  the  befte  he  could: 
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Now  fatte  thei  ftill,  in  filence  fadd,  and  refted  for  a  fpace. 
With  that  dame  Nature,  by  her  Ikill,  fet  forthe  fo  trimme 

a  face, 
That  fonne  and  moone  and  feven  ftarrs  did  feem  therein  to 

fliine, 
In  whiche  the  pleafant  gods  had  plaft  a  paire  of  glad- 

fome  eyne : 
Yea,  every  god  one  gift  her  gave,  as  Pallas,  for  her  parte, 
PofTeft  her  with  a  noble  hedde,  to  judge  or  talke  by  arte  ; 
And  Juno  made  requeft  to  Jovey  that   Ve^itis,  Queene  of 

Love, 
Should  never  with  falfe  fonde  defiers  her  modeft  maners 

move : 
Dan  Cupid  brake  a  bowe  for  joye  when  this  faire  dame 

was  made. 
In  figne  that  fhe  with  Dians  nimphes   fliould  walke  in 

grenewood  fhade. 
The  filly  woorkmen,feyng  this,  that  fervaunts  were  to  Kinde, 
Truft  up  their  tooles  and  ftole  awaie,  yet  left  the  mould 

behinde ; 
Whiche,  as  I  geffe,  of  divers  ftones  was  wrought  by  deepe 

device, 
For  therein  jazings  might  you  fee,  and  pearles  of  paffyng 

price, 
The  rubbie  ritche,  and  pretie  fparkes  of  diamonds  clere  and 

bright. 
The  emerald  greene,  and  margarets  faire,  and  turkes  blew 

to  fight, 
Whofe  vertues  paffeth  farre  my  penne,  or  yet  my  tong,  to  tell; 
Demaunde  ye  that   of  (kilfull   men,   that  knowes    their 

natures  well. 
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I.oe !  foolinie  man,  loe !  here,  thou  dolte,  quod  Kinde  to 

me  aloude, 
How  faieft  thou,  is  not  this  new  worke  more  faire  then  ftar 

in  cloude  ? 
Doeth  not  this  worke  make  all  them  bluflie  that  I  have 

wrought  before  ? 
Yea,  fure,for  Nature  is  in  minde  to  make  the  like  no  more. 
By  this  tyme  was  the  larke  a  loft,  loude  chirpyng  in  the 

aire, 
And  eche  one  to  their  daiely  toiles  gan  bufily  repaire : 
So  rofe  I  up,  and  rold  in  thought  where  this  faire  wight 

doeth  dwel, 
And,  at  the  length,  I  founde  in  deede  I  knewe  the  worthy 

well. 

FINIS. 


%  Of  Beautie  and  Bountie. 

When  Beautie,  F<f««j  doughter  deare,  from  Jove  defcended 

doune. 
To  reigne  on  yearth,  an  empreffe  here,  with  fcepture  and 

with  croune. 
To  Pleafures  pallace  fhe  repairde,  where,  with  a  princely 

porte, 
She  helde  an  open  houfholde  long,  in  feafts  and  royall  fporte: 
The  fame  whereof  rang  through  the  worlde,  fo  flirill  in 

every  eare, 
That  well  was  him,  and  glad  was  fhe,  that  might  come 

banquet  there. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Churchyardes  Charge,  43 

The  lifts  were  made,  the  fcaffolde  deckt,  eche  thyng  in  good 

arraie, 
The  lords  full  brave,  the  ladies  fine,  the  courtiers  trim  and 

gaie. 
And  as  thefe  ftates  in  triumphe  were  all  plafte  in  their 

degrees, 
And  to  beholde  the  ihiverd  ftaves  the  people  fvvarmde  like 

bees. 
In  ftept  a  goodly  armed  knight,  on  courfer  white  as  fnowe. 
And  twife  he  parte  the  tilte  about  as  foft  as  horfe  could  goe ; 
And  when  he  came  where  Beautie  fatte,  he  paufde  with 

bowed  hed, 
And  loude  in  open  audience  then.  All  haile,  faire  queene! 

he  fed : 
I  came,  quod  he,  from  Manhood's  court,  the  worthieft  prince 

alive. 
Who  keepes  his  kyngdome  all  by  fworde,  and  doeth  for 

honor  ftrive 
By  battail  and  by  breakyng  launce ;  who  fent  me  hether 

plain  e. 
To  chalenge  for  my  miftreffe  fake  the  ftouteft  in  thy  traine. 
No  foner  he  his  meffage  faied,  but  in  there  ruflit  a  bande, 
Whofe  clattering   harneffe   caufde  their   fteeds   upon   no 

ground  to  ftand : 
The  duft  flewe  up,  the  preace  did  fhrinke,  the   fomyng 

horfes  naied, 
The  trumpets  blewe,  the  launce  in  reft,  the  fpurres  on  fids 

thei  laied. 
Fie,  cowarde  knight[s]  !  quod  Courage  then,  can  all  you 

fight  with  one  ? 
So  thei  retierd,  and  to  the  fliocke  came  Youth  all  armde 

alone. 
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Thefe  champions  met  as  yearth  (hould  fhake,  fo  fierce  thei 

feemd  J;o  be, 
As  man  became  a  lyon  woode,  and  horfe  in  aire  (hould  flee. 
At  eche  encounter  crafht  their  ftaves,  and  fell  amid  the 

throng ; 
The  buffetts  were  fo  freely  dealt,  the  blood  through  beaver 

fprong. 
The  queene  cride  Hola !  ceafe,  quod  (he,  you  turne  your 

fport  to  fpite ; 
Some  caufe  your  collour  doeth  encreafe,  and  mars  the 

padime  quite. 
A  caufe,  quod  Youth  (moft  worthy  dame),  and  my  leege 

ladie  dere. 
Came  ever  yet  before  a  prince  fo  ftoute  a  chalenge  here? 
Who  dare  with  Venus  doughter  bofte,  dame  Beautie  juftly 

calde, 
That  came  from  Ikies,  and  fatt  next  Jove^  in  facred  honor 

ftalde  ? 
Though  Beautie  fprang  from  yearthly  caufe,  and  had  but 

fhape  of  Kinde, 
And  did  no  heavenly  gifts  poffeffe,  nor  vertues  lodge  in 

minde, 
Yet  Boldneffe  churliflie  chalenge  brave  too  fauzie  is,  you 

knowe. 
And  Beautie  hath  too  many  freends  to  fee  her  handled  fo. 
When  Boldneffe  hard  this  taunting  tale,  and  markt  the 

peoples  chere, 
He  thrufted  through  the  thickeft  throng,  and  drewe  the 

fcaffolde  nere. 
And  all  on  knees  he  crav'd  to  fpeake,  and  aunfwere  to  this 

cace  ; 
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On  whom  the  queene,  for  honours  fake,  did  Ihewe  a  gra- 
cious face : 

Speake  on,  quod  fhe;  fo  ftept  he  up,  and  thus  to  her  he 
faied. 

0  puifant  prince !  thinks  Youth  of  braggs  that  Boldnes 

(lands  afraied  ? 

1  am  a  braunche  of  Manhoods  blood,  that  ftoute  conceite 

begate. 
The  hope  and  helpe  of  hie  attempts,  and  ftaie  of  every  ftate, 
That  hether  came,  for  that  no  courte  can  be  where  I  am  not; 
No  tornay  feen,  no  triumph  made,  no  fame  nor  glorie  got 
And  wotte  you  well,  a  princeffe  too,  in  court  I  ferve  this 

howre. 
That  is  as  greate  in  fome  refpefts  as  fhe  is  fmall  in  powre. 
If  ftately  honour  can  be  geft  by  goodly  graces  trime, 
Or  perfedl  beautie  be  poffeft  where  bountie  fwimes  at  brime, 
Or  wifedome  under  feemly  (haeds  maie  (hine  or  yet  be  feene, 
My  miftres  is  a  worthie  dame,  though  Beautie  be  a  queene. 
Report  hath  blowne  to  Manhoods  eares  the  trothe  of  that 

I  tell, 
Then  Boldneffe  needs  not  blushe  to  boaft  that  Bountie 

beares  the  bell ; 
And,  fith  you  licenfe  me  to  fpeake,  I  dare,  devoide  of  blame, 
Light  fuche  a  torche  unto  your  eyes  shall  shewe  this  ladies 

name. 
When  fkie  is  clere,  and  fommer  fet  to  shewe  the  weather 

faire, 
I  meane  when  calmie  blowes  the  winde  and  pleafaunt  is 

the  aire, 
A  marie  gold  then  maie  you  finde  full  nere  an  eglantine, 
Whofe  flowrs  within  the  north  new  buds,  and  yet  in  court 

doth  shine : 
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Her  countenance  carries  futche  a  ftate  full  right  amid  her 

face, 
As  though  therein  the  Mufes  nine  had  made  their  manfion 

place. 
A  ratlyng  founde  unto  your  eares  of  her  now  here  I  showe, 
Now  racke  and  wreft  my  meanyng  out,  and  you  my  mind 

shal  knowe. 
This  faied,  eche  one  on  others  lookt,  and  he  on  horfebacke 

leapt, 
And  fome  that  dwelt  in  their  concept  full  clofe  in  comers 

creapt : 
The  glorious  forte,  that  gapte  for  fame  where  no  deferts 

could  be, 
Did  drawe  a  backe,  and  preaft  a  pace  with  plaine  reproche 

to  flee ; 
The  hautie  minds  held  doune  their  heds,  hye  looks  gan 

blush  for  fere. 
As   Youth   beheld   this  fodaine  chaunge,  he  thought  no 

tariyng  there  : 
The  gods,  regardyng  from  the  ftarres  what  ftrife  by  Beautie 

rofe, 
Bad  Venus  call  her  daughter  home,  and  homewards  fo  she 

goes. 
Then  fawe  I  Boldneffe  turne  againe,  who  gave  for  Bounties 

weare 
A  garlande  of  the  goodlieft  flowres  that  ever  yearth  did 

beare ; 
And  foarft  her  for  to  take  the  fame  in  figne  of  glorie 

wonne, 
As  Beautie  mounted  to  the  gods,  and  all  the  triumphe 

doen. 
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The  people,  feyng  Beaut ie  gon,  with  one  affent  did  crie, 
That  Bountie  pleafed  more  their  mindes,  then  Beautie  did 
the  eye. 

FINIS, 


^  Of  one  that  by  Dijfemblyng  fedde  his  Dejire, 

If  love  be  lufte,  the  more  my  lakke,  and  leffe  I  thinke  your 

lucke  ; 
Yet  love  I  not  for  leude  delight,  nor  gaine  of  worldly  mucke, 
But  for  a  finer  freake ;  be  you  the  judge  thereof. 
When  craft,  to  cloke  fome  fecret  fmart,  beginns  to  fcorne 

and  fcoffe, 
Witte  workes  with  words  and  wiells  a  waie  to  winne  his  will, 
And  where  that  fleight  shewes  gladsom  fmiles  the  world 

conceivs  none  ill. 
Mirthe  blears  the  peoples  eyes,  and  makes  the  matter  light, 
And   fadnefle  breeds  fufpedl  to  fone  in  hedds  of  deepe 

forefight ; 
And  worlde  miflikes  no  toyes  that  mirrie  laughter  bryngs  : 
God  knowes  what  care  the  birde  doeth  feele  in  cage  that 

fwetly  fings. 
Some  weepe  in  weddyng  weeds,  and  laugh  in  mournyng 

gounes ; 
And  fure  I  fmile  my  felf  fometyme,  when  froward  fortune 

frounes. 
Where  is  mofte  caufe  of  care,  mofte  figne  of  joye  I  (howe ; 
For  pleafure  is  redoubled  oft,  where  men  diffemble  woe. 
Who  bluntly  bites  a  baite,  and  fwallows  up  a  hooke, 
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Is  caught  like  gogon  in  a  nette,  or  conquerd  by  a  looke; 
But  futche  as  warely  feedes,  and  pikes  out  bones  full  cleane, 
Shall  eate  their  fill,  and  learne  to  knowe  what  daintie  tnor- 

fells  meane. 
Thus,  reftyng  at  your  will,  I  feede  my  hidden  thought 
With  fancies  merrie,  fweete  conceipts,  a  foode  full  dearly 

bought 

FINIS, 


^  Of  Stedfaftnejfe  and  Con/tancie. 

When  Conftance  maks  her  boed  in  bloudie  breaft, 
And  builds  her  bowre  with  bowes  of  bloming  trothe, 
There  frendly  faithe  is  fure  a  welcome  geaft, 
And  Jove  doeth  dwell  and  ladie  Ventis  bothe, 
The  gods  are  glad  to  vewe  futche  trothe  belowe ; 
The  heavens  hopp  to  fee  futche  Conftance  flowe. 

But  where  fonde  lufte  doeth  leade  firme  love  awrie, 
And  fickle  toies  in  feeble  fancie  falls, 
And  foul  delite  doeth  feede  the  wantons  eye. 
And  ftedfaft  harts  are  tofte  like  tennis  balls, 
There  Pluto  raignes,  with  all  his  hounds  of  hell, 
In  irkfome  shame  and  fmothryng  fmoke  to  dwell. 

Oh  I  what  a  praife  hath  Conftance  fhinyng  face ; 
What  greater  blott  maie  be  then  breache  of  love  ? 
The  conftant  minde  hath  fodaine  change  in  chace ; 
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But  thei  that  will  of  evry  water  prove, 

Shall  drinke  fowre  whey,  in  fteede  of  firup  fweete  : 

For  licrus  lufts  a  licour  fitte  and  meete. 

Tenne  thoufande  falfe  I  finde  where  one  is  true  ; 
With  faithe  forfworne,  loe  !  evry  face  apears  : 
Thefe  faithleffe  fooles,  that  chaunge  for  evry  newe, 
Doe  looke  full  fmothe,  yet  prove  but  fcrattyng  brears. 
Since  foule  deceipts  hath  filde  the  worlde  with  vice, 
We  ought  to  give  dame  Conftance  all  the  pricie. 

O  blafyng  ftarre,  that  burnes  like  Eathna  flame  ! 
O  fickle  dames,  goe  hide  your  hedds  in  holes  !    , 
Approche  not  nere  where  I  doe  Conftance  name ; 
Your  dwellyngs  are  emong  the  dampned  foles. 
Goe,  girnyng  girls  and  giglotts,  where  ye  lufte, 
Dame  Conftance  fitts  in  glorie  with  the  jufte. 

FINIS, 


5[  Of  one  that  founde  Faljhed  in  FelowfJiip, 

If  faithe  take  foile,  and  plaine  good  will  be  lofte, 
Let  fained  love  feke  larks  when  flcie  doeth  fall : 
If  triall  greate  be  made  a  double  pofte. 
No  praftife  ferv's  to  IhoffuU  cards  with  all : 
If  waityng  long  can  winne  but  cold  reward, 
Bid  wilie  witts  goe  warme  his  hands  at  fire : 
If  trothe  want  happ  for  toile  and  greate  rega[r]de, 
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There  is  no  hope  that  workeman  (hall  have  hire. 
If  letters  large  but  little  likyng  winne, 
Your  bablyng  tongs  in  jfine  fmall  bofte  fhall  make : 
If  fervice  parte  a  fute  muft  newe  beginne, 
Newe  hangers  on  in  harte  their  leave  maie  take. 
Since  fuertie  (hrinks,  and  freendfhip  fmells  of  gile, 
Adiie,  badd  worlde,  thy  favour  lafts  no  while. 

FINIS, 


Writte^i  to  a  vertuous  Gentlewofnafiy  wko/e 
Name  is  in  the  Verfes, 

Z^EME  all  my  deedes  by  true  defarts,  that  (heweth  evry 

frute, 
.^nd  paife  my  woords,  and  prove   my  woorkes,  and  fo 

efteme  my  fuite : 
My  trothe  untried  bids  me  retire,  and  bryngs  me  in  difpaire; 
Paffe  on,  faith  hope,  good  hap  maie  come,  the  weather 

mate  be  faire. 
Preafe  not  to  fafte,  faieth  danger  then,  for  feare  thy  foote 

doe  Aide ; 
Oi  haftie  fpeede  greate  harmes  doe  rife,  as  often  hath  bin 

tried : 
-Repentance  comes  eare  men  beware,  for  want  of  perfite  (kill, 
therefore  let  reafon  rule  the  raine,  and  wifedome  mafter 

will. 
Thus  in  myne  hedde  a  battaill  is  betwene  my  hope  and 

dreed ; 
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Hope  pricks  me  forthe,  feare  driv's  me  backe  ;  my  fancie 

thus  I  feed : 
Though  hope  be  farre  above  my  happ,  good  lucke  maie  me 

advance, 
And  this  greate  warre  maie  be  a  peace,  as  al  things  have 

their  chance. 
The  toffed  shipp  maie  haven  it,  that  anker  holde  hath  none, 
As  rainie   dropps,  by   length   of  tyme,  maie  pearce  the 

marble  ftone. 
What  fort  or  holde  is  halfe  fo  ftrong,  that  ever  man  could 

make, 
But  poulders  force  and  cannon  blaft  can  make  it  doune  to 

fhake  ? 
The  pelletts  all  that  I  muft  bryng  unfained  faithe  muft  be; 
The  ladder  for  to  fcale  the  walls  is  trothe,  when  tried  is  he: 
This  aunfwere  maie  the  captaine  make,  to  whom  my  fiege 

I  laie, 
VVhofe  fort  is  wonne  by  futche  a  fault,  or  by  none  other 

waie. 
With  enfigne  fpred,  and  battrie  fet,  I  hope  to  make  a  breache. 
And  truft  to  winne  by  fuite  at  length  that  now  is  pad  my 

reache. 

FINIS, 


A  Farewell  to  a  Fondly ng. 

The  heate  is  paft  that  did  me  fret. 
The  fire  is  out  that  nature  wrought ; 
The  plants  of  love,  which  youth  did  fet, 
Are  drie  and  dedde  within  my  thought  : 
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The  froft  hath  kilde  the  kindly  fappe 
Whiche  kept  the  harte  in  livly  ftate ; 
The  fodaine  ftormes  and  thonder  clappe 
I  lath  tourned  love  to  mortall  hate. 

The  mifte  is  gone  that  bleard  myne  eyes, 
The  lowryng  clouds  I  fee  appere  : 
Although  the  blinde  eats  many  flies, 
I  would  she  knewe  my  fight  is  clere. 
Her  fweete,  dlfceivyng,  flattryng  face 
Did  make  me  thinke  the  crowe  was  white : 
I  mufe  how  she  had  futche  a  grace 
To  feeme  a  hauke,  and  be  a  kite. 

FINIS. 


5[  Written  to  tlu  good  Lorde  Maior  (of  Lotidon, 
flow  in  office)  called  Sir  Nicholas 
Woodroffe,  Knight 

The  tyme  showes  all,  as  fire  woorks  waxe,  in  tyme  greate 

thyngs  are  doen ; 
Tyme  weav's  the  web,  and  wrought  the  flaxe,  that  paine 

through  tyme  hath  fponnc  : 
Tyme  mud  be  fought,  tyme  muft  be  ufde,  tyme  muft  be 

tempred  well. 
Els  out  of  tyme,  in  any  forte,  the  tale  is  that  we  tell. 
So  tyme  moves  pen,  and  fturrs  the  mufe  (that  tyme  had 

luUd  a  flepe) 
To  write  of  tyme,  and  matter  futche  as  maie  good  credite 

kepe. 


I 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Churchyardes  Charge,  53 

Then,  my  good  Lorde,  to  former  tyme  I  doe  referre  my 

verfe, 
And   auncient  yeres,   with  elders  daies,  that   can  great 

things  reherfe. 
Tyme  brought  the  fworde  (that  eche  one  fears)  to  rule  the 

rurall  fort ; 
Tyme  wonne  this  citie  hye  renowne,  and  gatt  it  good 

report : 
Time   made  the  chofen  Maior  a  knight ;    and  time  did 

greater  things, 
For  tyme  made  fubjefts  love  the  lawe,  and  honour  right- 
full,  kyngs. 
Thus  tyme  was  nours  and  mother  bothe  to  chofen  children 

here, 
And  tyme  out  worne  takes  life  of  trothe ;  fo  showes  like 

candle  clere. 
Whiche  time  my  verfe  revives  againe,  and  bringeth  freshe 

tominde 
The  tyme  that  long  is  pafte  before,  and  thoufandes  left 

behinde ; 
For  thofe  that  in  this  prefent  tyme  lift  looke  on  elders  daies, 
Who  in  their   tyme  did  fome   good   deeds,    and   reaped 

peoples  praife. 
As  gwerdon  for  the  tyme  well  fpent,  and  vertues  right 

reward. 
That  given  is  to  graffs  of  grace,  that  God  doeth  mutchc 

regard. 
As  tyme  hath  taught  good  men  to  rule,  and  made  the 

bad  obaie. 
So  tyme  hath  rooted  up  all  weedes  that  made  good  flowers 

decaie. 
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This  citie  claimes,  by  tracte  of  tyme,  a  (lately  civill  trade, 
And  is  a  lampe,  or  (hinyng  funne,  to  countries  fiUie  fhade; 
For  civill  maners  here  began,  and  order  roote  did  take, 
When  favage  fwaines  in  rubbishe  foiles  did  civill  lifeforfake. 
Here  wit  throwe  wifedome  weldeth  wealth,  and  worlde 

good  tyme  attends, 
And  God,  through  trafficks  toile  and  paine,  a  worlde  of 

treafure  fends  : 
Here  dates  repaire,  and  lawes  are  tried,  and  noble  cuftomes 

fhine ; 
Here  dwells  the  fages  of  the  worlde,  and  all  the  Mufes  nine. 
The  Court  it  felf,  and  Innes  of  Court  (where  wit  and  know- 
ledge floes) 
Haunts  here  as  terme  and  time  commands,  and  people 

comes  and  goes ; 
Here  are  embaftours  feafted  ftill,  and  forraine  kynges  have 

bin; 
Here  are  the  wheeles   of  publike  (late  that  bryngs  the 

pagent  in. 
And  here  is  now  the  maiden  toune,  that  keepes  her  felf  fo 

cleane 
That  none  can  touche,  nor  llaine  in  trothe,  by  any  caufe 

or  meane. 
Then  here  ought  be  no  member  left  that  maie  infefte  the 

refte; 
Whip  faultors  hence,  and  plage  the  word,  and  make  but  of 

the  befte. 
Let  flubburne  route  be   taught  to  worke ;  bid  paltrars 

packe  awaie  ; 
Give  idell  folke  no  lodgyng  here ;  caufe  wantons  leave 

their  plaie ; 
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Search  out  the  haunts  of  noughtie  men,  and  break  the 

neft  of  theves  : 
Yea,  plucke  their  livrey  oer  their  eares,  and  badges  from 

their  fleves, 
That  breeds  mifrule,  and  rudeneffe  (howes;  fo  fhall  the 

civill  feate 
(As  lanterne  to  all  Britaine  Iande)remaine  in  honour  greate. 
Demaunde  how   thredebare   figboies   live,   and   fwearing 

dampned  fpretes ; 
Reforme  thofe  blading  defprate  Dicks  that  roifte  aboute  the 

ftretes ; 
Difperfe  that  wicked  (hameleffe  fwarme  that  cares  not  for 

reproch  ; 
Purge  evry  houfe  from  graceleffe  geaftes,  that  fetts  all  vice 

abroche. 
Rebuke  thofe  common  alehoufe  knights,  that  fpends  awaie 

their  thrift ; 
And  aflce  on  benche  where  juftice  fitts,  how  roges  and 

beggers  Ihift  ? 
Teache  railyng  tongs  to  tune  their  fpeeche,  and  talke  of 

that  is  fitte ; 
Holde  in  the  rafhe  and  harebraine  hedds  by  lawe  and 

orders  bitte. 
Knowe  whence  thefe  faufie  libells  come,  that  faine  difcord 

would  make. 
And  woorke  by  art  and  crafte  to  plu[c]ke  the  ftyng  from 

fubtil  fnake. 
This  citie  is  no  harbryng  place  for  veffells  fraught  with  vice, 
Here  is  the  foile  and  feate  of  kyngs,  and  place  of  precious 

price  ; 
Here  worthies   makes   their   mantions  ftill,  and  buildeth 

(lately  towers ; 
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Here  fitts  the  nobles  of  the  realme,  in  golden  halles  and 

bowers. 
O  London  !  looke  to  thy  renowne  :  thy  fame  hath  ftretched 

farre ; 
Thou  art  a  ftaie  in  tyme  of  peace,  a  helpe  in  caufe  of  warre: 
A  feare  to  foes,  a  joye  to  freends,  a  Jewell  in  our  daies, 
That  well  maie  matche  with  any  toune  or  feate  of  greateft 

praife. 
Here  people  are  fo  meeke  and  milde,  that  forraine  nations 

throwe, 
In  civill  fort,  with  wealth  and  eafe,  may  live  in  quiet  nowe. 
What  citie  can  make  bofte  and  faie  (greate  God  be  bled 

therfor !) 
It  doeth  fo  many  ftraungers  feede,  and  fo  maintaine  the 

ftore  ; 
For  here  the  more  the  number  is,  the  lefle  of  want  we  finde; 
Of  corne  and  cates,  futche  ftore  is  here,  it  anfwers  eche 

mans  minde. 
Waye  well  the  dearth  of  other  realmes,  and  you  fliall  fee, 

in  deede, 
The  plentie  of  this  little  ile  fupplie  our  neighbours  neede. 
In  worlde  who  travailes  any  where,  and  then  repaireth  here, 
Shall  finde  eche  thing  good  chepe  at  home  that  is  abroade 

full  dere. 
And  none  but  London,  note  it  well,  doeth  keepe  one  ftint 

and  rate 
Of  vittailes  in  the  market  place :  looke  throughout  evry  ftate. 
Yea,  here,  when  God  for  wicked  life  his  bountie  will  with- 

drawe. 
The  Maior  and  brethren  shonneth  dearth  by  rule  and  noble 

lawe. 
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Here  is  provifion  for  the  poore ;  and  who  that  markes  the 

fame 
Shall  fee  that  worthie  fages  grave  deferves  a  noble  name. 
My  boldneffe  now  (O,  my  good  lorde !)  excufe  through  my 

good  will, 
That  ever  in  my  countries  praife  is  preft  and  readie  ftill. 
And  where  the  noughtie  lives  of  fome  are  touched  by  my 

penne, 
It  is  for  Londons  honour  fpoke,  that  can  reforme  futche 

menne, 
Whiche,  in  this  ftately  shepheards  folde,  like  rotten  shepe 

doe  live, 

And  who,  for  want  of  lookyng  too,  doe  ill  example  give. 

» 

God  graunt,  whiles  worthie  Woodroffe  rules  (and  every 

other  yere), 
There  comes  no  mothes  emong  good  men,  nor  caterpillars 

here. 
Thus  wifhyng  well,  in  Londons  laude,  my  penne  I  muft 

excufe : 
To  printer  fent  thefe  verfes  plaine  of  this  lafte  mornyngs 

mufe. 
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This  booke  containeth  thefe  14  mod  fpeciall  and 
woorthie  workes. 

1.  The  dead  mans  Right. 

2.  An  excellent  Elegie,  with  two  fpeciall  Epitaphes  vpon 

the  death  of  fir  Philip  Sydney, 

3.  The  praife  of  Chaftitie> 

4.  A  Dialogue  betweene  Conftancie  and  Inconftancie, 

5.  A  Garden  plot, 

6.  A  Dream  of  Ladies  ;&  their  Riddles, 

7.  The  Cheffe  play, 

8.  Another  rare  Dreame, 

9.  An  excellent  Paflioh, 

10.  A  notable  defcription  of  the  World, 
-II.  A  Counterloue, 

1 2.  A  defcription  of  Loue, 

13.  A  defcription  of  lealoufie, 

14.  The  praife  of  Virginitie, 

With  other  excellent  and  rare  Ditties. 
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A  PREFACE  TO  THE  READER  UPON  THE 
DEAD  MANS  RIGHT. 

T  WRITE  not  (gentle  Reader)  to  flatter,  for  the  dead  are 
not  vainglorious :  nor  to  gain,  they  reward  not  tra- 
uels  :  for  pride  lefle,  they  are  other  mens  vertues  not  mine 
owne  that  I  publifh  :  for  malice  leaft  of  all,  bicaufe  I  fee 
how  ill  it  becomes  them  to  whom  I  write.     But  I  write  to 
admonish,  and  (if  it   might  be)  to  amend  vile  and 
enuious  toongs  :  if  not,  I  feeke  no  other  hire  nor 
glorie  than  the  fatisfa6lion  of  mine  owne  con- 
fcience,  by  difcharging  the  dutie  of  a 
Chriftian.     So  fare  you 
well. 
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THE  DEAD  MANS  RIGHT. 

WRITTEN  VPON   THE  DEATH   OF  THE   RIGHT  HONORABLE 
THE  EARLE  OF  LEICESTER. 

TT  is  not  vnknowne  how  wicked  Libellors  haue  moft 
-*-  odiouflye  fought  the  flander  of  our  wife,  graue,  and 
Honorable  fuperiours  :  diuulging  defamatorie  Libels,  fo  full 
of  immodeft  railings  and  audacious  lies,  as  no  indifferent 
Reader  but  may  eafily  difcouer  their  enuie,  and  iudge  of 
the  veritie :  The  Authors  whereof,  though  in  the  qualitie  of 
their  offence  (tending  wholie  to  fedition)  they  haue  woor- 
thily  deferued  death,  yet  the  fubftance  of  their  Pamphlets 
haue, not  merited  anfwere. 

For  want  whereof  fome  as  euill  affefted  as  themfelues, 
to  whofe  hands  moftly  fuch  bookes  haue  come,  are  flattered 
with  a  poore  aduantage,  imputing  the  wife  and  filent  dif- 
gefting  of  fuch  inhoneft  and  fcurilous  cartels  to  their  guilti- 
neffe :  when  (fimple  as  they  are)  who  is  elfe  fo  foolifh  as 
knoweth  not  if  all  diuulged  were  true,  how  eafily  Authoritie 
might  excufe  them,  hauing  pens  and  Preffes  at  commande- 
ment,  and  power  to  patronize  :  Much  more  when  fo  vntrue, 
as  themfelves  afhamed  of  their  falfehoodes,  dare  not  auouch 
them  vnder  their  owne  names  being  without  reach  and 
feare  of  Authoritie. 

Amongft  others,  whofe  Honors  thefe  intemperate  railors 
have  fought  to  fcandalize,  none  haue  more  vildly  bin  flan- 
dered  than  the  late  dcceafcd  Earle,  the  godly,  loiall^  wife 
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and  graue  Earle  of  Leicefter :  Againft  whom  (void  of  all 
iuft  touch  of  diflionor)  they  forged  millions  of  impieties, 
abufing  the  people  by  their  diuelish  fictions,  and  wicked 
wrefting  of  his  aftions,  all  to  bring  his  vertues  &  perfon 
in  popular  hatred. 

Which  though  he  during  his  life  meekely  bare  as  a  man 
vntouched,  without  publifhing  defence  of  his  innocencie. 
Yet,  becaufe  the  toongs  of  men  irritated  to  enuie  by  the 
inftruments  of  thofe  libellors,  being  without  feare  of  con- 
trolment,  fith  his  death  are  become  ouer  fcandalous  and  of 
too  much  libertie.  It  (hall  not  be  amifle  to  perfwade 
more  modeftie  and  pietie  of  fpeech. 

And  for  as  much  as  I  perceiue  the  greateft  and  moft 
general!  obieftion  they  haue  to  blemifli  his  honor,  is  but  an 
opinion  of  his  ambition  and  afpiring  minde,  wherewith  the 
capitall  and  cardinall  Libellor  of  them  all  hath  cunninglie 
infe6led  the  ignorant  that  knew  not  the  ftate  of  his  honors : 
Let  vs  fee  how  he  may  iuftly  be  touched. 

Did  he  euer  affume  vnto  himfelfe  anie  vaine  or  vnlawfull 
tytle,  or  was  vnfatiate  of  rule  ?  Did  he  purchafe  his  honors 
otherwife  than  by  his  vertues,  or  were  they  fo  extraordi- 
narie,  as  now  or  in  times  paft  they  haue  not  beene  equaled 
by  others  inferior  vnto  him  in  condition  of  birth,  and  more 
in  defart  ?  If  not  ?  I  maruell  the  father  of  this  peftilent 
inuention  blufh  not  as  red  as  his  cap,  and  his  children  be 
not  afhamed  of  his  falfehood. 

Admit  this  woorthie  Earles  and  our  moft  gratious  So- 
ueraigne  who  wifely  iudged  of  his  vertues,  and  worthily 
rewarded  his  loialtie  and  paines,  did  honor  him  with  titles 
aboue  others  of  his  time  :  (in  humble  and  feemely  fort,  I 
fpcake  it  without  comparifon)  who  euery  way  was  more  fit 
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for  the  dignitie  he  bare,  and  more  complet  to  accomplifli 
them ;  whereof  the  Libellor  could  not  be  ignoraunt,  but  that 
too  much  yeelding  to  his  malice,  he  fought  to  flaunder  this 
notable  teftimonie  of  his  Excellencie. 

Such  rather  woulde  I  iudge  ambitious,  as  for  promotions 
whether  Ecclefiasticall  or  Temporall,  hauing  once  conceiued 
a  hope  of  greatneffe,  without  regard  of  confcience  or  Coun- 
trie,  with  voluntarie  hazarde  of  all  things  purfue  the  fame, 
by  fliamefull,  traiterous,  and  vngodlie  meanes,  exafperat- 
ing  their  naturall  Prince,  and  fuperiour  Magiftrates,  by  re- 
bellious and  feditious  Libels.  Thefe  be  the  true  tokens  of 
an  afpiring  minde,  whofe  nature  is  to  hinder  by  malice, 
where  it  cannot  hurt  by  power. 

But  leauing  further  purfute  of  their  malice,  I  will  remem- 
ber this  Earles  woorthineffe.  For  the  firft  and  principall 
vertue  of  his  vertues,  his  Religion,  it  fhall  be  needleffe  to 
fpeake  much,  fith  all  Chriftendome  knows  he  profeffed  one 
faith,  and  worftiipped  one  onely  God,  whom  he  ferued  in 
vprightnes  of  life,  and  defended  with  hazard  thereof  in 
armes  and  aftion  againfl  his  enimies.  How  he  fuccoured 
and  relieued  diftreffed  members  of  the  Church,  I  leaue  to 
thofe  that  haue  made  proofe,  who  ought  in  dutie  to  make 
relation  thereof. 

Next  I  thinke  there  is  none  that  will,  dare,  or  can  im- 
peach his  loialtie,  either  in  fact  or  faith,  fufficiently  teftified 
by  hir  Maieflies  gratious  loue  to  whom  that  belonged,  as 
alfo  by  his  dutifull  and  carefull  feruice  vnto  hir.  So  as 
further  narration  thereof  fhall  not  neede. 

His  wifedome  by  the  grauitie  of  his  place,  the  caufes  he 
managed,  and  the  cariage  of  his  perfon,  is  approoued  not 
onely  vnto  vs,  but  to  mod  nations  of  the  world. 
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Lafllie  of  his  valour  and  affeftion  to  his  Countries  peace, 
no  honeft  minde  but  is  fatisfied  :  whereof  what  greater  tef- 
timonie  can  we  require  than  the  trauels  his  aged  bodie  \ti- 
dertooke,  and  dangers  the  fame  was  fubieft  vnto,  in  the 
warres  of  the  Low  Countries,  where  he  voluntarily  offered 
his  perfon  in  combate  againfl  the  deuoted'enimies  of  this 
ftate  and  hir  Maieftie.  Leauing  his  Wife,  poffeflions,  and 
home,  not  regarding  his  fafetie,  riches  and  eafe,  in  refpeS 
of  the  godly,  honourable  and  louing  care  he  bare  the  com- 
mon quiet. 

All  which  the  vngratefuU  Malecontents  of  this  time,  on 
whome  any  thing  is  ill  bellowed  (much  more  the  trauels  of 
fo  memorable  a  Noble)  fpared  not  to  reproch :  Hyring  the 
toongs  of  runawaies  and  rc^es,  fuch  as  neither  feare  God 
nor  the  diuell,  or  are  woorth  a  home,  to  proclaime  hatefull 
and  enuious  lies  againfl  him,  in  alehoufes,  faires,  markets, 
and  fuch  afTemblies. 

At  whofe  returne  when  his  dealings  were  truely  dif- 
cufTed,  and  truth  ouercame  their  flanders,  this  was  the  re- 
fuge of  their  whifpering  malice  :  His  greatnefTe  and  fmooth 
toong  (faie  they)  beares  it  awaie :  as  if  Honor  once  loft  in 
a6l,  could  be  hidden  by  greatnes.  or  recouered  by  grace 
and  eloquence  of  fpeech.  Both  which  taken  away  by  his 
happie  death,  and  our  vnhappie  lofTe,  he  is  fithence  more 
cleared,  than  before. 

Maruell  then  not  at  their  enuie,  fith,  Virtutis  comes  inui- 
diuy  but  deteft  the  enuious,  that  thus  blafpheme  vertues, 
whom  (for  mine  owne  part)  as  I  fee  meafure  their  rage,  fo 
will  I  iudge  of  their  afifeftion  to  the  ftate  :  for  vndoubtedly 
none  but  the  difcontented  with  the  time,  or  fuch  as  he  hath 
iuftlie  punifhed  for  their  lewdnefTe,  will  thus  calumniouflie 
interpret  his  proceedings. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


The  P/toetiix  Nejl,  9 

If  I  meant  to  write  a  difcourfe  of  this  Earles  life,  or  an 
apolc^e  in  his  defence,  I  would  proceede  more  orderly  in 
repetition  of  his  vertues,  and  more  effeftually  in  anfwere  to 
their  poifoned  Libels  :  But  as  mine  intent  at  firft  was  onelie 
to  admoniih  loofe  toongs  (fuch  as  mine  eares  have  glowed 
to  heare  of)  and  forewarne  the  ouer  credulous  that  are 
eafily  abufed,  hauing  finilhed  my  purpofe,  if  it  effefts 
amendment,  I  fhall  be  glad,  if  not,  their  ftiames  be  on 
their  owne  heads. 

Befeeching  God  this  realme  feele  not  the  want  of  him 
alreadie  dead,  and  greater  iudgements  infue  for  our  vn- 
thankfulneffe. 

Leicefter,  he  liu'd,  of  all  the  world  admir'd, 

Not  as  a  man,  though  he  in  fliape  exceld : 
But  as  a  God,  whofe  heauenlie  wit  infpir'd, 
Wrought  hie  effefts,  yet  vertues  courfes  held, 
His  wifdome  honored  his  Countries  name, 
His  valure  was  the  vangard  of  the  fame. 


AN  ELEGIE,  OR  FRIENDS  PASSION,  FOR 
HIS  ASTROPHILL. 

WRITTEN  YPON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  RIGHT  HONORABLE 

SIR  PHILIP  SIDNEY,  KNIGHT,  LORD  GOUERNOR 

OF  FLUSHING. 

As  then,  no  winde  at  all  there  blew. 

No  fwelling  cloude,  accloid  the  aire. 
The  fkie,  like  glaffe  of  watchet  hew, 

Reflefted  Phoebus  golden  haire,  c 
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The  gamifht  tree,  no  pendant  ftird, 
No  voice  was  heard  of  any  bird. 

There  might  you  fee  the  burly  Beare, 

The  Lion  king,  the  Elephant, 
The  maiden  Vnicorne  was  there, 
So  was  Afteons  horned  plant, 
And  what  of  wilde  or  tame  are  found. 
Were  coucht  in  order  on  the  ground. 


Alcides  fpeckled  poplar  tree, 

The  palme  that  Monarchs  doe  obtaine, 
With  Loue  iuice  ftaind  the  mulberie, 
The  fruit  that  dewes  the  Poets  braine, 
And  Phillis  philbert  there  away 
Comparde  with  mirtle  and  the  bay. 


The  tree  that  coffins  doth  adorne, 

With  ftately  height  threatning  the  (kie, 
And  for  the  bed  of  Loue  forlorne, 
The  blacke  and  dolefull  Ebonie, 
All  in  a  circle  compaft  were, 
Like  to  an  Amphitheater. 

Vpon  the  branches  of  thofe  trees. 

The  airie  winged  people  fat, 
Distinguilhed  in  od  degrees, 
One  fort  in  this,  another  that, 

Here  Philomell,  that  knowes  full  well, 
What  force  and  wit  in  loue  doth  dwell. 
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The  fkie  bred  Egle  roiall  bird, 

Percht  there  vpon  an  oke  aboue, 
The  Turtle  by  him  neuer  ftird, 
Example  of  immortall  loue. 
The  fwan  that  fmgs  about  to  dy, 
Leauing  Meander  ftood  thereby. 

And  that  which  was  of  woonder  mod, 

The  Phcenix  left  fweete  Arable : 
And  on  a  Caedar  in  this  coafl, 
Built  vp  her  tombe  of  fpicerie, 
As  I  conieflure  by  the  fame, 
Preparde  to  take  hir  dying  flame. 

In  midfl  and  center  of  this  plot, 

I  faw  one  groueling  on  the  grafle  : 
A  man  of  (lone,  I  knew  not  that, 
No  ftone,  of  man  the  figure  was, 
And  yet  I  could  not  count  him  one, 
More  than  the  image  made  of  ftone. 

At  length  I  might  perceiue  him  reare 

His  bodie  on  the  elbow  end  : 
Earthly  and  pale  with  gaftly  cheare, 
Vpon  his  knees  he  vpward  tend. 
Seeming  like  one  in  vncouth  ftound, 
To  be  afcending  out  the  ground. 

A  greeuous  figh  foorthwith  he  throwes, 

As  might  haue  torne  the  vitall  ftrings, 
Then  downe  his  cheekes  the  teares  fo  flowes, 
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As  doth  the  ftreame  of  many  fprlngs. 
So  thunder  rends  the  cloud  in  twaine, 
And  makes  a  pafTage  for  the  raine. 

Incontinent  with  trembling  found, 

He  wofully  gan  to  complaine, 
Such  were  the  accents  as  might  wound, 
And  teare  a  diamond  rocke  in  twaine. 
After  his  throbs  did  fomwhat  ftay, 
Thus  heauily  he  gan  to  fay. 

O  funne,  (faid  he)  feeing  the  funne, 

On  wretched  me  why  doft  thou  fhine, 
My  ftar  is  falne,  my  comfort  done, 
Out  is  the  apple  of  my  eine, 

Shine  vpon  thofe  pofTefTe  delight, 
And  let  me  Hue  in  endleffe  might. 

0  griefe  that  lieft  vpon  my  foule, 
As  heauie  as  a  mount  of  lead, 

The  remnant  of  my  life  controll, 
Confort  me  quickly  with  the  dead, 
Halfe  of  this  hart,  this  fprite  and  will, 
Di'de  in  the  breft  of  Aftrophill. 

And  you  compaflionate  of  my  wo, 
Gentle  birds,  beafts  and  fhadie  trees, 

1  am  affurde  ye  long  to  kno, 

What  be  the  forrowes  me  agreeu's, 
Liften  ye  then  to  that  infu'th, 
And  hcare  a  tale  of  teares  and  ruthc. 
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You  knew,  who  knew  not  Aftrophill, 
(That  I  ihould  Hue  to  fay  I  knew, 
And  haue  not  in  poffeflion  ftill) 

Things  knowne  permit  me  to  renew, 
Of  him  you  know  his  merit  fuch, 
I  cannot  fay,  you  heare  too  much. 

Within  thefe  woods  of  Arcadie, 

He  cheefe  delight  and  pleafure  tooke, 
And  on  the  mountaine  Parthenie, 
Vpon  the  chryftall  liquid  brooke. 
The  Mufes  met  him  eu'ry  day, 
That  taught  him  fing,  to  write,  and  fay. 

When  he  defcended  downe  the  mount, 

His  perfonage  feemed  moft  diuine, 
A  thoufand  graces  one  might  count 
Vpon  his  louely  cheerefull  eine, 

To  heare  him  fpeake  and  fweetely  fmile, 
You  were  in  Paradife  the  while. 

A  fweete  attraftiue  kinde  of  grace, 
A  full  affu  ranee  giuen  by  lookes, 
Continuall  comfort  in  a  face. 

The  lineaments  of  Gofpell  books, 
I  trowe  that  countenance  cannot  lie, 
Whofe  thoughts  are  legible  in  the  eie. 

Was  neuer  eie,  did  fee  that  face. 

Was  neuer  eare,  did  heare  that  tong. 
Was  neuer  minde,  did  minde  his  grace, 
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That  euer  thought  the  trauell  long, 
But  eies,  and  eares,  and  eu*ry  thought, 
Were  with  his  fweete  perfeftions  caught 

O  God,  that  fuch  a  woorthy  man. 

In  whom  fo  rare  defarts  did  raigne, 
Defired  thus,  muft  leaue  vs  than. 
And  we  to  wifli  for  him  in  vaine, 
O  could  the  ftars  that  bred  that  wit, 
In  force  no  longer  fixed  fit. 

Then  being  fild  with  learned  dew, 

The  Mufes  willed  him  to  loue, 
That  inftrument  can  aptly  fhew, 
How  finely  our  conceits  will  moue, 
As  Bacchus  opes  diffembled  harts, 
So  loue  fets  out  our  better  parts. 

Stella,  a  Nymph  within  this  wood. 

Mod  rare  and  rich  of  heauenly  blis, 
The  higheft  in  his  fancie  flood, 
And  fhe  could  well  demerite  this, 
Tis  likely  they  acquainted  foone. 
He  was  a  Sun,  and  fhe  a  Moone. 

Our  Aflrophill  did  Stella  loue, 
O  Stella  vaunt  of  Aflrophill, 
Albeit  thy  graces  gods  may  moue. 
Where  wilt  thou  finde  an  Aflrophill, 
The  rofe  and  lillie  have  their  prime, 
And  fo  hath  bcautie  but  a  time. 
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Although  thy  beautie  doe  exceede, 

In  common  fight  of  eu'r}'  eie, 

Yet  in  his  Poefies  when  we  reede, 

It  is  apparant  more  thereby, 

He  that  hath  loue  and  iudgement  too, 
Sees  more  than  any  other  doe. 

Then  Astrophill  hath  honord  thee. 

For  when  thy  bodie  is  extinft, 
Thy  graces  (hall  eternall  be, 
And  Hue  by  vertue  of  his  inke, 
For  by  his  verfes  he  doth  giue 
To  fhort  liude  beautie  aye  to  liue. 

Aboue  all  others  this  is  hee, 

Which  erft  approoued  in  his  fong, 
That  loue  and  honor  might  agree. 

And  that  pure  loue  will  doe  no  wrong, 
Sweete  faints  it  is  no  finne  nor  blame, 
To  loue  a  man  of  vertuous  name. 

Did  neuer  loue  fo  fweetly  breath 

In  any  mortall  breft  before, 
Did  neuer  mufe  infpire  beneath, 
A  Poets  braine  with  finer  ftore  : 
He  wrote  of  loue  with  high  conceit. 
And  beautie  reard  aboue  hir  height. 

Then  Pallas  afterward  attyrde. 

Our  Aftrophill  with  hir  deuice. 
Whom  in  his  armor  heauen  admyrde, 
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As  of  the  nation  of  the  (kies, 
He  fparkled  in  his  armes  afarrs, 
As  he  were  dight  with  fierie  ftarrs. 

The  blaze  whereof  when  Mars  beheld, 

(An  enuious  eie  doth  fee  afar) 
Such  maieflie  (quoth  he)  is  feeld, 
Such  maieflie  my  mart  may  mar, 
Perhaps  this  may  a  futer  be, 
To  fet  Mars  by  his  deitie. 

In  this  furmize  he  made  with  fpeede, 

An  iron  cane  wherein  he  put, 
The  thunder,  that  in  cloudes  do  breede, 
The  flame  and  bolt  togither  (hut. 
With  priuie  force  burft  out  againe. 
And  fo  our  Aftrophill  was  flaine. 

The  word  (was  flaine)  ftraightway  did  moue, 

And  natures  inward  life  ftrings  twitch. 
The  flcie  immediately  aboue 

Was  dimd  with  hideous  clouds  of  pitch, 
The  wraftling  winds  from  out  the  ground, 
Fild  all  the  aire  with  ratling  found. 

The  bending  trees  expreft  a  grone, 

And  figh'd  the  forow  of  his  fall, 
The  forreft:  beafts  made  ruthfull  mone, 
The  birds  did  tune  their  mourning  call. 
And  Philomell  for  Aftrophill, 
Vnto  hir  notes  annext  a  phill. 
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The  turtle  doue  with  tunes  of  ruthe, 
Shewd  feeling  pafTion  of  his  death, 
Me  thought  (he  faid,  I  tell  thee  truthe, 
Was  neuer  he  that  drew  in  breath, 
Vnto  his  loue  more  truftie  found, 
Than  he  for  whom  our  griefs  abound. 

The  fwan  that  was  in  prefence  heere, 

Began  his  funerall  dirge  to  fing, 
Good  things  (quoth  he)  may  fcarce  appeere, 
But  paffe  away  with  fpeedie  wing. 
This  mortall  life  as  death  is  tride, 
And  death  .giues  life,  and  fo  he  di'de. 

The  generall  forrow  that  was  made, 

Among  the  creatures  of  kinde, 
Fired  the  Phoenix  where  (he  laide, 

Hir  afhes  flying  with  the  winde,  » 

So  as  I  might  with  reafon  fee, 
That  fuch  a  Phcenix  nere  fhould  bee. 

Haply  the  cinders  driuen  about, 

May  breede  an  oflfspring  neere  that  kinde. 
But  hardly  a  peere  to  that  I  doubt, 
It  cannot  finke  into  my  minde, 
That  vnder  branches  ere  can  bee, 
Of  worth  and  value  as  the  tree. 

The  Egle  markt  with  pearcing  fight. 
The  mournfull  habite  of  the  place, 
And  parted  thence  with  mounting  flight, 
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To  fignifie  to  lone  the  cafe, 

What  forow  nature  doth  fuftaine, 
For  Aftrophill  by  enuie  flaine. 

And  while  I  followed  with  mine  eie, 
The  flight  the  Egle  vpward  tooke, 
All  things  did  vanifh  by  and  by, 
And  difappeered  from  my  looke, 

The  trees,  beads,  birds,  and  groue  was  gone, 
So  was  the  friend  that  made  this  mone. 

This  fpe6lacle  had  firmely  wrought, 

A  deepe  compaflion  in  my  fprights. 
My  molting  hart  iffudc  me  thought, 
In  ftreames  foorth  at  mine  eies  aright. 
And  heere  my  pen  is  forft  to  fhrinke. 
My  teares  difcollors  fo  mine  inke. 


AN    EPITAPH   VPON   THE   RIGHT   HONORABLE   SIR   PHILIP 
SIDNEY  KNIGHT  :    LORD  GOUERXOR  OF  FLUSHING. 

To  praife  thy  life,  or  waile  thy  woorthie  death, 
And  want  thy  wit,  thy  wit,  high,  pure,  diuine. 
Is  far  beyond  the  powre  of  mortall  line, 
Nor  any  one  hath  worth  that  draweth  breath. 

Yet  rich  in  zeale,  though  poore  in  learnings  lore, 
And  friendly  care  obfcurde  in  fecret  breft, 
And  loue  that  enuie  in  thy  life  fuppreft, 
Thy  deere  life  done,  and  death  hath  doubled  more. 
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And  I,  that  \n  thy  time  and  huing  ftate, 
Did  onely  praife  thy  vertues  in  my  thought, 
As  one  that  feeld  the  rifing  funne  hath  fought, 
With  words  and  teares  now  waile  thy  timeleffe  fate. 

Drawne  was  thy  race,  aright  from  princely  line, 
Nor  leffe  than  fuch,  (by  gifts  that  nature  gaue, 
The  common  mother  that  all  creatures  haue,) 
Doth  vertue  fhew,  and  princely  linage  fhine. 

A  king  gaue  thee  thy  name,  a  kingly  minde, 
That  God  thee  gaue,  who  found  it  now  too  deere 
For  this  bafe  world,  and  hath  refumde  it  neere, 
To  fit  in  Ikies,  and  fort  with  powres  diuine. 

Kent  thy  birth  daies,  and  Oxford  held  thy  youth. 
The  heauens  made  hafte,  &  ftaide  nor  yeeres,  nor  time; 
The  fruits  of  age  grew  ripe  in  thy  firft  prime. 
Thy  will,  thy  words ;  thy  words,  the  feales  of  truth, 

Great  gifts  and  wifedome  rare  imploide  thee  thence, 
To  treat  from  kings,  with  thofe  more  great  than  kings, 
Such  hope  men  had  to  lay  the  higheft  things, 
On  thy  wife  youth,  to  be  tranfported  hence. 

Whence  to  fharpe  wars  fweete  honor  did  thee  call, 
Thy  countries  loue,  religion,  and  thy  friends  : 
Of  woorthy  men  the  marks,  the  Hues  and  ends, 
And  her  defence,  for  whom  we  labor  all. 

Thus  didft  thou  vanquifh  fhame  and  tedious  age, 
Griefc,  forow,  ficknes,  and  bafe  fortunes  might : 
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Thy  rifing  day,  faw  neuer  wofuU  night, 

But  paft  with  praife,  from  of  this  worldly  ftage. 

Backe  to  the  campe,  by  thee  that  day  was  brought, 
Firft  thine  owne  death,  and  after  thy  long  fame ; 
Teares  to  the  foldiers,  the  proud  Caftilians  (hame ; 
Vertue  expreft,  and  honor  truly  taught. 

What  hath  he  loft,  that  fuch  great  grace  hath  woon, 
Yoong  yeeres,  for  endles  yeeres,  and  hope  vnfure, 
Of  fortunes  gifts,  for  wealth  that  ftill  fhall  dure, 
Oh  happie  race  with  fo  great  praifes  run. 

England  doth  hold  thy  lims  that  bred  the  fame, 
Flaunders  thy  valure  where  it  laft  was  tried, 
The  Campe  thy  forow  where  thy  bodie  died, 
Thy  friends,  thy  want ;  the  world,  thy  vertues  fame. 

Nations  thy  wit,  our  mindes  lay  vp  thy  loue, 
Letters  thy  learning,  thy  loffe,  yeeres  long  to  come, 
In  worthy  harts  forow  hath  made  thy  tombe. 
Thy  foule  and  fpright  enrich  the  heauens  aboue. 

Thy  liberall  hart  imbalmd  in  gratefuU  teares. 
Yoong  fighes,  fweete  fighes,  fage  fighes,  bewaile  thy  fall, 
Enuie  hir  fting,  and  fpite  hath  left  hir  gall. 
Malice  hir  felfe,  a  mourning  garment  weares. 

That  day  their  Haniball  died,  our  Scipio  fell, 
Scipio,  Cicero,  and  Petrarch  of  our  time, 
Whofe  vertues  wounded  by  my  woorthles  rime. 
Let  Angels  fpeake,  and  heauens  thy  praifes  tell. 
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ANOTHER  OF  THE  SAME.      EXCELLENTLY  WRITTEN  BY  A 
MOST  WOORTHY  GENTLEMAN. 

Silence  augmenteth  griefe,  writing  encreafeth  rage, 

Staid  are  my  thoughts,  which  lou'd,  &  loft,  the  wonder 

of  our  age, 
Yet  quickned  now  with  fire,  though  dead  with  froft  ere  now, 
Enrag'de  I  write,  I  know  not  what :  dead,  quick,  I  know 

not  how. 

Hard  harted  mindes  relent,  and  rigors  teares  abound. 
And  enuie  ftrangely  rues  his  end,  in  whom  no  fault  (he 

found, 
Knowledge  hir  light  hath  loft,  valor  hath  flaine  hir  knight, 
Sidney  is  dead,  dead  is  my  friend,  dead  is  the  world's 

delight. 

Place  penfiue  wailes  his  fall,  whofe  prefence  was  hir  pride, 
Time  crieth  out,  my  ebbe  is  come :  his  life  was  my  fpring 

tide. 
Fame  mournes  in  that  flie  loft,  the  ground  of  hir  reports, 
Ech  liuing  wight  laments  his  lacke,  and  all  in  fundry  forts. 

He  was  (wo  worth  that  word)  to  ech  well  thinking  minde, 
A  fpotleffe   friend,  .a   matchles  man,   whofe   vertue   euer 

ftiinde. 
Declaring  in  his  thoughts,  his  life,  and  that  he  writ, 
Higheft   conceits,   longeft  forefights,   and   deepeft   works 

of  wit. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


22  The  Phoenix  Nejl, 

He  onely  like  himfelfe,  was  fecond  vnto  none, 

Whofe  deth  (though  life)  we  rue,  &  wrong,  and  al  in  vain 

do  mone, 
Their  loffe,  not  him  waile  they,  that  fill  the  world  with  cries, 
Death  flue  not  him,  but   he   made   death  his  ladder  to 

the  flcies. 

Now  finke  of  forrow  I,  who  Hue,  the  more  the  wrong, 
Who  wiftiing  death,  whom  deth  denies,  whofe  thred  is  al 

to  long, 
Who  tied  to  wretched  life,  who  lookes  for  no  reliefe, 
Muft  fpend  my  euer  dying  daies,  in  neuer  ending  griefe 

Harts  eafe  and  onely  I,  like  parables  run  on, 

Whofe  equall  length,  keepe  equall  bredth,  &  neuer  meete 

in  one, 
Yet  for  not  wronging  him,  my  thoughts,  my  forowes  cell, 
Shall  not  run  out,  though  leake  they  will,  for  liking  him 

fo  well. 

Farewell  to  you  my  hopes,  my  wonted  waking  dreames, 
Farewell  fometimes  enioied  ioy,  eclipfed  are  thy  beames, 
Farewell  felfe   pleafing   thoughts,  which   quietnes   brings 

foorth. 
And  farewel  friendftiiips  facred  league,  vniting  minds  of 

woorth. 

And  farewell  mery  hart,  the  gift  of  guiltles  mindcs, 
And  all  fports,  which  for  Hues  reftore,  varietie  affignes, 
Let  all  that  fweete  is,  voide  ?  in  me  no  mirth  may  dwell, 
Philip,  the  caufc  of  all  this  woe,  my  Hues  content  farewell. 
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Now  rime,  the  fonne  of  rage,  which  art  no  kin  to  fkill, 
And  endles  griefe,  which  deads  my  life,  yet  knowes  not 

how  to  kill, 
Go  feeke  that  haples  tombe,  which  if  ye  hap  to  finde, 
Salute  the  ftones,  that  keepe  the  lims,  that  held  fo  good  a 

minde. 


THE  PRAISE  OF  CHASTITIE.    WHEREIN  IS  SET  FOORTH  BY 

WAY  OF  COMPARISON,  HOW  GREAT  IS  THE  CONQUEST 

OUER  OUR  AFFECTIONS,  BY  G.  P.  MASTER  OF  ARTS. 

The  noble  Romans  whilom  woonted  were, 

For  triumph  of  their  conquered  enimies. 
The  wreathes  of  Laurell  and  of  Palme  to  weare, 

In  honor  of  their  famous  viflories. 

And  fo  in  robes  of  gold,  and  purple  dight. 

Like  bodies  Ihrinde,  in  feates  of  luorie, 
Their  names  renowmde  for  happines  in  fight, 

They  beare  the  guerdon  of  their  chiualrie. 

The  valiant  Greekes,  for  facke  of  Priams  towne, 
A  worke  of  manhood,  matcht  with  policie, 

Haue  fild  the  world  with  bookes  of  their  renowne. 
As  much  as  erft  the  Romane  emperie. 

The  Phrygian  knights,  that  in  the  houfe  of  fame, 

Haue  (hining  armes  of  endles  memorie. 
By  hot  and  fierce  repulfe  did  win  the  fame, 

Though  Helens  rape,  hurt  Paris  progenie 
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Thus  ftrength  hath  guerdon,  by  the  worlds  award, 

So  praife  we  birth,  and  high  nobilitie, 
If  then  the  minde,  and  bodie  reape  reward, 

For  natures  dowre,  conferred  liberally. 

Preffe  then  for  praife,  vnto  the  higheft  roome, 
That  art  the  higheft  of  the  gifts  of  heauen. 

More  beautifuU  by  wifdomes  facred  doome, 
Than  Sol  himfelfe,  amid  the  Planets  feauen. 

Queene  of  content,  and  temperate  defires, 

Choice  nurfe  of  health,  thy  name  hight  Chaftitie, 

A  foueraigne  powre  to  quench  fuch  climing  fires, 
As  choake  the  minde,  with  fmoke  of  infamie. 

Champion  at  armes,  re'ncounter  with  thy  foe, 
An  enimie  foule,  and  fearfull  to  behold. 

If  then  ftout  captaines  haue  bene  honored  fo. 
Their  names  in  bookes  of  memorie  enrold, 

For  puiffant  ftrength :  ye  Romane  peeres  retire, 
And  Greeks  giue  ground,  more  honor  there  is  woon. 

With  chafte  rebukes  to  temper  thy  defire, 
Than  glory  gaind  the  world  to  ouer  run. 

Than  fierce  Achilles  got,  by  Heftors  fpoyle 
Than  erft  the  mightie  prince  of  Macedon, 

King  Philips  impe,  that  put  his  foes  to  foyle. 

And  wifht  more  worlds  to  hold  him  plaie  than  one 

Beleeue  me,  to  contend  'gainft  armies  royaU, 
To  tame  wilde  Panthers  but  by  ftriength  of  hand, 
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To  praife  the  triumph,  not  fo  fpeciall, 

As  ticing  pleafures  charmes  for  to  withftand. 

And  for  me  lift  compare  with  men  of  war, 

For  honor  of  the  field,  I  dare  maintaine, 
This  viftory  exceedeth  that  as  far 

As  Phoebus  chariot  Vulcans  forge  doth  ftaine. 

Both  noble  and  triumphant  in  their  kindes, 

And  matter  woorthie  queene  Remembrance  pen, 

But  that  that  tangles  both  our  thoughts  and  mindes. 
To  matter  that,  is  more  than  ouer  men, 

To  make  thy  triumph.     Sith,  to  ftrength  alone, 

Of  body  it  belongs,  to  bruze  or  wound, 
But  raging  thoughts,  to  quell,  or  few,  or  none 

Saue  vertues  imps,  are  able  champions  found. 

Or  thofe  whom  loue  hath  lou'd  ?  or  noble  of  birth, 
So  ftrong  Alcydes,  loues  vnconquered  fon, 

Did  lift  Achelous  bodie  from  the  earth. 

To  Ihew  what  deeds  by  vertues  ftrength  are  don. 

So  him  he  foyld,  and  put  to  fudden  flight. 

By  aime  of  wit,  the  foule  Stimphalides  ? 
And  while  we  fay  he  maftered  men  by  might, 

Behold  in  perfon  of  this  Hercules. 

It  liketh  me  to  figure  Chaftitie, 

His  labor  like  that  foule  vncleane  defire, 
That  vnder  guide  of  tickling  fantafie, 

Would  mar  the  minde,  through  pleafures  fcorching  fire. 
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And  who  hath  feene  a  faire  alluring  face, 

A  luftie  girle  yclad  in  queint  aray, 
Whofe  daintie  hand,  makes  muficke  with  hir  lace, 

And  tempts  thy  thoughts,  and  fteales  thy  fenfe  away. 

Whofe  ticing  haire,  like  nets  of  golden  wire, 

Enchaine  the  hart,  whofe  gate  and  voice  deuine, 

Enflame  thy  blood,  and  kindle  thy  defire, 
Whofe  features  wrap  and  dazle  humaine  eine. 

Who  hath  beheld  faire  Venus  in  hir  pride, 

Of  nakednes  all  Alablafter  white. 
In  luorie  bed,  ftrait  laid  by  Mars  his  fide, 

And  hath  not  bin  enchanted  with  the  fight. 

To  wifli,  to  dallie,  and  to  offer  game. 

To  coy,  to  court,  &  caetera  to  doe  : 
(Forgiue  me  Chaftnes  if  in  termes  of  fhame. 

To  thy  renowne,  I  paint  what  longs  thereto.) 

Who  hath  not  liu'd,  and  yet  hath  feene  I  fay, 
That  might  offend  chafte  hearers  to  endure, 

Who  hath  bene  haled  on,  to  touch,  and  play. 
And  yet  not  ftowpt  to  pleafures  wanton  lure. 

Crowne  him  with  laurell  for  his  viftorie. 

Clad  him  in  purple,  and  in  fcarlet  die  ? 
Enroll  his  name  in  bookes  of  memorie, 

Ne  let  the  honor  of  his  conqueft  die. 

More  roiall  in  his  triumph,  than  the  man, 

Whom  tygres  drew  in  coach  of  burnifht  golde, 
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In  whom  the  Roman  Monarchic  began, 

Whofe  works  of  worth,  no  wit  hath  erft  controlde. 

Elyfium  be  his  walke,  high  heauen  his  Ihrine, 

His  drinke,  fweete  Ne6lar,  and  Ambrofia, 
The  foode  that  makes  immortall  and  diuine, 

Be  to  his  tafte,  to  make  him  Hue  for  ay : 

And  that  I  may  in  briefe  defcribe  his  due, 

What  lading  honor  vertues  guerdon  is, 
So  much  and  more  his  iuft  defart  purfue, 

Sith  his  defart  awards  it  to  be  his.  - 

LENUOY. 

To  thee  in  honor  of  whofe  government, 

Entitled  is  this  praife  of  Chaflitie, 
My  gentle  friend,  thefe  haftie  lines  are  ment, 
So  fiowreth  vertue  like  the  laurell  tree, 
Immortall  greene,  that  euerie  eie  may  fee, 
And  well  was  Daphne  turnd  into  the  bay, 
Whofe  chaftnes  triumphes,  growes,  &  Hues  for  ay. 


AN  EXCELLENT  DIALOGUE  BETWEENE 
CONSTANCIE  AND  INCONSTANCIE: 

AS  IT  WAS  BY  SPEECH  PRESENTED  TO  HER  MAIESTIE,  IN 

THE  LAST  PROGRESSE  AT  SIR  HENRIE  LEIGHES 

HOUSE. 

Conjiancte.    Moft  excellent :   fhall  I  fay  Lady  or  God- 
deffe  }  whom  I  fhould  enuie  to  be  but  a  Lady,  and  can  not 
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denie  to  haue  the  power  of  a  Goddefle  ?  vouchfafe  to  ac- 
cept the  humble  thankfulnes  of  vs  lately  diftreffed  Ladies, 
the  pride  of  whofe  wits  was  iuftly  puniflied  with  the  incon- 
ftancie  of  our  wits,  whereby  we  were  caried  to  delight,  as  in 
nothing  more  than  to  loue,  fo  in  nothing  fo  much  as  to 
change  louers :  which  punifhment,  though  it  were  onely 
due  to  our  difcents,  yet  did  it  light  moft  heauily  vpon 
thofe  knights,  who  following  vs  with  the  heate  of  their 
affeftion,  had  neither  grace  to  get  vs,  nor  power  to  leaue 
vs.  Now  fince  by  that  more  than  mortall  power  of  your 
more  than  humane  wifedome,  the  enchanted  tables  are 
read,  and  both  they  and  we  releafed,  let  vs  be  punilhed 
with  more  than  inconiltancie,  if  we  faile  either  to  loue  con- 
ftantly,  or  to  alienize  your  memorie. 

Inconjlancie,  Not  to  be  thankfull  to  fo  great  a  perfon,  for 
fo  great  a  benefite,  might  argue  as  little  iudgement  as  ill 
nature:  and,  therefore  though  it  be  my  place  to  fpeake 
after  you,  I  will  ftriue  in  thankfulnes  to  go  before  you,  but 
yet  rather  for  my  libertie,  bicaufe  I  may  be  as  I  lift,  than 
for  any  minde  I  haue  to  be  more  conftant  than  I  was. 

Conjt  If  you  haue  no  minde  to  be  conftant,  what  is  the 
benefit  of  your  deliuerance } 

Incoftft.  As  I  tolde  you  before,  my  libertie,  which  I  loue 
better  than  my  felfe,  for  though  I  loue  inconftancie  as  my 
felfe,  and  had  as  leeue  not  be,  as  not  be  vnconftant ;  yet 
can  I  not  but  hate  that  which  I  loue ;  but  when  I  am  en- 
forced vnto  it :  and  (by  your  leaue)  as  daintie  as  you  make 
of  the  matter,  I  am  perfwaded  that  you  would  euen  hate 
your  felfe,  if  you  were  but  wedded  vnto  your  felfe. 

Conft,  Selfeloue  is  not  the  loue  that  we  taike  of,  but 
rather  the  kinde  of  knitting  of  two  harts  in  one,  of  which 
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fort  if  you  had  a  faithfull  louer,  what  (houlde  you  loofe  by 
being  faithfull  to  him  ? 

Inconft.  More  than  you  fhall  get  by  being  fo. 

Con/L  I  feeke  nothing  but  him  to  whom  I  am  conftant. 

InconjL  And  euen  him  fhall  you  loofe  by  being  conftant. 

Conft  What  reafon  haue  you  for  that  ? 

Inconft  No  other  reafon  than  that  which  is  drawn  from 
the  common  places  of  loue,  which  is  for  the  moft  part,  rea- 
fon beyond  reafon. 

Conft  You  may  rather  call  it  reafon  without  reafon  ;  if 
they  conclude,  that  loue  and  faith,  the  more  they  haue,  the 
leffe  they  (hall  finde. 

Incofijt  Will  you  beleeue  your  owne  experience  } 

Co7ift  Farre  beyond  your  reafon. 

Incofift  Haue  you  not  then  found  amongft  your  louers, 
that  they  would  flie  you,  if  you  do  but  follow  them,  and 
follow  you  moft,  when  you  do  moft  flie  them } 

Conft,  I  graunt  I  haue  found  it  too  true  in  fome,  but 
I  now  fpeake  of  a  conftant  louer  indeed. 

Inconft  You  may  better  fpeake  of  him  than  finde  him ; 
but  the  onely  way  to  haue  him,  is  to  be  vnconftant. 

Conft  How  fo  ? 

Inconft  I  haue  heard  Philofophers  fay,  that  Inquifito 
termino  ceffat  motuSy  there  is  no  motion  (and  you  know  loue 
is  a  motion)  but  it  ceafeth  (or  rather  dieth)  when  it  has 
gotten  his  end ;  and  to  fay  the  truth,  loue  hath  no  edge 
when  it  is  aflured,  whofe  verie  foode  and  life  is  hope,  and 
hope  of  hauing,  is  dull  without  the  feare  of  loofing,  where 
there  are  no  ryuals. 

Conft  But  the  more  conftant  he  findes  me,  the  more 
carefull  he  will  be  to  deferue  well  of  mc. 
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Inconft,  You  deceiue  your  felfe  with  that  conceite,  and 
giue  him  no  fmall  aduantage  to  range  where  he  lifteth, 
when  you  let  him  know  that  you  are  at  his  deuotion,  whom 
you  Ihall  be  Aire  to  haue  at  yours,  if  by  an  indifferent 
cariage  of  your  felfe,  you  breede  an  emulation  betweene 
him  and  others. 

Conft  It  were  againft  nature  for  her  which  is  but  one,  to 
loue  more  than  one,  and  if  it  be  a  fault  to  beare  a  double 
hart,  what  is  it  to  diuide  the  hart  among  many  ? 

Inconft.  I  aflce  no  other  iudge  than  nature,  efpecially  in 
this  matter  of  loue,  than  which  there  is  nothing  more  na- 
turall,  and  furely  for  any  thing  that  I  can  fee,  nature 
delighteth  in  nothing  fo  much  as  in  varietie ;  and  it  were 
hard,  that  fince  fhe  hath  appointed  variety  of  colours  for 
the  eie,  varietie  of  founds  for  the  eare,  varietie  of  meates 
for  the  mouth,  and  varietie  of  other  things  for  euery  other 
fenfe,  fhe  fhould  binde  the  hart  (to  which  all  the  reft  doe 
feruice)  to  the  loue  of  one  any  more,  than  fhe  bindeth  the 
eie  to  one  colour,  the  eare,  to  one  found,  or  the  mouth  to 
one  kinde  of  meate. 

Conft,  Neither  doth  fhe  deny  the  hart  varietie  of  choj-fe, 
fhe  onely  requires  conftancie  when  it  hath  chofen. 

Inconft.  What  if  we  commit  an  error  in  our  choife  ? 

Conjt.  It  is  no  fault  to  choofe  where  we  like. 

Inconft.  But  if  our  liking  varie,  may  we  not  be  better 
aduifed } 

Conft,  When  you  haue  once  chofen,  you  mufl  turne  your 
eies  inward,  to  looke  onelie  on  him  whom  you  haue  placed 
in  your  hart. 

Inconft,  Why  then  I  perceiue  you  haue  not  yet  chofen, 
for  your  eies  looke  outwarde,  but  as  long  as  your  eies 
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Hand  in  your  head  as  they  doe,  I  doubt  not  but  to  finde  you 
inconftant 

Conft,  I  do  not  denie  but  I  looke  vpon  others  befide  him 
that  I  loue  beft,  but  they  are  all  dead  piftures  vnto  me, 
for  any  power  they  haue  to  touch  my  hart. 

Inconjt.  If  they  were  but  (as  you  account  them)  dead 
piftures,  I  do  not  doubt,  but  they  would  make  an  other 
Pigmalion  of  you,  rather  than  you  would  be  bound  to  the 
loue  of  one  onely ;  but  what  if  that  one  prooue  inconftant  ? 

Conft  I  would  rather  the  fault  ftiould  be  his  than  mine. 

Inconjt  It  is  a  fmall  comfort  to  fay  the  fault  is  his,  when 
the  loffe  is  yours,  but  how  can  you  auoid  the  fault,  who  can 
helpe  it  and  will  not } 

Conft.  I  fee  no  way  to  helpe  it,  but  by  breach  of  faith, 
which  I  hold  deerer  then  my  life. 

Inconft  What  is  the  band  of  your  faith  ? 

Conft  My  worde. 

Inconft  Your  word  is  but  winde,  and  no  fooner  fpoken 
than  gone. 

Conft  Yet  doth  it  binde,  to  fee  what  is  fpoken  done. 

Inconft  You  can  do  little,  if  you  cannot  mafter  your 
worde. 

Conft  I  fhould  do  leffe,  if  my  word  did  not  mafter  me. 

Inconft  It  mafters  you  indeed,  for  it  makes  you  a  flaue. 

Conft  To  none  but  one,  whom  I  choofe  to  ferue. 

Inconft  It  is  bafenes  to  ferue,  tho  it  be  but  one. 

Conft  More  bafe  to  diffemble  with  more  than  one. 

Inconft  When  you  loue  all  alike,  you  diffemble  with 
none. 

Conft,  But  if  I  loue  many,  will  any  loue  me  ? 
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Inconft  No  doubt  there  will,  and  fo  much  the  more,  by 
how  much  the  more  they  are  that  ftriue  for  you. 

Conft  But  the  hart  that  is  euery  where,  is  indeede  no 
where. 

Inconft.  If  you  fpeake  of  a  mans  hart,  I  grant  it  to  be 
true  ;  but  as  for  the  hart  of  a  woman,  it  is  like  a  foule  in  a 
bodie ;  tota  in  totOy  &r  tota  in  qualibet  parte :  that  though 
you  had  as  many  louers  as  you  haue  fingers  and  toes,  you 
might  be  but  one  amongft  them  all,  and  yet  wholy  euery 
ones :  but  bicaufe  I  fee  you  are  peruerfly  deuoted  to  the 
cold  finceritie  of  imaginarie  conftancie,  I  leaue  you  to  be  as 
you  may,  and  purpofe  my  felfe  to  be  as  I  lift.     Neuerthe- 
les,  to   your   Maieftie,   by  whom    I    haue   obtained  this 
libertie,  in  token  of  my  thankfulnes,   I  offer  this  simple 
work  of  mine  owne  hands,  which  you  may  weare  as  you 
pleafe ;  but  I  made  it  after  mine  owne  minde  to  be  wome 
loofe. 

Conft,  And  I  who  by  your  comming  am  not  onely  fet  at 
libertie,  but  made  partaker  alfo  of  conftancie,  doe  prefent 
you  with  as  vnworthie  a  worke  of  mine  owne  hands,  which 
yet  I  hope  you  will  better  accept,  bicaufe  it  will  ferue  to 
binde  the  loofnes  of  that  inconftant  dames  token. 

Inconft,  To  binde  the  loofnes,  and  that  of  an  inconftant 
dame,  fay  no  more  than  you  know,  for  you  knowe  not  fo 
much  as  I  feele  ;  well  may  we  bewray  our  felues  betweene 
our  felues,  as  thinking  we  haue  faid  nothing,  vntill  we  haue 
faide  all.  But  now,  a  greater  power  worketh  in  me,  than 
your  or  my  reafon,  which  draweth  me  from  the  circle  of  my 
fancies  to  the  center  of  conftant  loue,  there  reprefenting 
vnto  me  what  contentment  it  is  to  loue  but  one,  and  how 
defire  is  fatisfied  with  no  number,  when  once  it  delighteth 
in  more  than  one. 
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Conft,  I  am  not,  I  cannot  be  as  I  was,  the  leaue  that  I 
did  take  of  my  felfe,  is  to  leaue  my  felfe,  and  to  change,  or 
rather  to  be  changed  to  that  eftate  which  admitteth  no 
change  :  by  the  fecret  power  of  hir,  which  though  fhe  were 
content  to  let  me  be  caried  almofl  out  of  breath  with  the 
winde  of  inconftancie,  doth  now  in  her  filence  put  me  to 
filence ;  and  by  the  glorie  of  hir  countenance,  which  dif- 
perfeth  the  flying  cloudes  of  vaine  conceites,  commands  me 
too  with  others,  and  to  be  my  felfe  as  (he  is  Semper  eadein. 


THE  PREAMBLE  TO  N.  B.  HIS  GARDEN  PLOT. 

Sweete  fellow  whom  I  fware,  fuch  fure  affefted  loue, 

As  neither  weale,  nor  woe,  nor  want,  can  from  my  minde 

remoue ; 
To  thee,  my  fellow  fweete,  this  wofull  tale  I  tell. 
To  let  thee  fee  the  darke  diftreffe,  wherein  my  minde  doth 

dwell. 

On  loathed  bed  I  lay,  my  luftlefle  lims  to  reft. 
Where  ftill  I  tumble  to  and  fro,  to  feeke  which  fide  were  beft : 
At  laft  I  catch  a  place,  where  long  I  cannot  lie. 
But  flrange  conceits  from  quiet  fleepes,  do  keepe  awake 
mine  eie. 

The  time  of  yeere  me  fecmes,  doth  bid  me  (flouen)  rife. 
And  not  from  fhew  of  fweete  delight,  to  fhut  my  fleepie 

eies : 
But  forrow  by  and  by,  doth  bid  me  (flaue)  lie  ftill. 
And  flug  amonft  the  wretched  fouls,  whom  care  doth  feeke 

to  kil. 

F 
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For  forow  is  my  fpring,.  which  brings  forth  bitter  teares, 
The  fruits  of  friendfliip  all  forlorne,  as  feeble  fancie  feares. 


A    STRANGE   DESCRIPTION    OF    A    RARE   GARDEN   PLOT, 
WRITTEN  BY  N.  B.  GENT. 

My  garden  ground  of  griefe  where  felfe  wils  feeds  are  fowne, 
Whereof  comes  vp  the  weedes  of  wo,  that  ioyes  haue 

ouergrown : 
With  patience  paled  round,  to  keep  in  fecret  fpight ; 
And  quickfet  round  about  with  care,   to  keepe  out  all 

delight. 

Foure  quarters  fquared  out,  I  finde  in  fundrie  fort ; 
Whereof  according  to  their  kindes,  I  meane  to  make  report: 
The  firft,  the  knot  of  loue,  drawne  euen  by  defier. 
Like  as  it  were  two  harts  in  one,  and  yet  both  would 
be  nier. 

The  herbe  is  calde  Ifop,  the  iuice  of  fuch  a  tafte, 

As  with  the  fowre,  makes  fweete  conceits  to  flie  away 

too  faft  : 
The  borders  round  about,  are  fet  with  priuie  fweete, 
Where  neuer  bird  but  nightingale,  prefumdeto  fet  hirfeete. 

From  this  I  ftept  afide,  vnto  the  knot  of  care. 

Which  fo  was  croft  with  ftrange  conceits,  as  tong  cannot 

declare : 
The  herbe  was  called  Time,  which  fet  out  all  that  knot ; 
And  like  a  Maze  me  thought  it  was,  when  in  the  crookes 

I  got. 
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The  borders  round  about,  are  Sauerie  vnfweete  : 

An  herbe  not  much,  in  my  conceit,  for  fuch  a  knot  vn- 

meete : 
From  this  to  friendftiips  knot,  I  ftept  and  tooke  a  view. 
How  it  was  drawne,  and  then  againe,  in  order  how  it  grew. 

The  courfe  was  not  vnlike,  a  kinde  of  hand  in  hand  : 

But  many  fingers  were  away,  that  there  (hould  feeme  to 

ftand: 
The  herbe  that  fet  the  knot,  was  Pennie  Riall  round  : 
And  as  me  feem'd,  it  grew  full  clofe,  and  nere  vnto  the 

ground  : 

And  parched  heere  and  there,  fo  that  it  feemed  not 
Full  as  it  fhould  haue  been  in  deed,  a  perfeft  friendfliip  knot 
Heerat  I  pawfd  awhile,  and  tooke  a  little  view 
Of  an  od  quarter  drawne  in  beds,  where  herbs  and  flowers 
grew. 

The  flowres  were  buttons  fine,  for  batchelors  to  beare. 
And   by  thofe  flowres  there  grew  an   herb,  was  called 
maiden  hear. 

Amid  this  garden  ground,  a  Condit  ftrange  I  found. 
Which  water  fetcht  from  forows  fpring,  to  water  all  the 

ground  : 
To  this  my  heauie  houfe,  the  dungeon  of  diftrefle  ; 
Where  fainting  hart  lies  panting  ftill,  defpairing  of  redrefle. 

Whence  from  this  window  loe,  this  fad  profpedl  I  haue, 
A  piece  of  ground  wheron  to  gaze,  would  bring  one  to  his 
graue  : 
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Lo  thus  the  welcome  fpring,  that  other  lends  delight, 
Doth  make   me   die,   to  thinke   I    lie,   thus   drowned  in 
defpight. 

That  vp  I  cannot  rife,  and  come  abrode  to  thee, 

My  fellow  fweet,  with  whom  God  knowes,  how  oft  I  wilh 

to  bee : 
And  thus  in  hafte,  adieu,  my  hart  is  growne  fo  fore, 
And  care  fo  crookes  my  fingers  ends,  that  I  can  write 

no  more. 


AN  EXCELLENT  DREAME  OF  LADIES,  AND 
THEIR  RIDDLES  :  BY  N.  B.  GENT, 

In  orchard  grounds,  where  (lore  of  fruit  trees  grew. 
Me  thought  a  Saint  was  walking  all  alone. 

Of  euerie  tree,  (he  feemd  to  take  hir  view. 
But  in  the  end,  (he  plucked  but  of  one  : 

This  fruit  quoth  (he,  doth  like  my  fancie  beft : 

Sweetings  are  fruit,  but  let  that  apple  reft. 

Such  fruit  (quoth  I)  (hall  fancie  chiefly  feede : 
Indeede  tis  faire,  God  grant  it  prooue  as  good, 

But  take  good  heede,  leaft  all  to  late  it  breede 
111  humors  fuch  as  may  infefl  your  blood  : 

Yet  take,  and  tafte,  but  looke  you  know  the  tree : 

Peace,  foole  quoth  (he,  and  fo  awaked  mee. 

What  was  this  ground,  wherein  this  dame  did  walke? 
And  what  was  (he,  that  romed  to  and  fro  ? 
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And  what  ment  I,  to  vfe  fuch  kinde  of  talke  ? 

And  what  ment  fhe,  to  checke  and  fnib  me  fo  ? 
But  what  meane  I  ?  alas,  I  was  adeepe  : 
Awake  I  fweare,  I  will  more  filence  keepe. 

Well  thus  I  wakte  and  fell  adeepe  againe : 
And  then  I  fell  into  another  vaine. 

Great  wars  me  thought  grew  late  by  ftrange  mifhap, 

Defire  had  ftolne  out  of  Dianaes  traine, 
Hir  darling  deere,  and  laid  on  Venus  lap, 

Who  Cupid  fware  fhould  neuer  backe  againe. 
Ere  he  would  fo  loofe  all  his  harts  delight, 
He  vow'd  to  die,  wherewith  began  a  fight. 

Diana  (hot,  and  Cupid  fhot  againe  : 

Fame  founded  out  hir  trumpe  with  heauenly  cheare : 
Hope  was  ill  hurt,  defpite  was  onely  flaine : 

Diana  forft  in  fine  for  to  retire. 
Cupid  caught  fame,  and  brought  hir  to  his  frend  ; 
The  trumpet  ceaft,  and  fo  my  dreame  did  end. 

Thus  fcarce  awake  I  fell  afleepe  againe. 

And  then  I  was  within  a  garden  ground, 
Befet  with  flowres,  the  allies  euen  and  plaine  : 

And  all  the  banks  befet  with  rofes  round. 
And  fundrie  flowres  fo  fuper  fweete  of  fmell, 
As  there  me  thought  it  was  a  heauen  to  dwell. 

Where  walking  long,  anon  I  gan  efpie 

Sweete  pretie  foules,  that  pluckt  ech  one  a  flowre  : 
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When  from  their  fight  I  hid  me  by  and  by, 

Behinde  a  banke  within  a  brier  bowre ; 
Where  after  walke,  I  faw  them  where  they  fat : 
Beheld  their  hues,  and  heard  their  pretie  chat : 

Sifter  quoth  one,  how  fliall  we  fpend  this  day  ? 

Devife  (quoth  (he)  fome  pretie  merie  ieft : 
Content  quoth  one,  beflirew  them  that  fay  nay : 

Some  purpofes  or  riddles  I  thinke  beft. 
Riddles  cried  all,  and  fo  the  fport  begun  : 
Forfet  a  fillop,  (he  that  firft  hath  done. 

Loe  thus  a  while  was  curtfey  to  propound ; 

Yet  in  the  end  this  order  did  they  take. 
By  two  and  two,  they  fhould  fit  clofe  and  round ; 

And^one  begin,  another  anfwere  make  : 
Whofe  ridling  fports  in  order  as  I  can, 
I  will  recite,  and  thus  the  firft  began. 

TItefirJi  Riddle, 

Within  a  gallant  plot  of  ground. 

There  growes  a  flowre  that  hath  no  name, 

The  like  whereof  was  neuer  found. 

And  none  but  one  can  plucke  the  fame : 

Now  where  this  ground  or  flowre  doth  growe, 

Or  who  that  one,  tis  hard  to  knowe. 

The  Anfwere, 

Sifter  (quoth  ftie)  if  thou  wouldft  knowe 
This  ground,  this  flowre,  and  happie  man, 
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Walke  in  this  garden  to  and  fro  : 

Here  you  (hall  fee  them  now  and  than : 
Which  when  you  finde  to  your  delight, 
Then  thinke  I  hit  your  riddle  right. 

Thefecond  Riddle, 

Within  a  field  there  growes  a  flowre, 

That  decks  the  ground  where  as  it  growes, 

It  fprings  and  falls,  both  in  an  howre, 
And  but  at  certaine  times  it  fhowes  : 

It  neuer  dies,  and  feldome  feene, 

And  tis  a  Nofegay  for  a  Queene. 

The  An/were. 

This  field  is  fauor,  Grace  the  ground. 

Whence  fprings  the  flowre  of  curtefie, 
Soone  growne  and  gone  though  fomtime  found. 

Not  dead,  but  hid,  from  flattrers  eie. 
That  pickthanks  may  not  plucke  the  fame : 
Thus  haue  I  red  your  riddle  Dame. 

The  third  Riddle, 

Within  a  flowre  a  feede  there  growes, 
Which  fomtime  falls,  but  feldome  fprings, 

And  if  it  fpring,  it  feldome  blowes. 
And  if  it  blowe,  no  fweete  it  brings. 

And  therefore  counted  but  a  weede  : 

Now  gefle  the  flowre,  and  what  the  feede. 
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T/te  An/were. 

In  fancies  flowre  is  forrowes  feede, 

Which  fomtimes  fall,  but  fprings  but  feeld, 

And  if  it  fpring,  tis  but  a  weede, 

Which  doth  no  fweete,  nor  fauor  yeeld : 

And  yet  the  flowre,  both  faire  and  fweete, 

And  for  a  Princes  garden  meete. 

The  fourth  Riddle. 

Within  a  feede  doth  poifon  lurke, 
Which  onely  Spiders  feede  vpon, 

And  yet  the  Bee  can  wifely  woorke, 
To  fucke  out  honie,  poifon  gone : 

Which  honie,  poifon,  Spider,  Bee, 

Are  hard  to  gefle,  yet  eath  to  fee. 

The  An/were, 

In  forrowes  feede  is  fecret  paine, 
Which  fpite,  the  Spider,  onely  fucks. 

Which  poifon  gone,  then  wittie  braine 
The  wilie  Bee,  his  honie  plucks, 

And  beares  it  to  hir  hiue  vnhurt. 
When  fpider  trod,  dies  in  the  durt. 

Gramercie,  wench  (quoth  fhe)  that  firft  b^oon, 
Each  one  me  feemes  hath  quit  hir  felfe  right  well, 

And  now  fince  that  our  riddles  all  are  doon, 
Let  vs  go  fing  the  flowre  of  fweeteft  fmell : 

Well  may  it  fare,  wherewith  each  tooke  a  part, 

And  thus  they  foong.  all  with  a  merie  hart. 
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Bleft  be  the  ground  that  firft  brought  forth  the  flowre, 
Whofe  name  vntolde,  but  vertues  not  vnknowne  : 

Happie  the  hand  whom  God  fhall  giue  the  powre, 
To  plucke  this  flowre,  and  take  it  for  his  owne  : 

Oh  heauenly  (lalke,  that  (laines  all  where  it  growes : 

From  whom  more  fweet,  than  fweeteft  hony  flowes. 

Oh  fweete  of  fweetes,  the  fweeteft  fweete  that  is  : 
Oh  flowre  of  flowres,  that  yeelds  fo  fweete  a  fent : 

Oh  fent  fo  fweete,  as  when  the  head  fhall  mifle  : 
Oh  heauens  what  hart  but  that  will  fore  lament : 

God  let  thee  fpring,  and  flourifli  fo  each  howre, 

As  that  our  fweetes  may  neuer  turne  to  fowre. 

For  we  with  fweetes  doe  feede  our  fancies  fo, 
With  fweetes  of  fight,  and  fweetnes  of  conceit, 

That  we  may  wifli  that  it  may  euer  groe, 
Amid  delights  where  we  defire  to  wait, 

Vpon  the  flowre  that  pleafeth  euerie  eie, 

And  glads  each  hart ;  God  let  it  neuer  die. 

Wherewith  me  thought  alowd  I  cride  Amen, 

And  therewithall,  I  ftarted  out  of  fleepe  : 
Now  what  became  of  thofe  faire  Ladies  then, 

I  cannot  tell,  in  minde  I  onely  keepe 
Thefe  ridling  toies  which  heere  I  doe  recite  : 
He  tell  ye  more  perhaps  another  night. 
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THE  C HESSE  PLAY.     VERY  APTLY  DEUISKD 
BY  N.  B.  GENT. 

A  fecret  many  yeeres  vnfeene. 

In  play  at  Cheffe,  who  knowes  the  game, 
Eirft  of  the  King,  and  then  the  Queene, 

Knight,  Bifhop,  Rooke,  and  fo  by  name, 
Of  euerie  Pawne  I  will  defcrie, 
The  nature  with  the  qualitie. 

The  King, 

The  King  himfelfe  is  haughtie  Care, 

Which  ouerlooketh  all  his  men, 
And  when  he  feeth  how  they  fare, 

He  fteps  among  them  now  and  then. 
Whom  when  his  foe  prefumes  to  checke, 
His  feruants  (land,  to  giue  the  necke. 

The  Queene. 

The  Queene  is  queint,  and  quicke  Conceit, 
Which  makes  hir  walke  which  way  (he  lift. 

And  rootes  them  vp,  that  lie  in  wait 
To  worke  hir  treafon,  ere  (he  wift : 

Hir  force  is  fuch,  againft  hir  foes. 

That  whom  fhe  meetes,  fhe  ouerthrowes. 

The  Knight 

The  Knight  is  knowledge  how  to  fight 
Againft  his  Princes  enimies, 
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He  neuer  makes  his  walke  outright, 
But  leaps  and  (kips,  in  wilie  wife, 
To  take  by  Height  a  traitrous  foe, 
Might  (lilie  feeke  their  ouerthrowe. 

The  Bijhop. 

The  Bifhop  he  is  wittie  braine, 

That  choofeth  Croffeft  pathes  to  pace, 

And  euermore  he  pries  with  paine, 
To  fee  who  feekes  him  moft  difgrace  : 

Such  ftraglers  when  he  findes  aftraie, 

He  takes  them  yp,  and  throwes  awaie. 

The  Rookes, 

The  Rookes  are  reafon  on  both  fides, 

Which  keepe  the  corner  houfes  ftill. 
And  warily  fland  to  watch  their  tides, 

By  fecret  art  to  worke  their  will, 
To  take  fometime  a  theefe  vnfeene. 
Might  mifchiefe  meane  to  King  or  Queene. 

The  Paivncs, 

The  Pawne  before  the  King,  is  peace. 

Which  he  defires  to  keepe  at  home, 
Practife  the  Queenes,  which  doth  not  ceafe 

Amid  the  world  abroad  to  roame, 
To  finde,  and  fall  vpon  each  foe, 
Whereas  his  miftres  meanes  to  goc. 
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Before  the  Knight  is  perill  plaft, 
Which  he  by  (kipping  ouergoes, 

And  yet  that  Pawne  can  worke  a  caft, 
To  ouerthrow  his  greateft  foes  ; 

The  Bifhops,  prudence,  prieing  ftill, 
Which  way  to  worke  his  mafters  will. 

The  Rookes  poore  Pawnes  are  fillie  fwaines, 
Which  feeldome  ferue,  except  by  hap, 

And  yet  thofe  Pawnes,  can  lay  their  traines, 
To  catch  a  great  man,  in  a  trap  : 

So  that  I  fee,  fometinie  a  groome 

May  not  be  fpared  from  his  roome. 

The  Nature  of  tlu  Chejffe  men 

The  King  is  ftately  looking  hie ; 
The  Queene  doth  beare  like  maieftie : 
The  Knight,  is  hardie,  valiant,  wife  : 
The  Bifhop,  prudent,  and  precife : 
The  Rookes,  no  raungers  out  of  raie, 
The  Pawnes,  the  pages  in  the  plaie. 

Lenjioy, 

Then  rule  with  care,  and  quicke  conceit, 
And  fight  with  knowledge,  as  with  force : 

So  beare  a  braine,  to  dafh  deceit, 
And  worke  with  reafon  and  remorfe : 

Forgiue  a  fault,  when  yoong  men  plaie, 

So  giue  a  mate,  and  go  your  way. 
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And  when  you  plaie  beware  of  Checke, 
Know  how  to  faue  and  giue  a  necke  : 
And  with  a  Checke,  beware  of  Mate  ; 
But  cheefe,  ware  had  I  wift  too  late : 

Loofe  not  the  Queene,  for  ten  to  one, 

If  (he  be  loft,  the  game  is  gone. 


A  MOST  RARE  AND  EXCELLENT  DREAME, 

LEARNEDLY  SET  DOWNE  BY  A  WOORTHY  GENTLE- 
MAN, A  BRAUE  SCROLLER,  AND  M.  OF  ARTES 
IN  BOTH  VNIVERSITIES. 

The  while  we  fleepe  whereof  may  it  proceed. 
Our  minde  is  led  with  dreames  of  diuers  forts, 
Some  fearfuU  things,  and  difcontentment  breede, 
Some  merriment,  and  pretie  idle  fports, 
And  fome  of  future  things  prefage  imports ; 

Some  wounds  the  confcience  with  the  former  gilt, 
Of  outrage,  wrongs,  and  bloud  vniuftly  fpilt. 

Some  ftrange  effefts  if  not  impofTible, 

As  to  be  caried  in  the  emptie  aire, 

Of  transformations  fome  incredible. 

From  forme  to  forme,  and  of  their  back  repaire, 

Some  pleafant  fhewes  prefents,  and  fome  difpaire : 

Some  grauer  things  a  fleeping  can  difcufle : 

And  other,  matters  meere  ridiculous. 

Men  diuerfly  do  argue  of  the  caufe 

Of  dreames  :  Some  their  occafions  thus  recites. 
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The  while  the  bodie  takes  his  needfull  paufe, 
In  fleepe  to  frelh  and  to  reftore  the  fprites, 
Decaid  by  labor,  or  the  daies  delites, 

The  minde,  the  cogitations  of  the  day  do  keepe, 
And  run  them  ouer  when  we  are  afleepe. 

Others  our  meates  do  charge  with  thofe  effefls 
That  indigefted  in  the  ftoniacke  lies  : 
Other  celeftial  influence  refpefts, 
And  fetch  from  them  our  fleeping  fantafies : 
The  which  they  recommend  as  Prophefies  : 

For  when  our  fprites  are  ftirred  with  thofe  charms, 
We  are  foretold  of  good  or  future  harmes. 

But  this  coniefture  cheefly  I  embrace, 
Euen  as  the  fea  enraged  with  the  winde, 
After  the  ftorme  alaid  will  mooue  a  fpace, 
The  felfe  fame  reafon  may  be  well  affignde 
Vnto  the  nightly  labors  of  the  minde  : 

Who  works  in  fleepe,  our  aflions  at  a  ftay. 

Vpon  th*  occafions  of  the  parted  day. 

Vpon  a  dreame  I  had,  I  this  prefer, 
The  which  the  fequell  fliall  deliuer  ft:raite  : 
That  Loue  that  firft:  did  make  my  reafon  erre, 
Straitly  one  day  commanded  me  to  waite, 
On  paine  to  pine,  and  perifli  in  conceite; 
Vpon  my  foueraigne,  vnto  whom  I  went, 
As  dutie  wild,  and  Loues  commandement. 
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Mine  eies,  the  firft  intreating  meflengers, 

By  fignes  of  forrow  openly  did  fpeake, 

After  my  toong  the  humble  fuite  prefers 

Of  my  poore  hart,  with  torments  like  to  breake  : 

But  little  of  my  fuffrings  doth  (he  reake  : 
Sooner  the  rocks  their  hardnes  will  forgo, 
Than  (he  acknowledge  that  which  fhe  doth  know. 

In  fine,  vnto  my  chamber  I  retire, 
A  thoufand  fancies  hamring  on  my  wits, 
Defpaire,  griefe,  anguifli,  furie  and  defire, 
Doe  exercife  in  turne  their  Bedlem  fits, 
Whereof  to  fpeake,  or  heare,  them  beft  befits. 

That  now  enioying,  heretofore  haue  tride, 

The  hell,  and  bitternes,  of  Loue  deuide. 

By  this  the  night  doth  through  the  flcie  difplay 
Hir  fable  robe,  fpangled  with  golden  ftars, 
And  voiceleffe  filence  gan  to  chafe  away 
Noyfes  and  founds,  with  their  molefting  iars  : 
And  fo  the  place  to  needfull  fleepe  prepars ; 

Who  Motherlike  moft  tenderly  afiwages. 

The  daies  aggreeuances  and  damages. 

Encumbred  thus  I  went  vnto  my  bed, 
Loue  knowes,  with  litle  hope  of  taking  reft, 
Fancie  and  frenzie  worketh  on  my  head, 
One  while  the  one,  then  th*  other  gets  the  befl: : 
Now  eithers  faflion  egarly  addreft. 

To  hoftile  conflifl  furioufly  difcend, 

Of  purpofe  ftrait  to  make  a  finall  end. 
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I 


Extremitie  proceeding  on  fo  far,  I 

When  eithers  forces  equally  were  fpent, 

They  ftinted  of  themfelues  this  raging  war, 

And  left  with  viftorie  indifferent : 

Slumber  that  found  the  time  conuenient, 
Seeing  the  flacknes  of  their  wearied  traine, 
Vpon  th*  aduantage  feafed  on  my  braine : 

Who  holding  me  vnder  his  ihadie  wings, 
To  mitigate  the  anguifh  of  my  thought, 
Prefented  me  with  diuers  pleafant  things, 
Amongft  the  reft,  a  Ladie  faire  he  brought, 
From  heauen  no  doubt  thofe  features  there  are  wrought, 
Whofe  raies  of  beautie  admirable  bright, 
Filled  my  chamber  with  a  Sunfhine  light. 

Hir  Amber  treffes  on  hir  fhoulders  lies, 

The  which  as  fhe  doth  moue,  diuided  run. 

About  her  bodie  iuft  in  circle  wife. 

Like  to  the  curious  web  Arachne  fpun ; 

Or  elfe  to  make  a  fit  comparifon. 

Like  flender  twift  turned  to  Ihining  fire, 
Or  flames  by  woonder  wrought  into  a  wire. 

The  forehead  that  confines  thefe  burniflit  haires, 
For  whitenes  ftriueth  with  vntouched  fnowe ; 
For  fmoothnes  with  the  luorie  compares  ; 
And  doth  the  Alablafters  gliftring  (howe, 
Vnder  this  firmament  you  are  to  knowe, 

Two  powrfull  ftars  which  at  their  pleafure  moue, 

The  variable  effefls  that  followes  loue 
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Hir  cheekes  refembleth  right  a  garden  plot, 
Of  diuers  forts  of  rare  Carnation  flowres, 
The  which  the  fcortching  Sun  ofTendeth  not, 
Nor  boyftrous  winter  with  his  rotting  fhowres  ; 
Vncertaine  luno  thereon  neuer  lowres : 
Heere  Venus,  with  hir  little  loues  repofes, 
Amongft  the  lillies  and  the  damafke  rofes. 

Hir  lips  compares  with  the  Vermilion  mome, 

Hir  equall  teeth  in  femicircle  wife, 

For  orientnes  felcfled  pearle  may  fcorne,    ^>^^-l^^ 

What  may  I  of  hir  iiTuing  breath  deuife, 

That  from  this  pearle  and  Synaber  doth  rife  : 
The  framcumfenfe  and  myrr,  that  Inde  prefents, 
Within  this  aire  loofe  their  extolled  fents. 

The  nofe,  the  chin,  the  ftraight  erefted  necke, 
Supporter  to  the  head  next  (houlders  ftands, 
The  which  difcends  into  the  arme  direft, 
And  terminates  their  length  vpon  the  hands  : 
At  each  of  thefe  my  wits  amafed  ftands  : 
For  when  I  would  their  merits  vtter  foorth, 
I  finde  all  words  inferior  to  their  woorth. 

The  garments  wherewithal!  (he  was  attyrde, 
But  flender  in  account,  and  yet  were  more 
Than  her  perfeftions  needfully  requyrde, 
Whofe  euery  part  hath  of  contentment  ftore : 
But  as  it  was,  thanks  to  my  dreame  therefore, 
Who  caufde  the  apparition  to  be  wrought, 
As  all  lay  open  to  mine  eies  or  thought. 
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There  was,  as  I  obferu'd  next  to  her  (kin, 
A  fnowe  white  lawne,  tranfparent  as  the  aire. 
And  ouer  this  a  garment  wondrous  thin, 
Of  networke,  wrought  in  blacke,  exceeding  faire ; 
Whofe  malks  were  fmall,  and  thred  as  fine  as  haire, 
Girt  with  a  tawnie  Cyprous  were  hir  clothes, 
And  thus  attirde,  this  Angel  woman  goes. 

Hir  mouing  brefts  as  equall  Promontories, 
Diuided  by  an  Indraft  from  the  maine, 
Doe  imitate  the  gently  moued  Seas, 
That  rifing  fall,  and  falling  rife  againe  : 
As  they,  fo  did  my  life  in  euery  vaine : 
My  fpirit  iffued  as  they  waxed  hier, 
And  as  they  fetled,  backe  againe  retier. 

Next  neighbor  heervnto  in  due  difcent. 
Her  bellie  plaine,  the  bed  of  nameleffe  blifle. 
Wherein  all  things  appeere  aboue  content. 
And  paradife  is  nothing  more  than  this  : 
In  which  Defire  was  mou*d  to  doe  amiffe  ; 
For  when  his  eies  vpon  this  tree  were  caft, 

0  blame  him  not,  if  he  requirde  to  tafte. 

What  followed  this  I  cannot  well  report : 
The  tawnie  Cyprous  that  forehanging  fell, 
Reftraind  mine  eies  in  moft  malitious  fort, 
Which  of  themfelues  were  elfe  affefted  well, 
Although  as  witnes  nought  thereof  I  tell : 

1  doubt  not  thofe  that  fine  conceited  be 

Sees  fomewhat  further,  than  mine  eies  might  fee. 
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But  of  her  praifes  thus  in  generall, 
Defirde  perfeftion  fhewd  in  euerie  part, 
Yet  all  appeerd  in  each  one  feuerall, 
*  Vnto  the  wonder  of  the  eie  and  hart, 
Of  euery  priuate  part  to  write  apart. 

Were  worke  and  argument  for  him  that  vfes, 

The  daily  conuerfation  of  the  Mufes. 

Who  this  Ihould  be,  if  any  long  to  heare, 
I  fay  it  is  the  portrait  of  the  Saint, 
Which  deepe  ingraued  in  my  hart  I  beare, 
The  Miftres  of  my  hope,  my  feare,  and  plaint, 
And  thou  that  with  her  praifes  I  acquaint, 

If  thou  canft  nothing  elfe,  yet  wifh  thou  me, 

Deliuerd  of  that  beauties  crueltie. 

With  vnperceiued  motion  drawing  ny, 
Vnto  the  bed  of  my  diftreffe  and  feare, 
She  with  hir  hand  doth  put  the  curtaine  by, 
And  fits  hir  downe  vpon  the  one  fide  there : 
My  wafted  fpirits  quite  amazed  were, 

To  fee  the  fudden  morning  of  thofe  eies, 

Within  the  darke  thus  inexpefted  rife. 

Being  abrode  (quoth  (he)  I  lately  hard, 
That  you  were  falne  into  a  fudden  feuer, 
And  folitarie  in  your  chamber  bard. 
From  companie  you  did  your  felfe  diffeuer. 
To  charitie  it  appertaineth  euer, 

In  duties  to  our  neighbors  for  to  fticke, 

And  vifit  the  afflifted  and  the  ficke. 
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Which  Chriftian  office  hither  hath  me  led, 

Wiftiing  I  could  recouerie  to  you  bring, 

Ladie  (quoth  I)  as  eafly  done  as  fed, 

For  you  that  haue  my  life  in  managing, 

What  need  you  wifti,  when  you  may  doe  the  thing : 

For  if  you  be  difpofd  to  charitie, 

Beftowe  on  me  this  wiflit  recouerie. 

Is't  in  my  garden  that  may  doe  thee  good  ? 
*  (Quoth  (he)  or  in  my  clofet  of  conferues. 
Or  may  my  kitchin  any  kinde  of  foode 
Deuife,  that  to  thy  tafte  and  fancie  femes, 
Ladie  (faid  I)  no  coolice,  no  conferues, 
No  herbe,  no  potion  commeth  nie  that  part, 
That  fuffereth  this  anguifli  and  this  fmart. 

When  further  I  would  fain  haue  fpoken  on, 
With  fearfulnes  I  felt  my  toong  reftrained, 
And  (hamefaftnes  with  red  Vermilion, 
My  shallow  cheekes  and  countenance  diftained  : 
Now  by  this  meanes  my  hart  more  deepely  pained, 
Sent  out  a  flood  of  weeping  to  betoken, 
The  reft  of  that  my  toong  had  left  vnfpoken. 

As  foone  as  fighes  had  ouerblowne  my  teares, 
And  teares  allaid  my  fighings  vehemence, 
Andacitie  expulfer  of  thofe  feares, 
Gaue  to  defire  at  laft  preheminence, 
Who  faw  it  now  to  be  of  confequence, 
Sauced  his  tale  with  dutie  and  refpeft. 
And  thus  began,  or  to  the  like  effe6l. 
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It  is  no  feuer  (Ladie)  in  the  vaines, 

Nor  in  the  blood,  of  humors  the  exceffe, 

Nor  ftomacks  vapor,  that  annoies  the  braines, 

Nor  ill  contagion  of  the  arteries, 

Nor  any  griefe  that  Phyficke  remedies  : 

It  is,  &c.  and  heere  my  lips  refufde  to  moue, 
Stopping  the  fentence  ere  I  came  to  Loue. 

.  Haply  (faid  (he)  as  I  doe  iudge  thereon, 

It  is  fome  toy  or  fancie  in  your  head, 

Some  ficknes  grounded  on  opinion, 

Or  elfe  fome  error  your  conceit  hath  bred  : 

Then  as  fuppofe  you  to  this  anguifh  led. 
By  mine  aduice,  if  you  lift  ruled  be. 
For  health  fake  doe  fuppofe  the  contrarie. 

Were  it  within  the  compas  of  my  wits, 
(Leader  of  my  defires)  thus  I  replide. 
To  remedie  the  outrage  of  thofe  fits, 
That  from  this  bodie  would  my  life  diuide, 
The  rather  Ihould  thefe  cordials  be  applide. 
That  I  might  keepe  my  life  in  health,  to  doe. 
The  feruices  that  loue  commands  me  to. 

But  out  alas,  that  waied  downe  with  paine. 
With  hands  erefted  vp,  that  I  should  crie. 
As  doth  the  faylers  blowne  into  the  maine. 
After  the  ship  that  fore  the  winde  doth  flie, 
And  yet  in  fight  of  helpe,  muft  helpeles  die : 

So  I,  neere  hir  that  can  my  woes  appeafe, 

Doe  perish  like  the  outcaft  in  the  Seas. 
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Are  you  the  woorfer  that  I  am  fo  neere, 
The  Ladie  faid,  and  I  not  thereof  ware  ? 
Nay,  happie  then  (quoth  I)  that  you  are  heere, 
And  haples  too,  bicaufe  you  are  fo  farre : 
She  aunfwered  hereunto,  thefe  riddles  are : 

Can  neere  be  far,  can  happy  haples  be  ? 

As  well  (quoth  I)  as  fee,  and  not  to  fee. 

What  is  he  (Madame)  that  doth  baite  his  eies, 
Be  he  of  mortal!  or  immortall  kinde, 
Vpon  the  beauties  which  your  vifage  dies. 
And  drawes  not  prefent  death  into  his  minde, 
Vnles  your  gratious  lookes  do  prooue  fo  kinde, 
As  with  a  yeelding  fauour  to  preuent, 
The  dangers  thereunto  are  incident. 

Can  it  be  poflible  you  should  not  knowe 
The  powre  and  vertue  of  fweete  beauties  gift  ? 
Can  heauen  and  nature  meafureles  beftowe 
The  things  that  you  to  Angels  calling  lift } 
And  you  not  vnderftand  their  purposed  drift  ? 
Might  they  aduance  yee  to  a  Goddeffe  feate, 
And  you  be  ignorant  why  they  make  yee  great  ? 

If  this  were  true,  which  you  of  me  fuppofe ; 
The  pralfe  of  beautie,  and  commended  parts, 
I  fee  no  reafon  to  efteeme  of  thofe. 
That  do  complaine  them  of  fuch  pettie  fmarts, 
Not  incident  to  men  of  valiant  harts : 

The  argument  is  dull,  and  nothing  quicke, 
Bicaufe  that  I  am  fairc,  you  should  be  ficke. 
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Suppofe  I  haue  thofe  graces  and  thofe  flowres, 

And  all  the  vertues  that  you  can  recite, 

You  looke,  you  like,  and  you  muft  haue  them  yours  ; 

Forfooth,  bicaufe  they  mooue  your  appetite  : 

I  fee  no  reafon  to  impart  my  right, 

Before  that  God  and  men  agreed  be, 

To  let  all  things  run  in  communitie. 

An  eafie  thing  for  you  to  ouercome, 
(Faire  Ladie)  him,  that  is  fo  deepe  your  thrall : 
For  euery  fyllable  from  your  lips  that  come, 
Beares  wit,  and  weight,  and  vehemence  withall  : 
Vnder  the  which,  my  fubieft  fpirits  fall ; 

If  you  do  fpeake,  or  if  you  nought  exprefle, 

Your  beautie  of  it  felfe  is  Conquereffe. 

With  fauour  (Ladie)  giue  me  leaue  to  fpeake, 
(If  you  will  liften  a  condemneds  tale) 
No  pettie  wound  can  make  my  hart  ftrings  breake  : 
Nor  might  a  trifle  worke  this  deadly  bale : 
Your  foueraigne  beautie  doth  me  hither  hale  : 

The  ftronger  doth,  (euen  by  a  common  courfe) 

Ouer  the  weaker  exercife  his  force. 

Ladie,  in  condifcending  vnto  Loue, 
You  do  not  Ihare  nor  yet  your  right  forgo, 
In  that  you  fhall  your  feruants  fute  approue, 
And  bleffe  him  with  thofe  fauors  you  can  fhowe, 
To  higher  place  of  dignitie  you  growe  : 

The  fun  were  not  in  my  opinion  bright, 

If  there  were  not  eie  witnes  of  his  light. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


56  The  Phoenix  Neji. 

No  abie^  commons  of  thofe  things  he  feekes, 
Nor  any  way  doth  labor  to  induce 
That  Hues  to  feme  and  honor  hir  he  leekes, 
In  hope  at  lad  to  make  an  happie  truce, 
And  for  this  caufe  all  other  he  refufe : 
To  exercife  thofe  parts  with  ferious  care, 
Which  to  his  Miftres  fancie  pleafmg  are. 

But  fir  (quoth  she)  how  can  ye  anfwere  this  ? 

You  men  complaine,  Loues  torments  to  be  great ; 

Saying  that  he  a  mightie  Tyrant  is, 

Such  one  as  putteth  reafon  from  hir  feat ; 

Why  wish  ye  to  infnare  me  in  this  net  ? 
Better  it  is  you  fuffer  that  you  doe, 
Then  fuch  extreames  should  happen  vpon  two. 

When  Loue  (fweete  Ladie)  thorowly  accords 
The  Louers  and  beloueds  harts  in  one, 
This  amitie  a  perfe<5l  heauen  affords, 
Vpon  the  inftant  of  this  union  : 
Banisht  is  thence  all  forrow,  care,  and  mone, 
For  they  which  in  confpiring  Loue  abide, 
Liue  in  continuall  ioies,  vnfatisfide. 

This  is  beleeu'd  and  knowne  by  common  brute. 
When  of  vs  Dames  ye  hap  to  get  a  graunt, 
You  giue  it  to  the  cunning  of  your  fute, 
Vfing  with  your  companions  thus  to  vaunt : 
Thefe  pretie  fooles,  tis  nothing  to  enchaunt : 
As  fifhers  vfe  for  fifh,  with  fifli  to  bait, 
Thefe  faire  ones,  fo,  faire  fpeeches  catches  ftrait. 
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Let  not  (fweete  Loue)  the  fault  of  one  or  few, 

Or  finifter  report  of  trutheleffe  fame, 

Endamage  the  defart  of  him,  can  (hew 

Many  effefts  repugnant  to  the  fame, 

Vnworthie  he  of  life,  or  Louers  name, 

Shall  dare  vnto  hir  honor,  wrong,  or  fcathe, 
Of  whom  both  life,  and  happines  he  hathe. 

It  is  a  proofe  (faid  fhe)  of  foolishnes 
To  fet  that  vpon  chaunce  which  may  be  fure. 
Exempt  from  Loue,  I  Hue  in  happines, 
In  which  condition  I  will  yet  indure : 
Griefes  come  apace,  we  neede  not  them  procure  : 
In  the  eftate  I  Hue,  I  am  content, 
And  minde  not  Loue,  in  dread  of  difcontent. 

I  know  (quoth  I)  you,  can  from  Loue  refraine, 

Bicaufe  he  holds  his  ftate  within  your  eies  : 

But  I,  the  vaffal  of  his  hard  difdaine, 

Am  fo  deiefted,  as  I  cannot  rife ; 

Albeit  my  fute  and  feruice  you  difpife, 
Yet  giue  me  leaue  to  honor  and  admire. 
Your  beautie  which  afflidleth  my  defire. 

Ther's  little  reafon  (faid  she  then)  to  like 

The  thing  which  you  affirme  to  vexe  ye  fo. 

If  your  defire  fuch  difcontentment  ftrike 

Such  war,  fuch  anguish,  agonies  and  woe. 

Let  that  fantaftike  I  aduife  ye  goe  : 
The  man  is  much  defirous  of  vnreft. 
That  home  intreates  a  knowne  difquiet  gueft. 
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Excepting  Loue,  demaund  }'ou  at  my  hand, 

What  euer  is  in  my  abilitie : 

And  may  with  vertue,  and  mine  honor  fland, 

Ladie  (faid  I)  Loue  is  the  Maladie, 

And  vnto  Loue,  Loue  *s  th'  onely  remedie : 
But  fith  you  doe  herein  my  fute  deteft, 
Then  grant  me  this,  the  laft  I  shall  requeft 

When  haples  Loue  hath  brought  me  to  the  graue, 
If  fo  at  any  time  you  paffe  that  way, 
Where  my  confuming  bones  their  buriall  haue 
Vouchfafe  yee  then  for  pitties  fake  to  fay, 
As  I  remember,  heere  my  feruant  lay, 
Long  time  a  Louer  in  affeftion  true, 
Whom  my  difdaine  and  rigor  ouerthrew. 

Altho  yee  die  (quoth  she)  I  will  not  loue, 
And  for  you  will  not  loue  (faid  I)  I  die : 
Then  prefently  my  fpirits  failed  to  moue, 
Retiring  backe  themfelues  fuccefliuelie : 
But  when  she  did  the  figne  of  death  efpie, 
She  puld,  she  halde,  feruant  (faid  she)  abide, 
Let  not  thy  miftres  be  thy  homicide. 

If  thy  affeftions  doe  from  Loue  proceede. 
How  canft  thou  die,  and  I  thy  Hues  life  neere  ? 
If  thou  dooft  loue,  and  honor  me  indeede, 
Why  with  this  aft  doft  thou  defame  me  heere  ? 
If  thou  efteemft  my  Loue  and  honor  deere, 
O  Hue,  and  fee  my  rigour  overthrowne, 
And  come  and  take  pofleflion  of  thine  owne. 
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And  then  vnable  weepinge  to  withholde, 
She  fundrie  meanes  aflaies  to  make  me  liue, 
My  brefts  (he  ftrikes,  fhe  rubs  my  temples  coldc, 
And  with  fuch  vehemence  of  labours  ftriue, 
As  Irfe  vnto  a  Marble  ftone  might  giue : 

My  hand  at  laft,  (he  amorously  doth  ftrainc, 
And  with  a  kiffe  drew  vp  my  life  againe. 

This  new  fprong  ioy,  conceiued  in  my  hart, 

Of  Loues  aiTurance  vnder  hand  and  feale, 

Dilated  thence  abroad  to  euery  part, 

Telling  how  graciouflie  my  loue  did  deale, 

My  foule  and  fpirit  fwelling  with  this  zeale, 
So  rowfed  fleepe,  that  he  his  holde  forfookc, 
And  I  through  furfeit  of  my  ioy  awookc. 

Awaked  thus,  I  prefently  perceiu'd, 

The  vanitie  and  falfhood  of  thefe  ioyes  ; 

Finding  that  fond  illufions  had  deceiu'd 

My  overwatched  braine  with  idle  toyes ; 

Then  I  that  frefhly  felt  my  firft  annoyes, 

Their  woonted  rage  within  my  thoughts  to  keepe, 
Gan  thus  expoftulate  the  caufe  with  fleepe. 

Thou  eafe  of  harts,  with  burth'nous  woes  opprcfl:. 
Thou  pitier  of  the  cares  of  bufie  daie, 
Thou  friend  to  louers,  in  their  deepe  vnreft, 
Turning  their  anguifhes  another  waie, 
Why  may  not  I  continue  with  thee  aie, 
Sith  that  my  deftinie  is  fo  extreame, 
-As  not  to  haue  my  good,  but  in  a  dreanic. 
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Why  art  thou  not  (O  dreame)  the  fame  you  feeme  ? 
Seeing  thy  vifions  our  contentment  brings ; 
Or  doe  we  of  their  woorthines  mifdeeme  ? 
To  call  them  fhadowes  that  are  reall  things  ? 
And  falflie  attribute  their  due  to  wakings  ? 

0  doe  but  then  perpetuate  thy  fleight, 

And  I  will  fweare,  thou  workft  not  by  deceit 

And  now  the  Morning  entring  at  the  glaffe, 

Made  of  thefe  thoughts  fome  intermiflion  : 

Thus  have  I  tolde  what  things  in  dreame  did  paffe, 

Vpon  the  former  daies  occafion ; 

And  whence  they  come  in  my  opinion ; 

But  whether  they  tell  truth  or  nothing  leffe, 

1  fhall  refolue,  vpon  my  dreames  fucceffe. 


EXCELLENT  DITTIES   OF   DIUERS   KINDES 
AND  RARE  INUENTION :    WRITTEN 
BY  SUNDRY  GENTLEMEN. 

Weepe  you  my  lines  for  forrow  whilft  I  write, 
For  you  alone  may  manifeft  my  griefe, 
Your  numbers  muft  my  endles  woes  recite, 
Such  woes  as  wound  my  foule  without  reliefe, 
Such  bitter  woes,  as  who  fo  would  difclose  them, 
Muft  ceafe  to  talke,  for  hart  can  fcarfe  fuppofe  them. 

My  reftles  braines  deuour'd  by  many  thoughts, 
Difclaiming  ioies,  doth  make  a  heauen  a  hell. 
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And  Idol  of  miflikes,  a  God  of  noughts, 
Contrarious  paflions  on  my  braine  doth  dwell, 

They  would  haue  eafe,  yet  feeke  for  ceafleffe  ftrife, 
And  make  their  caufe  of  death,  their  meanes  of  life. 

Mine  eies  are  dim'd  by  two  diuine  delights 
And  through  their  fight,  my  hart  hath  caught  a  wound  : 
Their  lids  were  shut  amids  the  lingring  nights : 
Their  yeelding  fountaines  watring  of  the  ground, 

Doe  ceafles  run,  and  shroud  their  shining  ioy, 

And  drowne  Content  in  riuers  of  annoy. 

I  faine  to  fmile,  when  as  I  faint  for  feare : 
I  dreame  on  ioy,  when  as  I  doubt  of  woe : 
I  burne  in  fire,  yet  ftill  approach  it  neare : 
I  like  of  mirth,  yet  will  no  folace  knowe : 

I  fee  content,  yet  neuer  ceafe  to  figh : 

I  liue  fecure,  yet  danger  paffeth  nigh. 

I  catch  at  hope,  yet  ouertake  it  neuer : 

I  feede  on  thought,  yet  thought  doth  force  my  end  : 

I  craue  repofe,  yet  finde  difquiet  euer : 

I  fcorne  aduice,  yet  counsell  is  my  frend : 

I  will  be  free,  yet  feede  on  thraldome  ftill : 

I  honor  wit,  yet  feede  on  foolifh  will. 

Mine  eies  complaine  the  follies  of  my  hart : 
My  hart  laments  the  errors  of  mine  eie  : 
My  thoughts  would  burie  endles  things  in  art : 
Mine  eie,  my  hart,  my  thoughts,  wend  all  awrie : 

Yet  of  my  harmes  (ye  heauens)  the  worft  is  this  ; 

I  cannot  cenfure  what  my  forrow  is. 
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My  life  is  death,  for  no  delights  are  in  it : 
My  mufike  mone,  and  yet  I  never  leaue  it : 
My  fuccour  hope,  yet  can  I  neuer  win  it : 
My  gaine's  report,  yet  will  I  not  perceiue  it : 
My  foode  fufpedl,  and  yet  I  cannot  flie  it  : 
My  foe  negleft,  and  yet  I  meane  to  trie  it. 

By  day  I  freeze,  I  frie,  I  wifh,  I  wait : 
By  night  I  loath  my  reft,  and  wifh  for  day : 
Both  day  and  night,  my  hart  with  doubts  I  bait : 
Weying  delight  from  caufe  of  my  decaie : 
The  Vultures  that  confume  my  tender  breft, 
Is  fweete  defire,  the  caufe  of  my  vnreft. 

Now  what  I  am,  my  forie  cheekes  difclofe : 
Once  what  I  was,  my  fmiling  eies  bewraid : 
Now  what  I  want,  coniefture  by  my  woes : 
Once  what  I  fcornd,  hath  now  my  hart  betraid : 
Wo*s  me,  my  want  of  helpe  doth  well  approue, 
The  paines  I  feele,  is  euen  the  pangs  of  Loue, 

Well,  be  it  paine,  Loues  torments  let  it  be : 
Let  endles  thoughts  confume  my  reftles  braines : 
Let  teares  fo  choake  mine  eies,  I  may  not  fee : 
Let  toong  be  mute,  for  to  difclofe  my  paines : 
Let  ioyes,  let  hope,  let  all  contents  furceafe, 
Thefe  bitter  plagues,  my  fancies  shall  increafe. 

No  paine,  no  fortune  shall  my  Loue  confound : 
My  fpotles  faith  my  fimple  truth  shall  proue. 
That  I  my  liking  on  no  errors  ground : 
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Thus  will  I  Hue,  thus  will  I  paffe  my  Loue ; 
Repulfe,  contempt  can  neuer  alter  kinde ; 
Loues  triumph  doth  confift  in  conflant  minde. 

With  conflant  minde  the  poore  remainder  gift, 
That  Loue  amongft  his  many  fpoyles  hath  left  me, 
Is  that  which  to  the  heauens  my  face  (hall  lift, 
Though  other  hope  by  fortune  be  bereft  me ; 

And  if  I  die,  this  praife  (hall  me  await, 

My  loue  was  endles,  voide  of  all  deceit. 

FINIS. 


Mufes  helpe  me,  forrow  fwarmeth, 
Eies  are  fraught  with  feas  of  languifli, 

Haples  hope  my  folace  harmeth  : 
Mindes  repaft  is  bitter  anguifli. 

Eie  of  day  regarded  neuer, 

Certaine  truft  in  world  vntruftie, 

Flattring  hope  beguileth  euer : 
Wearie  olde,  and  wanton  luftie. 

Dawne  of  day,  beholdes  inthroned. 
Fortunes  darling  proud  and  dreadles  : 

Darkfome  night  doth  heare  him  moned, 
Who  before  was  rich  and  needles. 

Rob  the  fpheare  of  lines  vnited ; 

Make  a  fudden  voide  in  nature : 
Force  the  day  to  be  benighted  ; 

Reaue  the  caufe  of  time,  and  creature. 
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Ere  the  world  will  ceafe  to  varie : 
This  I  weepe  for,  this  I  forrowe  : 

Mufes  if  you  pleafe  to  tarie, 

Further  helpe  I  meane  to  borrow. 

Courted  once  by  fortunes  fauor, 
Compaft  now  with  enuies  curfes  : 

All  my  thoughts  of  forrowes  fauor, 
Hopes  run  fleeting,  like  the  fourfes 

Aye  me  wanton  fcome  hath  maimed 
All  the  ioies  my  hart  enioyed  : 

Thoughts  their  thinking  haue  difclaimed, 
Hate  my  hopes  haue  quite  annoied. 

Scant  regard  my  weale  hath  fcanted  : 
Looking  coie  hath  forft  my  lowring : 

Nothing  likte,  where  nothing  wanted, 
Weds  mine  eies  to  ceafles  fliowring. 

Former  loue  was  once  admired, 

Prefent  fauor  is  eftranged : 
Loath'd  the  pleafure  long  defired  ; 

Thus  both  men  and  thoughts  are  changed. 

Louely  Swaine,  with  luckie  fpeeding, 
Once  (but  now  no  more)  fo  frended : 

Thou  my  flocks  haft  had  in  feeding, 
From  the  mome,  till  day  was  ended. 

Drinke  and  fodder,  foode  and  folding. 
Had  my  lambes  and  ewes  togeather : 
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I  with  them  was  ilill  beholding, 
Both  in  warmth,  and  winter  weather. 

Now  they  languiih  fince  refufed, 

Ewes  and  lambes  are  paind  with  pining : 

I  with  ewes  and  lambes  confufed, 
All  vnto  our  deaths  declining. 

Silence  leaue  thy  caue  obfcured, 

Daine  a  dolefuU  Swaine  to  tender, 
Though  difdaines  I  haue  endured, 

Yet  I  am  no  deepe  offender. 

Philips  fonne  can  with  a  finger 

Hide  his  fcar»  it  is  fo  little : 
Little  finne  a  day  to  linger, 

Wife  men  wander  in  a  tittle. 

Trifles  yet  my  Swaine  haue  turned, 

Tho  my  fonne  he  neuer  (howeth : 
Tho  I  weepe,  I  am  not  mourned, 

Tho  I  want,  no  pitie  groweth. 

Yet  for  pitie,  loue  my  mufes, 

Gentle  filence  be  their  couer, 
They  muft  leaue  their  wonted  vfes. 

Since  I  leaue  to  be  a  Louer. 

They  fhall  Hue  with  thee  inclofed, 

I  will  loath  my  pen  and  paper  : 
Art  fhall  neuer  be  fuppofed, 

Sloth  (hall  quench  the  watching  taper. 

K 
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Kiffe  them  filence,  kiffe  them  kindly, 
Tho  I  leaue  them,  yet  I  loue  them  : 

Tho  my  wit  haue  led  them  blindely, 
Yet  my  Swaine  did  once  approue  them. 

I  will  trauell  foiles  remoued ; 

Night  and  morning,  neuer  merie ; 
Thou  ftialt  harbor  that  I  loued, 

I  will  loue  that  makes  me  wearie. 

If  perchaunce  the  ftiepherd  ftraieth, 
In  thy  walks  and  (hades  vnhaunted, 

Tell  the  Teene  my  hart  betraieth, 
How  negleft  my  ioyes  haue  daunted. 

T.  Z.  Gent 


Striue  no  more, 
Forfpoken  ioyes  to  fpring : 
Since  care  hath  dipt  thy  wing  : 

But  ftoope  thofe  lampes  before : 
That  nurft  thee  vp  at  firft  with  friendly  fmiles, 
And  now  through  fcornes  thy  truft  beguiles. 

Pine  away, 
That  pining  you  may  pleafe ; 
For  death  betides  you  eafe : 

Oh  fweete  and  kinde  decay  ; 
To  pine  and  die,  whilft  Loue  giues  looking  on, 
And  pines  to  fee  your  pining  mone. 
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Dying  ioyes, 
Your  (hrine  is  conftant  hart, 
That  glories  in  his  fmart  : 

Your  Tropheis  are  annoyes, 
And  on  your  tombe,  by  Loue  thefe  lines  are  plafte, 
Loe  heere  they  lie,  whom  fcorne  defafte. 

T.  L.  Gent. 


Of  ceafles  thoughts  my  mind  hath  framed  his  wings, 
Wherewith  he  foares,  and  climes  aboue  conceit, 
And  midft  his  flight  for  endles  ioy  he  fmgs, 
To  fpie  thofe  double  lampes,  whofe  fweete  receit 
Must  be  the  heauen  where  as  my  foule  fhall  reft, 
Though  by  their  (hine  my  bodie  be  depreft. 

Hir  eies  (hrowd  pitie,  pietie,  and  pure, 
Hir  face  fliields  Rofes,  Lillies,  and  delight, 
Hir  hand  hath  powre,  to  conquere  and  allure, 
Hir  hart  holds  honor,  loue,  remorce,  and  right, 

Hir  minde  is  fraught,  with  wifdome,  faith,  and  loue, 

All  what  is  hirs,  is  borrowed  aboue. 

Then  mount  my  minde,  and  feare  no  future  fall. 
Exceed  conceit,  for  ihe  exceeds  conceit : 
Burne  louely  lamps,  to  whom  my  lookes  are  thrall, 
My  foule  (hall  glorie  in  fo  fweete  receit, 

Tho  in  your  flames  my  corfe  to  cinders  wend. 
Yet  am  I  proud  to  gaine  a  Phoenix  end, 

T.  Z.  Gent. 
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When  Pirrha  made  hir  miracle  of  ftones, 
The  bafer  fort  of  flintie  molde  (he  fram'd, 
Whofe  courfe  compafl  concealed  all  at  once, 
All  that  in  nature  could  imperfeft  be, 

So  but  imperfeft  perfefl  was  the  shape, 
And  minde  euen  with  the  metall  did  agree. 

The  finer  formes  of  Diamonds  she  made, 
A  peereles  fubftance  matchleffe  for  the  molde, 
Whence  grew  fuch  shapes  that  heauen  his  pure  forfook, 
To  frame  a  minde  agreeing  to  the  forme. 

This  by  my  proofe,  I  finde  for  certaine  true, 
For  why  my  miftres  matchles  in  hir  shape. 
For  bodie  farre  exceeds  my  bafe  report. 

For  minde,  no  minde  can  craue  more  rare  fupplies, 

And  laft,  I  fpie  the  Saphirs  in  hir  eies. 

r.  Z.  Gent 


All  day  I  weepe  my  wearie  woes, 
Then  when  that  night  approcheth  neere, 
And  euery  one  his  eies  doth  clofe. 
And  paffed  paines  no  more  appeere, 

I  change  my  cheere. 

And  in  the  weepings  of  mine  eie 
Loue  bathes  his  wings,  and  from  my  hart 
Drawes  fire  his  furie  to  fupplie, 
And  on  my  bones  doth  whet  his  dart. 
Oh  bitter  fmart. 
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My  fighes,  within  their  clouds  obfcure, 
Would  blind  mine  eies,  they  might  not  fee, 
Thofe  cruell  pleafant  lamps  that  lure  : 
My  reafon  faine  would  fet  me  free, 

Which  may  not  be. 

The  dried  ftrawe  will  take  the  fire  ; 
The  trained  brache  will  follow  game  : 
The  idle  thought  doth  ftill  defire : 
Fond  will  is  hardly  brought  in  frame : 

The  more  my  blame. 

Thus  fee  I  how  the  ftormes  doe  growe, 
And  yet  the  paine  I  ftill  approoue  : 
I  leaue  my  weale,  I  follow  woe, 
I  fee  the  rocke,  yet  nill  remooue  : 

Oh-flie  me  Loue : 

Then  midft  the  ftormes  I  ftiall  preuent, 
And  by  forefight  my  troubles  ceafe : 
And  by  my  reafon  ftiun  repent ; 
Thus  fhall  I  ioye,  if  Loue  decreafe ; 

And  Hue  in  peace. 

r.  L.  Gent 

My  fraile  and  earthly  barke  by  reafons  guide, 
(Which  holds  the  helme,  whilft  will  doth  yeld  the  faile) 
By  my  defires  the  windes  of  bad  betide, 
Hath  faild  thefe  worldly  feas  with  fmall  auaile, 
Vaine  obie6ls  ferue  for  dreadfull  rocks  to  quaile, 
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My  brittle  boate,  from  hauen  of  life  that  flies, 
To  haunt  the  Sea  of  Mundane  miferies. 

My  foule  that  drawes  impreflions  from  aboue, 
And  viewes  my  courfe,  and  fees  the  windes  afpire, 
Bids  reafon  watch  to  fcape  the  fhoales  of  Loue, 
But  lawles  will  enflamde  with  endles  ire, 
Doth  fteere  in  poope  whilft  reafon  doth  retire : 

The  dorms  increafe,  my  barke  loues  billowes  fill ; 

Thus  are  they  wrackt,  that  guide  their  courfe  by  will. 

T,  L.  Gent. 


Midft  lafting  griefes,  to  haue  but  ihort  repofe, 
In  little  eafe,  to  feede  on  loath'd  fufpefl, 

Through  deepe  defpite,  aflured  loue  to  lofe, 
In  ihew  to  like,  in  fubftance  to  negleft  : 

To  laugh  an  howre,  to  weepe  an  age  of  woe, 
From  true  mifhap  to  gather  falfe  delight, 

To  freeze  in  feare,  in  inward  hart  to  glowe ; 
To  read  my  lofle  within  a  ruthles  fight : 

To  feeke  my  weale,  and  wot  not  where  it  lies, 
In  hidden  fraud,  an  open  wrong  to  finde. 

Of  ancient  thoughts,  new  fables  to  deuife, 
Delightfull  fmiles,  but  yet  a  fcornefuU  minde : 

Thefe  are  the  meanes  that  murder  my  releefe, 
And  end  my  doubtfuU  hope  with  certaine  greefe. 

T,  L,  Gait 
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Oh,  woods  vnto  your  walks  my  bodie  hies, 
To  loofe  the  traitrous  bonds  of  ticing  Loue, 

Where  trees,  where  herbes,  where  flowres, 

Their  natiue  moifture  powres, 
From  foorth  their  tender  ftalks,  to  help  mine  eies, 
Yet  their  united  teares  may  nothing  moue. 

When  I  beheld  the  faire  adorned  tree, 

Which  lightnings  force  and  winters  frofts  refifts. 

Then  Daphnes  ill  betide. 

And  Phebus  lawles  pride, 
Enforce  me  fay  euen  fuch  my  forrowes  be, 
For  felfe  difdaine  in  Phebes  hart  confifts. 

If  I  behold  the  flowres  by  morning  teares, 
Looke  louely  fweete,  ah  then  forlorne  I  crie : 

Sweete  ftiowres  for  Memnon  shed, 

All  flowres  by  you  are  fed  : 
Whereas  my  pitious  plaint,  that  ftill  appeares, 
Yeelds  vigor  to  hir  fcornes,  and  makes  me  die. 

When  I  regard  the  pretie  greeffull  burd, 
With  tearfull  (yet  delightfull)  notes  complaine, 
I  yeeld  a  tenor  with  my  teares, 
And  whilft  hir  musicke  wounds  mine  eares, 
Alas  fay  I,  why  nill  my  notes  affoord 
Such  like  remorce,  who  ftill  beweepe  my  paine. 

When  I  behold  vpon  the  leaueles  bow. 
The  haples  bird  lament  her  Loues  depart, 

I  drawe  hir  biding  nigh. 

And  fitting  downe  I  figh  ; 
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And  flghing  fay  Alas,  that  birds  auow 

A  fetled  faith,  where  Phebe  fcornes  my  fmart. 

Thus  wearie  in  my  walks,  and  woeful!  too, 
I  fpend  the  day  forefpent  with  daily  griefe : 

Each  obiefl  of  diftreffe 

My  forrow  doth  expreffe  : 
I  doate  on  that  which  doth  my  hart  vndoe, 
And  honor  hir  that  fcornes  to  yeeld  reliefe. 

r.  L.  Gent 


Accurft  be  loue,  and  they  that  truft  his  traines, 
He  taftes  the  fruite,  whilft  others  toyle  : 
He  brings  the  lampe,  we  lend  the  oyle : 
He  fowes  diftres,  we  yeeld  him  foyle  : 
He  wageth  warre,  we  bide  the  foyle : 

Accurft  be  Loue,  and  thofe  that  truft  his  traines : 
He  laies  the  trap,  we  seeke  the  snare  : 
He  threatneth  death,  we  speake  him  faire : 
He  coynes  deceits,  we  fofter  care  : 
He  favoreth  pride,  we  count  it  rare. 

Accurft  be  Loue,  and  thofe  that  truft  his  traines, 
He  feemeth  blinde,  yet  wounds  with  Art : 
He  vowes  content,  he  paies  with  fmart : 
He  fweares  reliefe.  yet  kils  the  hart : 
He  cals  for  truth,  yet  fcornes  desart. 
Accurft  be  loue,  and  thofe  that  truft  his  traines, 
Whofe  heauen,  is  hell ;  whose  perfefl  ioyes,  are  paines. 

T,  L,  Gent, 
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Now  I  finde,  thy  looks  were  fained, 

Quickly  loft,  and  quicklie  gained  : 

Softe  thy  (kin,  like  wooll  of  Wethers, 

Hart  vnftable,  light  as  feathers  : 

Toong  vntruftie,  fubtill  fighted  : 

Wanton  will  with  change  delighted, 
Sirene  pleafant,  foe  to  reafon  : 
Cupid  plague  thee,  for  this  treafon. 

Of  thine  eies  I  made  my  myrror ; 
From  thy  beautie  came  mine  error  : 
All  thy  words  I  counted  wittie  : 
All  thy  fmiles  I  deemed  pittie  : 
Thy  falfe  teares,  that  me  agreeued. 
First  of  all  my  truft  deceiued. 
Sirene  pleasant  &c. 

Fain'd  acceptance  when  I  afked, 
Lonely  words  with  cunning  mafked  ; 
Holie  vowes,  but  hart  vnholie  : 
Wretched  man  my  truft  was  follie  : 
Lillie  white,  and  pretie  wincking, 
Solemne  vows,  but  sorie  thinking. 
Sirene  pleasant  &c. 

Now  I  see,  O  seemely  cruell. 
Others  warme  them  at  my  fuell : 
Wit  fhall  guide  me  in  this  durance. 
Since  in  Loue  is  no  affu  ranee  : 
Change  thy  pafture,  take  thy  pleafure, 
Beautie  is  a  fading  treafure, 

Sirene  pleafant  &c.  L 
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Prime  youth  lafts  not,  age  will  follow, 
And  make  white  thefe  treffes  yellow  : 
Wrinckled  face,  for  lookes  delightfuU, 
Shall  acquaint  the  dame  defpitefull : 
And  when  time  fhall  date  thy  glorie, 
Then  too  late  thou  wilt  be  forie. 
Sirene  plcafant  &c. 

r.  L,  Gnit. 


The  fatall  ftarre  that  at  my  birthday  fliined, 
Were  it  of  loue,  or  Venus  in  hir  brightnes, 
All  fad  effefls,  fowre  fruits  of  loue  diuined. 
In  my  Loues  lightnes, 

Light  was  my  Loue,  that  all  too  light  beleeued : 
Heauens  ruthe  to  dwell  in  faire  alluring  faces, 
That  loue,  that  hope,  that  damned,  and  repreeued 
To  all  difgraces. 

Loue  that  mifled,  hope  that  deceiu'd  my  feeing: 
Loue,  hope  no  more,  mockt  with  deluding  obieft  : 
Sight  full  of  forow,  that  denies  the  being, 
Vnto  the  fubieft. 

Soul  leaue  the  feat,  wher  thoughts  with  endles  fwelling, 
Change  into  teares,  and  words  of  no  perfuafioa : 
Teares  turn  to  tongs,  and  fpend  your  tunes  in  telling, 
Sorowes  inuafion. 
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Wonder  vaine  world  at  beauties  proud  refufal : 
Wonder  in  vaine  at  Loues  vnkinde  deniall, 
Why  Loue  thus  loftie  is,  that  doth  abufe  all : 
And  makes  no  trial L 

Teares,  words,  and  tunes  all  fignifie  my  fadnes : 
My  fpeechles  griefe,  looke  pale  without  diffembling : 
Sorow  fit  mute,  and  tell  thy  torments  madnes, 

With  true  harts  trembling. 

And  if  pure  vowes,  or  hands  heau'd  vp  to  heauen, 
May  moue  the  Gods  to  rue  my  wretched  blindnes, 
My  plaints  fhall  make  my  ioyes  in  meafure  euen, 
With  hir  vnkindnes. 

That  ihe,  whom  my  true  hart  hath  found  fo  cruell, 
Mourning  all  mirthles  may  purfue  the  pleafure, 
That  fcornes  hir  labors  :  poore  in  hir  ioyes  iewell, 
And  earthly  treafure. 

T.  L.  Gent. 


Faine  to  content,  I  bend  my  felfe  to  write, 
But  what  to  write,  my  mind  can  fcarce  conceiue : 
Your  radiant  t.yQS  crave  obiefts  of  delight. 
My  hart  no  glad  impreflions  can  receiue : 
To  write  of  griefe,  is  but  a  tedious  thing  : 
And  wofull  men,  of  woe  muft  needly  fing. 

To  write  the  truce,  the  wars,  the  ftrife,  the  peace, 
That  Loue  once  wrought  in  my  diftempred  hart : 


Digitized  by 


Google 


je  The  Phoenix  Nejl, 

Were  but  to  caufe  my  woonted  woes  encreafe, 
And  yeeld  new  life  to  my  concealed  fmart : 
Who  tempts  the  eare  with  tedious  lines  of  griefe, 
That  waits  for  ioy,  complaines  without  reliefe. 

To  write  what  paines  fupplanteth  others  ioy, 
For-thy  is  folly  in  the  greateft  wit, 
Who  feeles,  may  beft  decipher  the  annoy, 
Who  knowes  the  griefe,  but  he  that  tafteth  it  ? 
Who  writes  of  woe,  muft  needes  be  woe  begone, 
And  writing  feele,  and  feeling  write  of  mone. 

To  write  the  temper  of  my  lad  defire. 
That  likes  me  beft,  and  appertains  you  moft  : 
You  are  the  Pharos  whereto  now  retire 
My  thoughts,  long  wandring  in  a  forren  coaft ; 
In  you  they  Hue,  to  other  ioyes  they  die, 
And  liuing  draw  their  foode  from  your  faire  eie. 

Enforft  by  Loue,  and  that  effeftual  fire 

That  fprings  from  you  to  quicken  loiall  harts : 

I  write  in  part  the  prime  of  my  defire, 

My  faith,  my  feare,  that  fprings  from  your  defarts ; 

My  faith  whofe  firmnes  neuer  ihunneth  triall ; 

My  feare,  the  dread  and  danger  of  deniall. 

To  write  in  briefe,  a  legend  in  a  line, 
My  hart  hath  vow'd  to  draw  his  life  from  yours ; 
My  lookes  haue  made  a  Sunne  of  your  fweete  eine, 
My  foule  doth  draw  his  eflence  from  your  powres : 
And  what  I  am,  in  fortune  or  in  loue, 
All  thofe  haue  fworne,  to  ferue  for  your  behoue. 
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My  fenfes  fucke  their  comforts  from  your  fweete ; 

My  inward  minde,  your  outward  faire  admires  ; 

My  hope  lies  proftrate  at  your  pities  feete. 

My  hart,  lookes,  foule,  fence,  minde,  and  hope  defires ; 
Beleefe,  and  fauour,  in  your  louely  fight, 
Els  all  will  ceafe  to  Hue,  and  pen  to  write. 

r.  Z.  Gent. 


Full  fraught  with  vnrecomptles  fweete 

Of  your  faire  face  that  ftole  mine  eie, 
No  gladfome  day  my  lookes  did  greete, 
Wherein  I  wifht  not  willingly  ; 

Mine  eies  were  Ihut  I  might  not  fee 
A  Ladie  of  lefle  maieftie. 

What  moft  I  like,  I  neuer  minde, 

And  fo  on  you  haue  fixt  my  thoughts, 
That  others  fights  doe  make  me  blinde, 
And  what  I  fee  but  you  is  noughts ; 
By  vfe  and  cuftome  thus  you  fee, 
Another  nature  Hues  in  mee. 

The  more  I  looke,  the  more  I  loue, 

The  more  I  thinke,  the  more  I  thriue, 
No  obiefl  can  my  looke  remoue, 

No  thought  can  better  thoughts  reuiue, 
For  what  I  fee  or  thinke,  I  finde, 
Exceedeth  fight  or  thought  of  minde. 

Since  then  your  lookes  haue  ftolne  mine  eies, 
And  eies,  content  to  nourifli  loue, 
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And  loue  doth  make  my  thoughts  arife, 
And  thoughts  are  firme,  and  will  not  moue, 
Vouchfafe  to  knit  by  powre  vnknowne, 
Our  eies,  our  loues,  our  thoughts  in  one. 

T,  L.  GetiU 


Like  defart  woods,  with  darkfome  (hades  obfcured, 
Where  dredful  hearts,  with  hateful  horror  raigneth 
Such  is  my  wounded  hart  whom  forrow  paineth. 

The  trees  are  fatall  fhafts,  to  death  inured, 
That  cruell  Loue  within  my  breft  maintaineth, 
To  whet  my  griefe,  when  as  my  forrow  waineth. 

The  gaftly  hearts,  my  thoughts  in  cares  affured, 
Which  wage  me  warre,  whilrt  hart  no  fuccor  gaineth, 
With  falfe  fufpefl,  and  feare  that  rtill  remaineth. 

The  horrors,  burning  fighes  by  cares  procured, 
Which  forth  I  fend,  whilrt  weeping  eie  complainetli, 
To  coole  the  heate,  the  helples  hart  containeth. 

But  fliaftes,  but  cares,  fighes,  horrors  vnrecured, 
Were  nought  efteemde,  if  for  thefe  paines  awarded, 
My  faithfuU  Loue  by  you  might  be  rewarded. 

r.  Z.  Gettt 

For  pitie  pretie  eies  furceafe, 

To  giue  me  warre,  and  graunt  me  peace, 

Triumphant  eies,  why  bear  you  Amies 
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Againft  a  hart  that  thinkes  no  harmes. 
A  hart  alreadie  quite  appalde, 
A  hart  that  yeelds,  and  is  enthrald, 
Kill  Rebels  prowdly  that  refift, 
Not  thofe  that  in  true  faith  perfift. 
And  conquered  ferue  your  Deitie, 
Will  you  alas  commaund  me  die  ? 
Then  die  I  yours,  and  death  my  croffe. 
But  vnto  you  pertains  the  lofle. 

7.  L.  Gent 


My  bonie  Laffe  thine  eie, 

So  (lie, 
Hath  made  me  forrowe  fo : 
Thy  Crimfen  cheekes  my  deare, 

So  cleere, 
Haue  fo  much  wrought  my  woe. 

Thy  pleafmg  fmiles  and  grace. 
Thy  face, 

Haue  rauiiht  fo  my  fprights : 

That  life  is  growne  to  nought, 

Through  thought, 

Of  Loue  which  me  affrights. 

For  fancies  flames  of  fire, 

Afpire, 
Vnto  fuch  furious  powre  : 
As  but  the  teares  I  fliead, 

Make  dead, 
The  brands  would  me  deuoure. 
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I  fhould  confume  to  nought, 

Through  thought, 

Of  thy  faire  (hining  eie  : 

Thy  cheekes,  thy  pleafing  fmiles. 
The  wiles, 

That  forft  my  hart  to  die. 

Thy  grace,  thy  face,  the  part. 

Where  art. 

Stands  gazing  ilill  to  fee  : 

The  wondrous  gifts  and  powre 

Each  howre. 

That  hath  bewitched  me. 

T,  L.  Gent. 


Alas  my  hart,  mine  eie  hath  wronged  thee, 
Prefumptuous  eie,  to  gaze  on  Phillis  face  ; 
Whofe  heauenly  eie,  no  mortall  man  may  fee, 
But  he  muft  die,  or  purchafe  Phillis  grace ; 

Poore  Coridon,  the  Nymph  whofe  eie  doth  moue  thee. 
Doth  loue  to  draw,  but  is  not  drawne  to  loue  thee. 

Hir  beautie,  Natures  pride,  and  Shepheards  praife, 
Hir  eie,  the  heauenly  Planet  of  my  life, 
Hir  matchles  wit,  and  grace,  hir  fame  difplaies. 
As  if  that  loue  had  made  hir  for  his  wife  ; 

Onely  hir  eies  flioote  firie  darts  to  kill, 

Yet  is  hir  hart,  as  cold  as  Caucafe  hill. 

My  wings,  too  weake,  to  flie  againft  the  Sunne, 
Mine  eies  vnable  to  fuftaine  hir  light, 
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My  hart  doth  yeeld,  that  I  am  quite  vndoon, 
Thus  hath  faire  Phillis  flaine  me  with  hir  fight : 
My  bud  is  blafled,  withered  is  my  leafe, 
And  all  my  corne  is  rotted  in  the  flieafe. 

Phillis,  the  golden  fetter  of  my  minde, 

My  fancies  Idoll,  and  my  vitall  powre ; 

Goddeffe  of  Nimphes,  and  honor  of  thy  kinde, 

This  Ages  Phenix,  Beauties  brauefl  bowre  ; 
Poore  Coridon  for  loue  of  thee  muft  die, 
Thy  Beauties  thrall,  and  conqueft  of  thine  eie. 

Leaue  Coridon,  to  plough  the  barren  feeld, 

Thy  buds  of  hope  are  blafted  with  difgrace  ; 

For  Phillis  lookes  no  hartie  loue  doe  yeeld, 

Nor  can  fhe  loue,  for  all  her  louely  face, 
Die  Coridon,  the  fpoyle  of  Phillis  eie. 
She  can  not  loue,  and  therefore  thou  muft  die. 


What  cunning  can  expreffe 

The  fauor  of  hir  face. 
To  whom,  in  this  diftreffe, 
I  doe  appeale  for  grace, 
A  thoufand  Cupids  flie 
About  hir  gentle  eie. 

From  whence  each  throwes  a  dart. 

That  kindleth  foft  fweete  fier : 
Within  my  fighing  hart, 
Pofleffed  by  defier : 
No  fweeter  life  I  trie, 
Than  in  hir  loue  to  die. 
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The  Lillie  in  the  fielde, 

That  glories  in  his  white : 
For  purenes  now  niuft  yeelde, 
And  render  vp  his  right : 
Heau'n  piftur'de  in  hir  face, 
Doth  promife  ioy  and  grace. 

Faire  Cinthias  filuer  light, 

That  beates  on  running  ftreames : 
Compares  not  with  hir  white, 
Whofe  haires  are  all  funbeames ; 
Hir  vertues  fo  doe  fhine, 
As  daie  vnto  mine  eine. 


With  this  there  is  a  Red, 

Exceeds  the  Damaflce  Rofe ; 
Which  in  hir  cheekes  is  fpred  ; 
Whence  euery  fauor  groes, 
In  (kie  there  is  no  ftarre, 
That  (he  furmounts  not  farre. 

When  Phoebus  from  the  bed, 

Of  Thetis  doth  arife, 
The  morning  blufhing  red, 
In  faire  carnation  wife, 
He  fliewes  it  in  hir  face, 
As  Queene  of  euery  grace. 

This  pleafant  Lillie  white. 
This  taint  of  rofeat  red. 
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This  Cinthias  filuer  light, 
This  fweet  faire  Dea  fpread, 
Thefe  funbeames  in  mine  eie, 
Thefe  beauties  make  nic  die. 


A  MOST  EXCELLENT  PASSION.     SET  DOWNE 
BY   N.B.GENT. 

Com  yonglings  com,  that  feem  to  make  fuch  mone, 
About  a  thing  of  nothing  God  he  knowes : 
With  fighs  and  fobs,  and  many  a  greeuous  grone, 
And  trickling  teares,  that  fecret  forow  fhowes, 
Leaue,  leaue  to  faine ;  and  here  behold  indeed, 
The  onely  man,  may  make  your  harts  to  bleed. 

Whofe  (late  to  tell ;  no,  neuer  toong  can  tell : 
Whofe  woes  are  fuch  ;  oh  no,  there  are  none  fuch  : 
Whofe  hap  fo  hard ;  nay  rather  halfe  a  hell : 
Whofe  griefe  fo  much:  yea  God  he  knowes  too  much: 

Whofe  wofull  (late,  and  greeuous  hap  (alas) 

The  world  may  fee,  is  fuch  as  neuer  was. 

Good  nature  weepes  to  fee  hir  felfe  abufcd ; 
111  fortune  (hewes  hir  furie  in  hir  face: 
Poore  reafon  pines  to  fee  hir  felfe  refufed : 
And  dutie  dies,  to  fee  his  fore  difgrace. 

Hope  hangs  the  head,  to  fee  difpaire  fo  neere; 

And  what  but  death  can  end  this  heauie  cheerc? 
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Oh  curfed  cares,  that  neuer  can  be  knowne : 
Dole,  worfe  than  death,  when  neuer  tong  can  tell  it : 
The  hurt  is  hid,  although  the  forrow  (howne, 
Such  is  my  paine,  no  pleafure  can  expell  it. 

In  fumme  I  fee,  I  am  ordained  I : 

To  Hue  in  dole,  and  fo  in  forow  die. 

Behold  each  teare,  no  token  of  a  toy: 
But  torments  fuch,  as  teare  my  hart  afunder: 
Each  fobbing  figh,  a  figne  of  fuch  annoy, 
That  how  I  liue,  beleaue  me  'tis  a  wonder. 

Each  grone,  a  gripe,  that  makes  me  gafpe  for  breath: 
And  euerie  ftraine,  a  bitter  pang  of  death. 

Loe  thus  I  liue,  but  looking  dill  to  die: 

And  ftill  I  looke,  but  ftill  I  fee  in  vaine : 

And  ftill  in  vaine,  alas,  I  lie  and  crie: 

And  ftill  I  crie,  but  haue  no  eafe  of  paine. 
So  ftill  in  paine,  I  liue,  looke,  lie  and  crie: 
When  hope  would  helpe,  or  death  would  let  me  die. 

Sometime  I  fleepe,  a  flumber,  not  a  fleepe: 
And  then  I  dreame  (God  knowes)  of  no  delight. 
But  of  fuch  woes,  as  makes  me  lie  and  weepe 
Vntill  I  wake,  in  fuch  a  pitious  plight ; 
As  who  beheld  me  fleeping  or  awaking. 
Would  fay  my  hart  were  in  a  heauie  taking. 

Looke  as  the  dew  doth  lie  vpon  the  ground. 

So  fits  the  fweate  of  forow  on  my  face: 

Oh  deadly  dart,  that  ftrooke  fo  deepe  a  wound, 
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Oh  hateful!  hap,  to  hit  in  fuch  a  place : 

The  hart  is  hurt,  and  bleedes  the  bodie  ouer : 
Yet  cannot  die,  nor  euer  health  recouer. 

Then  he  or  fhe,  that  hath  a  happie  hand, 
To  helpe  a  hart,  that  hath  no  hope  to  liue: 
Come,  come  with  fpeede,  and  do  not  flaying  (land : 
But  if  no  one,  can  any  comfort  giue. 

Run  to  the  Church,  and  bid  the  Sexton  toule 

A  folemne  knell,  yet  for  a  filie  foule. 

Harke  how  it  founds,  that  forow  lafteth  long  : 
Long,  long :  long,  long :  long,  long,  and  longer  yet : 
Oh  cruell  Death :  thou  dooft  me  double  wrong. 
To  let  me  lie  fo  long  in  fuch  a  fit : 

Yet  when  I  die,  write  neighbors  where  I  lie ; 

Long  was  I  dead,  ere  death  would  let  me  die. 


Thefe  lines  I  fend  by  waues  of  woe, 
And  bale  becomes  my  boate  : 

Which  fighes  of  forowes  ftill  fhall  keepe. 
On  floods  of  feare  afloate. 

My  fighes  (hall  ferue  me  ftill  for  winde. 

My  lading  is  my  fmart, 
And  true  report  my  pilot  is. 

My  hauen  is  thy  hart. 

My  keele  is  framed  of  crabbed  care, 
My  ribs  arc  all  of  ruthc  : 
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My  planks  are  nothing  elfe  but  plants, 
With  treenailes  ioynde  with  truthe 

My  maine  mart  made  of  nought  but  monc, 
My  tackling  trickling  teares  : 

And  Topyard,  like  a  troubled  minde, 
A  flagge  of  foUie  beares. 

My  Cable  is  a  conftant  hart, 
My  Anckor  luckles  Loue  : 

Which  Reafons  Capftones  from  the  ground, 
Of  griefe  can  not  remoue. 

My  Decks  are  all  of  deepe  difgrace. 

My  Compas  difcontent ; 
And  perill  is  my  Northern  Pole, 

And  death  my  Orient. 

My  Saylers  are  my  forowing  thoughts. 
The  Boatfwane  bitter  fence  : 

The  Mafter,  miferie ;  his  mate 
Is  dolefull  diligence. 

Sir  W.  H, 


P^eede  ftill  thy  felfe,  thou  fondling  with  beliefe, 
Go  hunt  thy  hope,  that  neuer  tooke  effe£l, 

Accufe  the  wrongs  that  oft  hath  wrought  thy  griefe, 
And  reckon  fure  where  reafon  would  fufpeft. 

Dwell  in  the  dreames  of  wifh  and  vaine  defire, 
Purfuc  the  faith  that  flics  and  feekes  to  new. 
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Run  after  hopes  that  mocke  thee  with  retire, 
And  looke  for  loue  where  liking  neuer  grew. 

Deuife  conceits  to  eafe  thy  carefull  hart, 

Truft  vpon  times  and  daies  of  grace  behinde, 

Prefume  the  rights  of  promife  and  defart, 
And  meafure  loue  by  thy  beleeuing  minde. 

Force  thy  affe6ls  that  fpite  doth  daily  chace, 
Winke  at  the  wrongs  with  wiifuU  ouerfight, 

See  not  the  foyle  and  (laine  of  thy  difgrace, 
Nor  recke  difdaine,  to  doate  on  thy  delite. 

And  when  thou  feeft  the  end  of  thy  reward, 

And  thefe  effefts  enfue  of  thine  aflauit, 
When  rafhnes  rues,  that  reafon  (hould  regard, 
Yet  ftiil  accufe  thy  fortune  for  the  fault. 
And  crie,  O  Loue,  Q  death,  O  vaine  defire, 
When  thou  complainft  the  heate,  and  feeds  the  fire. 


My  firft  borne  loue  vnhappily  conceiued, 

Brought  foorth  in  paine,  &  chriftened  with  a  curfc 
Die  in  your  Infancie,  of  life  bereaued, 

By  your  cruell  nurfe. 

Reftleffe  defire,  from  my  Loue  that  proceeded, 

Leaue  to  be,  and  feeke  your  heauen  by  dieng, 
Since  you,  O  you  ?  your  owne  hope  haue  exceeded. 

By  too  hie  flieng. 
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And  you,  my  words,  my  harts  faithfull  expounders, 

No  more  offer  your  lewell,  vnefteemed ; 
Since  thofe  eies  my  Loues  life  and  Hues  confounders, 

Your  woorth  mifdeemed. 

Loue  leaue  to  defire,  words  leaue  it  to  vtter, 

Swell  on  my  thoughts,  till  you  breake  that  contains  you 
My  complaints  in  thofe  deafe  eares  no  more  to  mutter, 

That  fo  difdaines  you. 

And  you  careles  of  me,  that  without  feeling, 

With  drie  eies,  behold  my  Tragedie  fmiling, 
Decke  yourproude  triunlphes  with  your  pooreflauesyeelding 

To  his  owne  fpoyling. 

But  if  that  wrong,  or  holy  truth  difpifed, 

To  iuft  reuenge,  the  heauens  euer  moued, 
So  let  hir  loue,  and  fo  be  ftill  denied. 

Who  flie  fa  loued. 


The  brainficke  race  that  wanton  youth  enfues. 
Without  regard  to  grounded  wifdomes  lore, 
As  often  as  I  thinke  thereon,  renues 
The  frefh  remembrance  of  an  ancient  fore : 
Reuoking  to  my  penfiue  thoughts  at  laft, 
The  worlds  of  wickednes  that  I  haue  paft. 

And  though  experience  bids  me  bite  on  bit, 
And  champe  the  bridle  of  a  bitter  fmacke, 
Yet  coftly  is  the  price  of  after  wit, 
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Which  brings  fo  cold  repentance  at  hir  backe : 
And  flcill  that 's  with  fo  many  lofles  bought, 
Men  fay  is  little  better  worth  than  nought. 

And  yet  this  fruit,  I  muft  confeffe,  doth  growe 
Of  follies  fcourge  :  that  though  I  now  complaine 
Of  error  paft,  yet  henceforth  I  may  knowe 
To  fhun  the  whip  that  threats  the  like  againe : 
For  wife  men  though  they  fmart  a  while,  had  leuer 
To  leame  experience  at  the  laft,  than  neuer. 


Thofe  eies  which  fet  my  fancie  on  a  fire, 
Thofe  crifped  haires,  which  hold  my  hart  in  chains, 
Thofe  daintie  hands,  which  conquer'd  my  defire. 
That  wit,  which  of  my  thoughts  doth  hold  the  rains. 

Thofe  eies  for  cleerenes  doe  the  ftarrs  furpas, 
Thofe  haires  obfcure  the  brightnes  of  the  Sunne, 
Thofe  hands  more  white,  than  euer  luorie  was, 
That  wit  euen  to  the  fkies  hath  glorie  woon. 

O  eies  that  pearce  our  harts  without  remorfe, 
O  haires  of  right  that  weares  a  roiall  crowne, 
O  hands  that  conquer  more  than  Caefars  force, 
O  wit  that  turns  huge  kingdoms  vpfide  downe. 

Then  Loue  be  ludge,  what  hart  can  thee  withftand 
Such  eies,  fuch  haire,  fuch  wit,  and  fuch  a  hand. 
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Praifd  be  Dianas  faire  and  harmles  light, 
Praifd  be  the  dewes,  wherwith  (he  moifts  the  ground ; 
Praifd  be  hir  beames,  the  glorie  of  the  night, 
Praifd  be  hir  powre,  by  which  all  powres  abound. 

Praifd  be  hir  Nimphs,  with  whom  fhe  decks  the  woods, 
Praifd  be  hir  knights,  in  whom  true  honor  Hues, 
Praifd  be  that  force,  by  which  fhe  moues  the  floods, 
Let  that  Diana  fhine,  which  all  thefe  giues. 

In  heauen  Queene  fhe  is,  among  the  fpheares. 
In  ay  fhe  Miftres  like  makes  all  things  pure, 
Eternitie  in  hir  oft  chaunge  fhe  beares, 
She  beautie  is,  by  hir  the  faire  endure. 

Time  weares  hir  not,  fhe  doth  his  chariot  guide, 
Mortalitie  belowe  hir  orbe  is  plafte. 
By  hir  the  vertue  of  the  flarrs  downe  Aide, 
In  hir  is  vertues  perfefl  image  cafl : 

A  knowledge  pure  it  is  hir  worth  to  kno, 
With  Circes  let  them  dwell  that  thinke  not  fo. 


Like  to  a  Hermite  poore  in  place  obfcure, 
I  meane  to  fpend  my  daies  of  endles  doubt, 

To  waile  fuch  woes  as  time  cannot  recure, 
Where  none  but  Loue  fhall  euer  finde  me  out. 

My  foode  fhall  be  of  care  and  forow  made. 

My  drink  nought  elfe  but  teares  falne  from  mine  eies, 

And  for  my  light  in  fuch  obfcured  fhade, 

The  flames  fhall  feme,  which  from  my  hart  arife. 
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A  gowne  of  graie/my  bodie  fhall  attire, 
My  ftaffe  of  broken  hope  whereon  He  ftaie, 

Of  late  repentance  linckt  with  long  defire, 

The  couch  is  fram'de  whereon  my  limbes  He  lay, 

And  at  my  gate  difpaire  (hall  linger  ftill, 
To  let  in  death  when  Loue  and  Fortune  will. 


Like  truthles  dreames,  fo  are  my  ioyes  expired, 
And  paft  retume,  are  all  my  dandled  daies : 

My  loue  mifled,  and  fancie  quite  retired, 
Of  all  which  paft,  the  forow  onely  ftaies. 

My  loft  delights,  now  cleane  from  fight  of  land, 
Haue  left  me  all  alone  in  vnknowne  waies : 

My  minde  to  woe,  my  life  in  fortunes  hand. 
Of  all  which  paft,  the  forow  onely  ftaies. 

As  in  a  countrey  ftrange  without  companion, 
I  onely  waile  the  wrong  of  deaths  delaies, 

Whofe  fweete  fpring  fpent,  whofe  fommer  wel  nie  don, 
Of  all  which  paft,  the  forow  onely  ftaies. 

Whom  care  forewarnes,  ere  age  and  winter  colde. 
To  hafte  me  hence,  to  finde  my  fortunes  folde. 


A  fecret  murder  hath  bene  done  of  late, 
Vnkindnes  founde,  to  be  the  bloudie  knife, 

And  fhec  that  did  the  deedc  a  dame  of  ftatc, 
Faire,  gracious,  wife,  as  any  bearcth  life. 


Digitized  by 


Google    — 


92  The  Phoenix  Neji, 

To  quite  hir  felfe,  this  anfwere  did  (he  make, 
Miftruft  (quoth  (he)  hath  brought  him  to  his  end, 

Which  makes  the  man  fo  much  himfelfe  miftake, 
To  lay  the  guilt  vnto  his  guiltles  frend. 

Ladie  not  fo,  not  feard,  I  found  my  death, 
For  no  defart  thus  murdered  is  my  minde, 

And  yet  before  I  yeeld  my  fainting  breath, 
I  quite  the  killer,  tho  I  blame  the  kinde. 

You  kill  vnkinde,  I  die,  and  yet  am  true. 
For  at  your  fight,  my  wound  doth  bleede  anew. 


Sought  by  the  world,  and  hath  the  world  difdain*d, 
Is  fhe,  my  hart,  for  whom  thou  dooft  endure, 
Vnto  whofe  grace,  fith  Kings  haue  not  obtained, 
Sweete  is  thy  choife,  though  loffe  of  life  be  fowre : 
Yet  to  the  man,  whofe  youth  fuch  pains  muft  proue, 
No  better  end,  than  that  which  comes  by  Loue. 

Steere  then  thy  courfe  vnto  the  port  of  death, 
Sith  thy  hard  hap  no  beter  hap  may  finde, 
Where  when  thou  fhalt  vnlade  thy  lateft  breath, 
Enuie  hir  felfe  (hall  fwim  to  faue  thy  minde, 
Whofe  bodie  funke  in  fearch  to  gaine  that  fhore, 
Where  many  a  Prince  had  perifhed  before. 

And  yet,  my  hart  it  might  haue  been  forefeene, 
Sith  IkilfuU  medcins  mends  each  kinde  of  griefe, 
Then  in  my  bread  full  fafely  hadft  thou  beene, 
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But  thou,  my  hart  wouldft  neuer  me  beleeue, 
Who  tolde  thee  true,  wheu  firft  thou  didft  afpire, 
Death  was  the  end  of  euery  fuch  defire. 
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Hir  face, 

Hir  tong. 

Hir  wit. 

So  faire, 

So  fweete. 

So  (harpe, 

Firft  bent. 

Then  drew. 

Then  hit. 

Mine  eie, 

Mine  eare. 

My  hart. 

Mine  eie, 

Mine  eare. 

My  hart, 

To  like, 

To  learne. 

To  loue, 

Hir  face. 

Hir  tong. 

Hir  wit. 

Doth  lead, 

Doth  teach, 

Doth  moue. 

Oh  face. 

Oh,  tong, 

Oh,  wit. 

With  frownes. 

With  checke, 

With  fmart, 

Wrong  not, 

Vexe  not, 

Wound  not 

Mine  eie, 

Mine  eare, 

My  hart. 

Mine  eie, 

Mine  eare, 

My  hart 

To  leame. 

To  knowe. 

To  feare. 

Hir  face. 

Hir  tong, 

Hir  wit, 

Doth  lead, 

Doth  teach. 

Doth  fweare. 

Calling  to  minde  mine  eie  long  went  about, 
T'entice  my  hart  to  feeke  to  leaue  my  breft. 
All  in  a  rage  I  thought  to  pull  it  out, 
By  whofe  deuice  I  liu'd  in  fuch  vnreft. 

What  could  it  fay  to  purchafe  fo  my  grace  ? 

Forfooth  that  it  had  feene  my  Miftres  face. 
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Another  time  I  likewife  call  to  minde, 
My  hart  was  he  that  all  my  woe  had  wrought, 
For  he  my  breft  the  fort  of  Loue,  refignde, 
When  of  fuch  warrs  my  fancie  neuer  thought, 

What  could  it  fay,  when  I  would  him  haue  flaine  ? 

But  he  was  yours,  and  had  forgone  me  cleane. 

At  length  when  I  perceiu'd  both  eie  and  hart, 
Excufde  themfelues,  as  guiltles  of  mine  ill, 
I  found  my  felfe  was  caufe  of  all  my  fmart, 
And  tolde  my  felfe,  my  felfe  now  flay  I  will : 
But  when  I  found  my  felfe  to  you  was  true, 
I  lou'd  my  felfe,  bicaufe  my  felfe  lou'd  you. 


What  elfe  is  hell,  but  lofle  of  blisfuU  heauen  ? 

What  darknes  elfe,  but  lacke  of  lightfome  day  ? 
What  elfe  is  death,  but  things  of  life  bereauen  ? 

What  winter  elfe,  but  pleafant  fprings  decay  ? 

Vnreft  what  elfe,  but  fancies  hot  defire, 

Fed  with  delay,  and  followed  with  difpaire  ? 

What  elfe  mifliap,  but  longing  to  afpire 

To  ftriue  againft,  earth,  water,  fire  and  aire  ? 

Heauen  were  my  ftate,  and  happy  Sunlhine  day, 
And  life  moft  bleft,  to  ioy  one  howres  defire, 

Hap,  blifle  and  reft,  and  fweete  fpringtime  of  May, 
Were  to  behold  my  faire  confuming  fire. 

But  loe,  I  feele,  by  abfence  from  your  fight, 
Mifhap,  vnreft,  death,  winter,  hell,  darke  night. 
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Would  I  were  chaung'd  into  that  golden  (howre, 

That  fo  diuinely  ftreamed  from  the  (kies, 

To  fall  in  drops  vpon  the  daintie  floore, 

Where  in  her  bed,  (he  folitarie  lies, 

Then  would  I  hope  fuch  (howres  as  richly  fhine, 
Would  pearce  more  deepe  than  thefe  wafte  teares  of  mine. 

Or  would  I  were  that  plumed  Swan,  fnow  white, 
Vnder  whofe  forme,  was  hidden  heauenly  power, 
Then  in  that  riuer  would  I  moft  delite, 
Whofe  wanes  doe  beate,  againft  hir  (lately  bower, 
And  in  thofe  banks,  fo  tune  my  dying  fong, 
That  hir  deafe  ears,  would  think  my  plaint  too  long. 

Elfe  would  I  were,  Narciffus,  that  fweete  boy. 
And  fhe  hir  felfe,  the  facred  fountaine  cleere, 
Who  rauifht  with  the  pride  of  his  owne  ioy, 
Drenched  his  lims,  with  gazing  ouer  neere : 

So  (hould  I  bring,  my  foule  to  happie  reft. 
To  end  my  life,  in  that  I  loued  beft. 


Who  plucks  thee  down  from  hie  defire,  poor  hart  ?  Care. 

Who  comforts  thee,  in  depth  of  thy  diftreffe  ?  Care. 

Amid  contents,  who  breeds  thy  fecret  fmart  ?  Care. 

Who  feekes  the  meane,  thy  forrowes  may  be  leffe  ?  Care. 

Who  calls  thy  wits  togither  to  their  worke  :  Care. 

Who  warnes  thy  will,  to  followe  warie  wit }  Care. 
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Who  lets  thee  fee  in  loue  what  forrowes  lurke  ?  Care. 

Who  makes  thee  feele  the  force  of  fancies  fit  ?  Care. 

Who  taught  thee  firft  to  trje  before  thou  truft  ?  Care. 

Who  bids  thee  keepe  a  faithful!  tried  freend  ?  Care. 

Who  wils  thee  fay,  loue  wantons  he  that  luft  ?  Care. 

Who  winnes  the  wi(h,  that  hath  a  happie  end  ?  Care. 

Care  then  to  keepe,  that  faithfuU  friend  in  ftore, 
Whofe  loue  commands,  that  thou  fhalt  care  no  more. 


Thofe  eies  that  holds  the  hand  of  euery  hart, 

Thofe  hands  that  holds  the  hart  of  euery  eie. 
That  wit  that  goes  beyond  all  natures  art, 
That  fence,  too  deepe,  for  wifdome  to  defcrie, 
That  eie,  that  hand,  that  wit,  that  heauenly  fence, 
All  thefe  doth  fhow  my  Miftres  Excellence. 

Oh  eies  that  perce  into  the  pureft  hart. 

Oh  hands  that  hold,  the  higheft  harts  in  thrall. 
Oh  wit  that  weyes  the  deapth  of  all  defart. 

Oh  fence  that  ftiowes  the  fecret  fweete  of  all,  [thee, 

The  heauen  of  heauens,  with  heuenly  powrs  preferue 
Loue  but  thy  felfe,  and  giue  me  leaue  to  feme  thee. 

To  feme,  to  liue,  to  looke  vpon  thofe  eies. 

To  looke,  to  liue,  to  kiffe  that  heauenlie  hand. 
To  found  that  wit,  that  doth  amaze  the  wife, 
To  knowe  that  fence,  no  fence  can  vnderftand. 
To  vnderftande  that  all  the  world  may  know, 
Such  wit,  fuch  fence,  eies  hands,  there  are  no  moe. 
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Who  lift  to  heare  the  fum  of  forrowes  ftate, 
The  depth  of  dole,  wherein  a  minde  may  dwell, 
The  loathed  life,  that  happie  harts  may  hate, 
The  faddeft  tale,  that  euer  toong  could  tell, 

But  reade  this  verfe,  and  fay  who  wrote  the  fame, 
Doth  onely  dwell,  where  comfort  neuer  came. 

A  carefull  head,  firft  croft  with  crooked  hap, 

A  wofuU  wit,  bewitcht  with  wretched  will, 

A  clyming  hart,  falne  downe  from  Fortunes  lap, 

A  bodie  borne,  to  loofe  his  labour  ftill, 

A  mourning  minde,  fore  mated  with  defpite, 
May  ferue  to  (hewe,  the  lacke  of  my  delite. 

Yet  more  than  this,  a  hope  ftill  found  in  vaine, 
A  vile  difpaire,  that  fpeakes  but  of  diftreffe, 
A  forft  content,  to  fuffer  deadly  paine, 
A  paine  fo  great,  as  can  not  get  redreffe, 

Will  all  affirme,  my  fum  of  forrow  fuch, 

As  neuer  man,  that  euer  knew  fo  much. 


As  rare  to  heare,  as  feldome  to  be  feene, 

It  can  not  be,  nor  euer  yet  hath  beene, 

That  fire  fliould  burne,  with  perfeft  heate  and  flame. 

Without  fome  matter  for  to  yeeld  the  fame. 

A  ftraunger  cafe,  yet  true  by  proofe  I  knowe, 
A  man  in  ioye,  that  liued  ftill  in  woe. 
Burnt  with  defire,  and  doth  poffes  at  will, 
Enioying  all,  yet  all  defiring  ftill.  o 
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Who  hath  ynough,  yet  thinks  he  Hues  without. 
To  want  no  loue,  and  yet  to  ftand  in  doubt, 
What  difcontent,  to  Hue  in  fuch  defire, 
To  haue  his  will,  yet  euer  to  require. 


The  time,  when  firft  I  fell  in  Loue, 
Which  now  I  muft  lament ; 

The  yeere,  wherein  I  loft  fuch  time, 
To  compaffe  my  content : 

The  day,  wherein  I  fawe  too  late. 

The  follies  of  a  Louer, 
The  hower,  wherein  I  found  fuch  loffe, 

As  care  cannot  recouer  : 

And  laft,  the  minute  of  milhap. 
Which  makes  me  thus  to  plaine, 

The  dolefull  fruits  of  Louers  futes, 
Which  labor  lofe  in  vaine : 

Doth  make  me  folemnly  proteft. 

As  I  with  paine  doe  proue. 
There  is  no  time,  yeere,  day,  nor  howre, 

Nor  minute,  good  to  loue. 


When  day  is  gone,  and  darknes  come, 

The  toyling  tired  wight. 
Doth  vfe  to  eafe  his  wearie  bones, 

By  reft  in  quiet  night. 
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When  ftorme  is  ftaied,  and  harbor  woon, 

The  Sea  man  fet  on  (hore, 
With  comfort  doth  requite  the  care, 

Of  perils  paft  before. 

When  Loue  hath  woon,  where  it  did  woo, 

And  light  where  it  delites, 
Contented  minde,  thenceforth  forgets, 

The  frowne  of  former  fpites. 


Though  neither  teares  nor  torments  can  be  thought, 
Nor  death  it  felfe  too  deere  to  be  fuftaind, 
To  win  thofe  ioyes  fo  woorthie  to  be  fought, 
So  rare  to  reach,  fo  fweete  to  be  obtaind. 

Yet  earned  Loue,  with  longing  to  afpire. 
To  that  which  hope  holds  in  fo  high  regarde. 
Makes  time  delaid,  a  torment  to  defire, 
When  Loue  with  hope  forbeares  his  iuft  rewarde. 

Then  bleffed  hope  hafte  on  thy  happie  daies, 
Saue  my  defire,  by  fhortning  thy  delaies. 


A  NOTABLE  DESCRIPION  OF  THE  WORLD. 

Of  thick  and  thin,  light,  heauie,  darke  and  cleerc.    Mixtures. 

White,  black,  and  blew,  red,  greene  &  purple  die :  Coulors. 

Gold  Siluer,  Braffe,  Lead,  Iron  Tin  and  Copper,     Mettals. 
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Moift  aire,  hot  fire,  cold  water,  earth  full  drie :  Elements. 

Blood,Choler,Flegme,and  Melancholic  by,  Complexions. 
A  mixed  mafle,  a  Chaos  all  confufde,  Chaos. 

Such  was  the  world  till  God  diuifion  vfde. 


In  framing  heau'n  and  earth,  God  did  diuide 

The  firft  daies  light,  and  darkth,  to  night  and  day.  ^ 

The  fecond,  he  a  firmament  applide,  ^ 

Third,  fruitfull  earth  appeerd,  Seas  tooke  their  way,  3 

Fourth,  Sun  and  Moone  with  Stars  in  Ikies  he  fixt,  4 

Fift,  Fifh  and  Foule  the  Sea  and  land  poffeft,  5 

And  God  made  Man,  like  to  himfelfe,  the  fixt :  " 

The  feauenth  day,  when  all  things  he  had  bleft :  7 
He  hallowed  that,  and  therein  tooke  his  reft 

W.  S.  Gmt 


By  wracke  late  driuen  on  fhore,  from  Cupids  Crare, 
Whofe  failes  of  error,  fighes  of  hope  and  feare, 
Conueied  through  feas  of  teares,  and  fands  of  care, 
Till  rocks  of  high  difdaine,  hir  fides  did  teare, 
I  write  a  dirge,  for  dolefuU  doues  to  fing, 
With  felfe  fame  quill,  I  pluckt  from  Cupids  wing. 

Farewell  vnkinde,  by  whom  I  fare  fo  ill, 
Whofe  looks  bewitcht  my  thoughts  with  falfe  furmifc 
Till  forced  reafon  did  vnbinde  my  will, 
And  (hewed  my  hart,  the  follie  of  mine  eies, 
And  faide,  attending  where  I  fhould  attaine, 
Twixt  wifh  and  want,  was  but  a  pleafing  paine. 
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Farewell  vnkinde,  my  floate  is  at  an  ebbe 
My  troubled  thoughts,  are  turnd  to  quiet  wars, 
My  fancies  hope  hath  fpun  and  fpent  hir  webbe. 
My  former  wounds  are  clofed  vp  with  dears, 

As  afhes  lie,  long  fince  confumde  with  fire, 

So  is  my  loue,  fo  now  is  my  defire. 

Farewell  vnkinde,  my  firft  and  finall  loue, 
Whofe  coie  contempts,  it  bootes  not  heere  to  name, 
But  gods  are  iuft,  and  euery  ftar  aboue, 
Doth  threat  reuenge,  where  faiths  reward  is  blame. 
And  I  may  Hue,  though  your  defpifed  thrall. 
By  fond  mifchoyce,  to  fee  your  fortunes  fall. 

Farewell  vnkinde,  mod  cruell  of  your  kinde, 
By  whom  my  worth,  is  drowned  in  difdaines, 
As  was  my  loue,  fo  is  your  iudgement  blinde. 
My  fortune  ill,  and  fuch  hath  bene  my  gaines. 
But  this  for  all,  I  lift  no  more  to  faie, 
Farewell  faire  proude,  not  lifes,  but  loues  decaie. 


The  gentle  feafon  of  the  yeere, 

Hath  made  my  blooming  branch  appeere, 

And  beautified  the  land  with  flowres, 
The  aire  doth  fauor  with  delight. 
The  heauens  doe  fmile,  to  fee  the  fight. 

And  yet  mine  eies,  augments  their  fhowres. 

The  meades  are  mantled  all  with  greene. 
The  trembling  leaues,  have  clothed  the  treene, 
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The  birds  with  feathers  now  doe  Ang, 
But  I  poore  foule,  when  wrong  doth  wrack, 
Attyres  my  felfe  in  mourning  black, 

Whofe  leafe  doth  fall  amid  his  fpring. 

And  as  you  fee  the  (karlet  Rofe, 

In  his  fweete  prime,  his  buds  difclofe, 

Whofe  hewe  with  Sun  reuiued, 
So  in  the  Aprill  of  mine  age, 
My  liuely  colours  doe  aflwage, 

Becaufe  my  Sunfliine  is  depriued. 

My  hart  that  wonted  was  of  yore, 
Light  as  the  winde  abroad  to  fore, 

Amongft  the  buds  when  beau  tie  fprings, 
Now  onely  houers  ouer  you, 
As  doth  the  bird  thats  taken  new, 

And  mourns  when  all  hir  neighbours  fings. 

When  euery  man  is  bent  to  fport. 
Then  penflue  I  alone  refort 

Into  fome  folitarie  walke, 
Ab  aoth  the  dolefull  Turtle  doue, 
Who  hauing  loft  his  faithfull  louc. 

Sits  mourning  on  fome  withered  ftalkc. 

The[re]  to  my  felfe,  I  doe  recount. 
How  far  my  woes,  my  ioyes  furmount. 

How  Loue  requiteth  me  with  hate  : 
How  all  my  pleafures  end  in  paine, 
How  hate  doth  fay,  my  hope  is  vaine. 

How  fortune  frownes  vpon  my  ftate. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


The  Phoenix  Nejl,  1 03 

And  in  this  moode,  charg  d  with  defpaire, 
With  vapored  fighes,  I  dim  the  aire, 

And  to  the  Gods  make  this  requeft  : 
That  by  the  ending  of  my  life, 
I  may  haue  truce  with  this  ftrange  ftrife, 

And  bring  my  foule  to  better  reft. 


A  COUNTERLOUE. 

Declare,  O  minde,  from  fond  defires  excluded. 
That  thou  didft  find  erewhile,  by  Loue  deluded. 

An  eie,  the  plot,  whereon  Loue  fets  his  gin, 
Beautie,  the  trap,  wherein  the  heedles  fall, 
A  fmile,  the  traine,  that  drawes  the  fimple  in, 
Sweete  words,  the  wilie  inftrument  of  all, 
Intreaties  pofts,  faire  promifes  are  charmes, 
Writing,  the  meffenger,  that  wooes  our  harmes. 

Miftreffe,  and  feruant,  titles  of  mifchaunce  : 
Commaundments  done,  the  aft  of  flauerie, 
Their  coulors  worne,  a  clownifli  cognifaunce, 
And  double  dutie,  pettie  drudgerie, 
And  when  (he  twines  and  dallies  with  thy  locks, 
Thy  freedome  then  is  brought  into  the  (locks. 

To  touch  hir  hand,  hir  hand  bindes  thy  defire. 

To  weare  hir  ring,  hir  ring  is  Neffus  gift. 

To  feele  hir  breft,  hir  breft  doth  blowe  the  fire. 
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To  fee  hir  bare,  hir  bare  a  baleful  drift. 
To  baite  thine  eies  thereon,  is  loffe  of  fight, 
To  thinke  of  it,  confounds  thy  fenfes  quite. 

Kiffes  the  keies,  to  fweete  confuming  fin, 

Clofings,  Cleopatras  adders  at  thy  breft, 

Fained  refiftance  then  fhe  will  begin, 

And  yet  vnfatiable  in  all  the  reft, 

And  when  thou  dooft  vnto  the  aft  proceede, 
The  bed  doth  grone,  and  tremble  at  the  deede. 

Beautie,  a  filuer  dew  that  falls  in  May, 
Loue  is  an  Egfliell,  with  that  humor  fild, 
Defire,  a  winged  boy,  comming  that  way, 
Delights  and  dallies  with  it  in  the  field, 
The  firie  Sun,  drawes  vp  the  fhell  on  hie, 
Beautie  decaies,  Loue  dies,  defire  doth  flie. 

Vnharmd  giue  eare,  that  thing  is  hap'ly  caught, 
That  coft  fome  deere,  if  thou  maift  ha't  for  naught 


As  ioy  of  ioyes,  and  neuer  dying  blis, 
Is  to  behold  that  mightie  powre  diuine, 
Nor  may  we  craue  more  blefsednes  than  this, 
With  face  to  face,  to  fee  his  glorie  fhine, 
So  heere  on  earth,  the  onely  good  I  finde 
Is  your  fweete  fight,  my  whole  content  of  minde. 

If  to  the  hart,  mine  eie  doth  truthe  impart. 
More  faire  of  late,  than  erft  before  you  feeme, 
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Which  beautie,  though  it  breede  my  endles  fmart, 

Yet  ftill  I  loue  and  worthily  efteeme, 

And  if  thofe  beames,  would  (hine  vpon  me  ftill, 
Then  had  I  heauen,  and  happines  at  will. 

Some  things  by  fmelling  liue,  as  fame  report, 

And  fome  the  water  ioy,  to  their  defire, 

The  fubtile  ay  re,  contents  another  fort, 

And  other  fome  by  tafte  and  touch  of  fire, 
If  fuch  can  liue  with  things  of  fmall  delight, 
Much  more  fhould  I,  enioying  of  your  fight. 


Set  me  where  Phoebus  heate,  the  flowers  flaieth, 
Or  where  continuall  fnowe  withftands  his  forces, 

Set  me  where  he  his  temperate  raies  difplaieth. 
Or  where  he  comes,  or  where  he  neuer  courfes. 

Set  me  in  Fortunes  grace,  or  elfe  difcharged, 

In  fweete  and  pleafant  aire,  or  dark  and  glooming, 

Where  daies  and  nights,  are  lefler  or  enlarged. 
In  yeeres  of  ftrength,  in  failing  age,  or  blooming. 

Set  me  in  heauen,  or  earth,  or  in  the  center, 
Lowe  in  a  vale,  or  on  a  mountaine  placed, 

Set  me  in  daunger,  perill,  and  aduenture, 
Graced  by  Fame,  or  infamie  difgraccd. 

Set  me  to  thefe,  or  anie  other  triall, 
Except  my  Miftres  anger  and  deniall. 
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I  fawe  the  eies,  that  haue  my  feeing  bounde, 
I  harde  the  toong,  that  made  my  fpeech  to  ftaie, 
Hir  wit,  my  thoughts  did  captiue  and  confounde, 
And  with  hir  graces,  drew  my  life  away, 
Vnto  hir  life,  in  whom  my  fences  Hues, 
My  fpirit  vp  himfelfe,  for  tribute  giues. 

She  fawe  mine  eies,  and  they  recouer'd  light, 
She  fpake  to  me,  and  I  had  powre  to  fpeake, 
She  graced  me,  and  I  regained  fpright, 
She  freed  my  hart,  that  readie  was  to  breake, 

My  life,  that  erft  beginning  had  in  me, 

Now  by  hir  being,  doth  begin  to  be. 

Mine  eies,  behold  the  beautie  raignes  in  hir, 
Speake  toong  of  hir,  that  nothing  is  but  wonder, 
To  honor  hir,  my  fpirits  onely  ftir, 
Serue  hir  my  hart,  or  hart  deuide  afunder ; 
And  life,  liue  in  the  fauor  flie  hath  fliowne, 
Whereby  thou  haft  more  ftrength  than  was  thine  owne. 

Miftres,  this  grace  vnto  your  feruant  giue, 
Thus  for  to  liue,  or  not  at  all  to  liue. 


Narciffus  neuer  by  defire  diftreffed, 
Elefted  for  the  folace  of  his  dwelling. 

The  diuers  coullerd  Medowe  liuely  dreffed, 
And  fed  with  current  frefh,  of  waters  fwelling. 
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The  while  he  Hues  in  libertie,  thrife  bleffed, 

Loue  fees  and  enuieth  his  life  excelling, 
And  in  the  waters  ftreight,  a  (hape  expreffed, 

The  poyfon  of  his  life,  and  freedomes  quelling. 

So  carelefle  I,  that  romed  foorth  vnarmed, 

Not  dreading  Loue,  who  watches  rebels  narrow, 

No  fooner  fawe  hir  eies,  than  inlie  warmed, 
With  vnperceiued  flames  within  the  marrow. 

And  yet  of  both,  my  felfe  moft  deepely  harmed, 
With  waters  ?  he  I  with  a  burning  arrow, 

He  drown'd  in  waues,  the  which  his  teares  did  cherifh, 
I  Hue  in  fire,  and  die ;  and  yet  not  perifh. 


The  firmament  with  golden  ftars  adorned, 
The  Saylers  watchfull  eies,  full  well  contenteth, 
And  afterward  with  tempeft  ouerfpred. 
The  abfent  lights  of  heauen,  he  fore  lamenteth. 

Your  face,  the  firmament  of  my  repofe. 

Long  time  haue  kept  my  waking  thoughts  delighted, 

But  now  the  clouds  of  forrow  ouergoes 

Your  glorious  fkies,  wherewith  I  am  affrighted. 

For  I  that  haue  my  life  and  fortunes  placed. 
Within  the  fhip,  that  by  thofe  planets  faileth, 
By  enuious  chaunce,  am  ouermuch  difgraced. 
Seeing  the  Loadflar  of  my  courfes  faileth. 
And  yet,  content  to  drowne,  without  repining. 
To  haue  my  ftars  affoord  the  world  their  (hining. 
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Ceafe  reftles  thoughts,  furcharg'd  with  heauines, 
Loue,  fortune,  and  difdaine,  with  their  endeuer, 
The  forces  of  my  life  will  foone  diffeuer, 

Without  the  fting  of  your  vnquietnes. 

And  thou  oh  hart,  guiltie  of  my  diftrefle, 

To  harbor  thefe  faire  foes,  dooft  ftill  perfeuer. 
Whereby  thou  fhewft  falfe  traitor,  thou  hadft  leuer 

Their  conqueft,  than  mine  eafe  and  happines. 

In  thee,  Loues  meflengers  haue  taken  dwelling, 
Fortune  in  thee,  hir  pompe  triumphant  fpreadeth, 

Difdaine  hath  fpent  on  thee  hir,  bitter  fwelling, 

Thus  thou  the  root,  from  whence  my  woes  proceedeth. 

Ceafe  then  vaine  thoughts,  no  more  my  forows  double. 
Loue,  fortune,  and  difdaine,  ynough  of  trouble. 


Thinking  vpon  the  name,  by  Loue  engraued, 
Within  my  hart,  to  be  my  Hues  direfter. 
The  value  of  the  whole  entirely  faued, 
I  reade  vpon  the  fillables  this  lecter, 

Maruell,  the  firft  into  my  fpirits  foundeth. 
And  maruelling  at  hir,  the  maruell  woundeth. 

I  feeke  to  Gaine,  as  by  the  fecond's  ment, 
An  intereft  in  this  admired  maruaile, 
But  cannot  finde  a  meane  fufficient, 
So  hie  a  rated  Gem  to  counteruaile, 

There  is  no  weight  in  fire  ordaind  to  fhine, 
Nor  counterworth  of  any  thing  diuine. 
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The  laft  doth  giue  me  counfell  to  Retire, 
And  rpft  content,  that  Loue  hath  bleft  my  fight, 
And  toucht  my  fancie  with  th'  immortall  fire, 
Of  this  diuine  and  precious  Margaret, 
And  thanke  my  fortune  of  exceeding  fauour, 
As  to  be  thralled  to  fo  fweete  behauour. 


O  fee  my  hart,  vncertaine  what  effeft. 

Shall  finally  enfue  fo  high  a  fcope, 

See  what  it  is,  a  Mafter  to  negleft. 

To  haue  a  Miftres  entertaind  on  hope, 
He  whom  it  was  thy  fortune  firft  to  ferue, 
As  fhe  doth  now,  could  neuer  fee  thee  fterue. 

There,  meanly  lodg'd,  yet  niery  were  thy  daies, 
Here,  high  conceited  intermixt  with  feare, 
There,  words  and  works  all  one,  here  great  dclaies, 
There,  things  were  in  their  kinde,  here  as  they  were, 
Thy  hopes  there  fmall,  but  yet  affured  Loue, 
And  here,  though  great,  God  knowes  if  any  proue. 

Yet  must  I  not  difcourage  thine  intent. 

All  paines  and  torments  fuffred  for  hir  fake, 

May  be  in  fine  well  anfwerd  by  euent. 

If  fo  thy  fute  in  time  effeft  may  take. 
But  tell  hir  what  thy  former  Mafter  faies 
Curfed  is  he  that  dieth  through  delaies. 
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To  make  a  truce,  fvveete  Miftres  with  your  eies, 

How  often  haue  I  proffred  you  my  hart, 

Which  profers  vnefteemed  you  defpife, 

As  far  to  meane,  to  equall  your  defart, 

Your  minde,  wherein,  all  hie  perfeftions  flovve, 
Deignes  not  the  thought,  of  things  that  are  fo  iowe. 

To  ftriue  to  alter  his  defires  were  vaine, 
Whofe  vowed  hart,  affefts  no  other  place, 
The  which  fince  you  defpife,  I  doe  difdaine, 
To  count  it  mine,  as  erft  before  it  was : 
•  For  that  is  mine,  which  you  alone  alow, 
As  I  am  yours,  and  onely  Hue  for  you. 

Now  if  I  him  forfake,  and  he  not  finde. 
His  wretched  exile,  fuccord  by  your  eies, 
He  can  not  yeeld,  to  feme  anothers  minde, 
Nor  Hue  alone,  for  nature  that  denies, 

Then  die  he  muft,  for  other  choife  is  none, 

But  Hue  in  you,  or  me,  or  die  alone. 

Whofe  haples  death,  when  Fame  abroad  hath  blowne, 

Blame  and  reproch,  procures  vnto  vs  both, 

I,  as  vnkinde,  forfaking  fo  mine  owne, 

But  you  much  more,  from  whom  the  rigour  groweth, 
And  fo  much  more,  will  your  difhonour  be, 
By  how  much  more,  it  loued  you  than  me. 

Sweete  Ladie  then,  the  harts  misfortune  rue, 
Whofe  loue  and  feruice  euermore  was  true. 
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Seeing  thofe  eies,  that  with  the  Sun  contendeth, 
For  maieftie  of  light,  and  excellence, 
A  quickning  pleafure  fecretly  defcendeth 
Into  my  hart,  by  fubtill  influence. 

Not  feeing  them,  horror  my  blifle  depriueth, 
And  I,  as  one,  by  publike  lawe  conuifted, 
Whom  rigorouflie,  the  hedfman  onward  driueth 
To  fhamefull  death,  moft  heauily  afflifted  : 

I  onely  Hue,  when  I  behold  your  fhining, 

Bright  ftars,  rare  lights,  fweete  authors  of  my  gladnes, 

Abfent  from  you,  my  hart  in  forrow  pining, 

Doth  feede  on  teares,  on  anguifh,  griefe,  and  fadnes. 

Then  maruell  not,  if  I  defire  acceffe, 
Vnto  the  fountaine  of  my  happines. 


To  (hun  the  death,  my  rare  and  chofen  luell. 
That  couertly,  within  your  eies  foiourneth, 
I  flie,  and  flying  feele  the  fire,  more  cruell. 
Wherewith  offended,  loue  my  fpirits  burneth. 

A  death  moft  painefull,  and  the  paine  more  bitter, 
Then  I  returne,  refolued  in  opinion, 
Since  I  muft  die,  neere,  or  farre  of,  tys  fitter. 
To  end  my  life,  within  her  eies  dominion. 

O  then  difplaie  (faire  Eies)  your  influence, 
That  I,  into  the  deeper  flames  afcending, 
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Fall  foone  to  a(hes,  by  hir  excellence. 
And  better  be  contented  with  my  ending. 

And,  all  remooued,  that  my  quiet  hinders, 
Rake  vp  both  loue,  and  life,  within  thofe  cinders. 


Of  all  the  woes  my  penfiue  hart  endureth, 
It  greeues  me  mod,  when  I  my  forrowes  frame, 
I  knowe  not  what,  this  wretchednes  procureth, 
Nor  whereupon  I  am  to  caft  the  blame. 

The  fault  isf  not  in  hir,  for  well  I  fee, 
I  am  vnworthy  of  hir  grace,  in  this, 
Nor  yet  in  loue,  who  hath  vouchfafed  me. 
To  knowe  within  this  life  fo  rare  a  blifle. 

To  grieue  me  of  my  fight,  then  comes  the  minde, 

As  head  and  author  of  my  haples  woes : 

But  better  afterward  aduifde,  I  finde, 

That  onely  from  hir  lookes,  all  fweetnes  floes. 

And  when  iuft  caufe  of  forrowing  doth  faile, 
I  waile,  in  fine,  bicaufe  I  cannot  waile. 


Diuide  my  times,  and  rate  my  wretched  howres, 
From  day  to  month,  from  month  to  many  yeeres, 

And  then  compare  my  fweeteft  to  my  fowres, 
To  fee  which  more  in  equal  I  view  appeeres, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


The  Phoeiiix  Nefi.  1 1 3 

And  iudge,  if  for  my  daies  and  yeeres  of  care, 
I  haue  but  howres  of  comfort  to  compare. 

luft  and  not  much  it  were,  in  thefe  extreemes, 
So  hard  a  touch,  and  torment  of  the  thought. 

For  any  minde,  that  any  right  efteemes, 
To  yeeld  fo  fmall  delite,  fo  deerely  bought. 

But  he  that  Hues  but  in  his  owne  defpite. 

Is  not  to  finde  his  fortune  by  his  right. 

The  life  that  ftill  runs  forth  hir  wearie  waies, 
With  fowre  to  fawce  the  dainties  of  delite, 

And  care  to  choake  the  pleafure  of  hir  daies, 
And  no  rewarde,  thofe  many  wrongs  to  quite. 

No  blame  to  holde  fuch  irkfome  time  in  hate, 

As  but  to  loffe,  prolongs  a  wretched  ftate 

And  fo  I  loath,  euen  to  behold  the  light. 

That  (hines  without  all  pleafure  to  mine  eies. 

With  greedie  wifh,  I  wait  ftill  for  the  night, 
Yet  neither  this  I  finde,  that  may  fuffice. 

Not  that  I  holde,  the  day  in  more  delight. 

But  that  alike,  I  loath  both  day  and  night. 

The  day  I  fee,  yeelds  but  increafe  of  care, 
The  night  that  fhould  by  nature  ferne  to  reft, 

Againft  hir  kinde,  denies  fuch  eafe  to  fpare. 
As  pitie  would  affoord  the  foule  oppreft, 

And  broken  fleepes  oft  times  prefent  in  fight 

A  dreaming  wifti,  beguild  with  falfe  delight. 
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The  fleepe,  or  elfe  what  fo  for  fweete  appeares, 

Is  vnto  me  but  pleafure  in  defpite ; 
The  flowre  of  age,  the  name  of  yonger  yeeres, 

Doe  but  vfurpe  the  title  of  delite, 
For  careful!  thought  and  forow  fundry  waies, 
Confumes  my  youth,  before  my  aged  daies. 

The  touch,  the  fting,  the  torment  of  defire, 
To  ftriue  beyond  the  compas  of  reftraint, 

Kept  from  the  reach  whereto  it  would  afpire, 
Giues  caufe  (God  knowes)  too  iuft  to  my  complaint, 

Befides  the  wrongs,  which  now  with  my  diftreffe, 

My  meaning  is,  in  filence  to  fupprefle. 

Oft  with  my  felfe,  I  enter  in  deuife. 

To  reconcile  thefe  wearie  thoughts  to  peace : 

I  treat  for  truce,  I  flatter  and  entice, 

My  wrangling  wits,  to  worke  for  their  releafe, 

But  all  in  vaine,  I  feeke  the  meanes  to  finde, 

That  might  appeafe,  the  difcord  of  my  minde. 

For  when  I  force  a  fained  mirth  in  (hoe, 
And  would  forget,  and  fo  beguile  my  greefe, 

I  cannot  rid  my  felfe  of  forow  fo, 
Altho  I  feede  vpon  a  falfe  beleefe. 

For  inward  touch  of  vncontented  minde, 

Returns  my  cares  by  courfe  vnto  their  kinde. 

Wainde  from  my  will,  and  thus  by  triall  taught, 

How  for  to  holde,  all  fortune  in  regard, 
Though  heere  I  boaft,  a  knowledge  deerely  bought, 
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Yet  this  poore  gaine,  I  reape  for  my  reward, 
I  learne  hereby,  to  harden  and  prepare, 
A  readie  minde,  for  all  affaults  of  care. 

Whereto  as  one,  euen  from  my  cradle  borne, 

And  not  to  looke  for  better  to  enfue, 
I  yeeld  my  felfe,  and  wi(h  thefe  times  outworne, 

That  but  remaine  my  torments  to  renue. 
And  leaue  to  thofe,  thefe  daies  of  my  defpite, 
Whofe  better  hap,  may  Hue  to  more  delite. 


A  DESCRIPTION  OF  LOUE. 

Now  what  is  Loue,  I  praie  thee  tell, 
It  is  that  fountaine  and  that  well, 
Where  pleafure  and  repentance  dwell, 
It  is  perhaps  that  fauncing  bell. 
That  tols  all  in  to  heauen  or  hell. 
And  this  is  Loue,  as  I  heare  tell. 

Yet  what  is  Loue,  I  praie  thee  faie  ? 
It  is  a  worke,  on  holie  daie, 
It  is  December  matcht  with  Maie, 
When  luftie  blouds,  in  frefh  araie, 
Heare  ten  months  after  of  the  plaie. 
And  this  is  Loue  as  I  heare  faie. 

Yet  what  is  Loue,  I  praie  thee,  faine  ? 
It  is  a  Sunfliine  mixt  with  raine. 
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It  is  a  tooth  ache,  or  like  paine 
It  is  a  game,  where  none  doth  gaine, 
The  Lafle  faith  no,  and  would  full  faine, 
And  this  is  Loue,  as  I  heare  faine. 

Yet  what  is  Loue,  I  pray  thee  fay, 

It  is  a  yea,  it  is  a  nay, 

A  pretie  kinde  of  fporting  fray, 

It  is  a  thing  will  foone  away : 

Then  take  the  vantage  while  you  may, 

And  this  is  Loue,  as  I  heare  fay. 

Yet  what  is  Loue  I  pray  thee  (hoe, 
A  thing  that  creepes,  it  cannot  goe, 
A  prize  that  pafleth  to  and  fro, 
A  thing  for  one,  a  thing  for  mo. 
And  he  that  proues  muft  finde  it  fo, 
And  this  is  Loue  (fweet  friend)  I  troe. 


THE  DESCRIPTION  OF  lEALOUSIE. 

A  feeing  friend,  yet  enimie  to  reft, 

A  wrangling  paflion,  yet  a  gladfom  thought, 

A  bad  companion,  yet  a  welcom  gueft, 
A  knowledge  wifht,  yet  found  too  foone  vnfought, 

From  heauen  fuppofde,  yet  fure  condemn'd  to  hell. 

Is  lealoufie,  and  there  forlorne  doth  dwell. 

And  thence  doth  fend  fond  feare  and  falfe  fufpeS, 
To  haunt  our  thoughts  bewitched  with  miftruft, 
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Which  breedes  in  vs  the  ifliue  and  effeft, 
Both  of  conceits  and  a£lions  far  vniuft, 
The  griefe,  the  fhame,  the  fmart,  wherof  doth  proue, 
That  lealoufie  's  both  death  and  hell  to  Loue. 

For  what  but  hell  moues  in  the  iealous  hart, 
Where  reftles  feare  works  out  all  wanton  ioyes, 

Which  doth  both  quench  and  kill  the  louing  part, 

And  cloies  the  minde  with  worfe  than  knowne  annoyes, 

Whofe  pfeffure  far  exceeds  hells  deepe  extreemes, 

Such  life  leads  Loue  entangled  with  mifdeemes. 


Ah  poore  Conceit,  delite  is  dead, 
Thy  pleafant  dales  are  doon, 

The  fliadie  dales  mud  be  his  walke, 
That  cannot  fee  the  funne. 

The  world  I  now  to  witnes  call, 
The  heauens  my  records  be : 

If  euer  I  were  falfe  to  Loue, 
Or  Loue  were  true  to  me. 

I  know  it  now,  I  knew  it  not, 

But  all  too  late  I  rew  it, 
I  rew  not  that  I  knew  it  not. 

But  that  I  euer  knew  it. 

My  care  is  not  a  fond  conceit, 
That  breedes  a  fained  fmart, 
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My  griefes  doe  gripe  me  at  the  gall, 
And  gnaw  me  at  the  hart. 

My  teares  are  not  thofe  fained  drops, 
That  fall  from  fancies  eies, 

But  bitter  ftreames  of  ftrange  diftreffe, 
Wherein  difcomfort  lies. 

My  fighcs  are  not  thofe  heauie  fighes, 
That  fhowes  a  fickly  breath, 

My  paflions  are  the  perfeft  fignes, 
And  very  paincs  of  death. 

In  fum  to  make  a  dolefull  end, 

To  fee  my  death  fo  nie, 
That  forow  bids  me  fing  my  laft. 

And  fo  my  fenfes  die. 


Short  is  my  reft,  whofe  toile  is  ouerlong, 

My  ioyes  are  darke,  but  cleere  I  fee  my  woe, 

My  fafetie  fmall :  great  wracks  I  bide  by  wrong, 
Whofe  time  is  fwift,  and  yet  my  hap  but  floe, 

Each  griefe  and  wound,  in  my  poore  hart  appeeres, 

That  laugheth  howres,  and  weepeth  many  yeeres. 

Deedes  of  the  day,  are  fables  for  the  night, 

Sighes  of  defire,  are  fmoakes  of  thoughtfuU  teares, 

My  fteps  are  falfe,  although  my  paths  be  right, 
Difgrace  is  bolde,  and  fauor  full  of  feares, 

Difquiet  fleepe,  keepes  audit  of  my  life. 

Where  rare  content,  doth  make  difpleafure  rife. 
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The  doleful!  bell,  that  is  the  voice  of  time, 
Cals  on  my  end,  before  my  haps  be  feene, 

Thus  fals  my  hopes,  whofe  harmes  haue  power  to  clime, 
Not  come  to  haue  that  long  in  wifh  hath  beene, 

I  feeke  your  loue,  and  feare  not  others  hate^ 

Be  you  with  me,  and  I  haue  Caefars  ftate. 


THE  PRAISE  OF  VIRGINITIE. 

Virginitie  refembleth  right  the  Rofe, 
That  gallantly  within  the  garden  growes, 
Whilft  in  the  mothers  bodie  it  doth  (land, 
Of  nibling  (heepe  vntoucht,  or  (hepherds  hand. 
The  aire  thereon,  and  ruddie  morne  doth  fmile. 
The  earth  and  waters,  fauours  it  that  while, 
Braue  luftie  youth,  and  the  inamord  Dame, 
Euen  fo  doth  age,  and  temples  craue  the  fame. 

But  when  from  naturall  ftalke,  it  is  remou'd, 
And  place  where  it,  fo  highly  was  belou'd, 
The  grace  that  earth,  and  heauen  thereon  did  caft. 
With  beautie,  fauor,  loue,  and  all  is  pad. 
Euen  fo  the  Maid,  when  once  hir  flowre  is  loft, 
More  deere  than  eie,  or  life,  or  what  is  moft, 
The  loue  and  liking,  which  fhe  had  before, 
Forgoeth  quite,  and  fhe  efteem'd  no  more. 

Ladies  Lenuoy  to  you  that  haue  this  prize, 
I  reed  ye  hold  your  owne,  if  you  be  wife. 
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0  Night,  O  ielious  night,  repugnant  to  my  pleafures, 
O  night  fo  long  defir'd,  yet  croffe  to  my  content, 

Ther's  none  but  onely  thou  that  can  performe  my  pleafures, 
Yet  none  but  onely  thou  that  hindereth  my  intent 

Thy  beams,  thy  fpiteful  beams,  thy  lamps  that  burn  to 
brightly, 

Difcover  all  my  traines,  and  naked  lay  my  drifts, 
That  night  by  night  I  hope,  yet  faile  my  purpofe  nightly. 

Thy  enuious  glaring  gleame  defeateth  fo  my  fliifts. 

Sweet  night  withhold  thy  beams,  withhold  them  til  to 
morrow, 
Whofe  ioyes  in  lack  fo  long,  a  hell  of  torments  breedes, 
Sweete  night,  fweete  gentle  night,  doe  not  prolong  my 
forow, 
Defire  is  guide  to  me,  and  Loue  no  Loadftar  needes. 

Let  Sailers  gaze  on  ftars  and  Moone  fo  freflily  fliining, 
Let  them  that  miffe  the  way  be  guided  by  the  light, 

1  knowe  my  Ladies  bowre,  there  needes  no  more  diuining, 
Affeflion  fees  in  darke,  and  Loue  hath  eies  by  night. 

Dame  Cinthia  couch  awhile,  holde  in  thy  homes  for  Ihining, 
And  glad  not  lowring  night,  with  thy  too  glorious  raies, 

But  be  fhe  dim  and  darke,  tempeftuous  and  repining, 
That  in  hir  fpite,  my  fport  may  worke  thy  endles  praife. 

And  when  my  will  is  wrought,  then   Cinthia  fhine  good 
Ladie, 

All  other  nights  and  daies,  in  honour  of  that  night, 
That  happie  heauenly  night,  that  night  fo  darke  and  (hadie, 

Wherein  my  Loue  had  eies,  that  lighted  my  delight. 
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Svveete  Violets,  (Loues  paradice)  that  fpred 
Your  gracious  odours,  which  you  couched  beare, 
Within  your  palie  faces, 

Vpon  the  gentle  wing  of  fome  calme  breathing  winde, 
That  plaies  amidfl  the  plaine, 
If  by  the  fauour  of  propicious  ftars  you  gaine 

Such  grace,  as  in  my  Ladies  bofome  place  to  finde, 
Be  prowd  to  touch  thofe  places, 
And  whe  hir  warmth  your  moifture  forth  doth  wear. 

Whereby  hir  daintie  parts  are  fweetly  fed, 
Your  honors  of  the  flowrie  meads  I  pray. 
You  pretie  daughters  of  the  earth  and  Sun, 
With  milde  and  feemly  breathing  ftraight  difplay 
My  bitter  fighes  that  haue  my  hart  vndoon. 

Vermilion  Rofes  that  with  new  daies  rife, 

Difplay  your  Crimfen  folds,  frefh  looking  faire, 
Whofe  radiant  bright,  difgraces 

The  rich  adorned  raies  of  Rofeat  rifing  morne, 
(Ah)  if  hir  virgins  hand 
Doe  pluck  your  pure,  ere  Phoebus  view  the  land, 

And  vaile  your  gracious  pomp  in  louely  natures  fcorne, 
If  chaunce  my  Miftres  traces, 
Fafte  by  your  flowres  to  take  the  Sommers  aire, 

Then  wofuU  blufhing  tempt  hir  glorious  eies. 
To  fpread  their  teares  Adonis  death  reporting, 
And  tell  Loues  torments  forowing  for  hir  frend, 
Whofe  drops  of  blood  within  your  leaus  conforting 
Report  faire  Venus  mones  withouten  end. 
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Then  may  remorfe  (in  pitying  of  my  fmart) 
Drie  vp  my  teares,  and  dwell  within  hir  hart. 


Aurora  now,  began  to  rife  againe, 

From  watrie  couch,  and  from  old  Tithons  fide, 

In  hope  to  kiffe  vpon  Afteian  plaine, 

Yong  Cephalus,  and  through  the  golden  glide, 

On  Eafterne  coaft,  (he  caft  fo  great  a  light, 
That  Phoebus  thought  it  time  to  make  retire, 
From  Thetis  Bowre,  wherein  he  fpent  the  night, 
To  light  the  world  againe  with  heauenly  fire. 

Nor  fooner  gan  his  winged  fteedes  to  chafe 
The  Stigian  night,  mantled  in  dufkie  vale, 
But  poore  Amyntas,  hafteth  him  apace, 
In  defarts  thus,  to  weepe  a  wofuU  tale. 

Now  filent  (hades,  and  all  that  dwell  therein. 

As  Birds,  or  Beafts,  or  Wormes  that  creepe  on  grounde, 

Difpofe  your  felues  to  teares,  while  I  begin, 

To  rew  the  griefe,  of  mine  eternall  wounde. 

And  dolefuU  ghofts,  whofe  nature  flies  the  light. 
Come  feate  your  felues  with  me  on  eu*ry  fide, 
And  whilft  I  die  for  want  of  my  delight. 
Lament  the  woes  that  Fancie  me  betide. 
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Phillis  is  dead,  the  marke  of  my  defire, 
My  caufe  of  loue,  and  fhipwracke  of  my  ioyes, 
Phillis  is  gone,  that  fet  my  hart  on  fire, 
That  clad  my  thoughts  with  ruinous  annoyes. 

Phillis  is  fled,  and  bides  I  wot  not  where, 
Phillis  (alas)  the  praife  of  woman  kinde, 
Phillis,  the  Sun  of  this  our  hemifphere, 
Whofe  beames  made  me  and  many  others  blindc. 

But  blinded  me  (poore  man)  aboue  the  reft, 
That  like  olde  Oedipus,  I  liue  in  thrall. 
Still  feele  the  worft,  and  neuer  hope  the  beft, 
My  mirth  is  mone,  my  honie  drownd  in  gall. 

Hir  faire,  but  cruell  eies,  bewitcht  my  fight, 

Hir  fweete,  but  fading  fpeech,  enthrald  my  thought, 

And  in  hir  deeds  I  reaped  fuch  delight. 

As  brought  both  will,  and  libertie  to  nought. 

Therefore,  all  hope  of  happines  adue, 
Adue  defire  the  fource  of  all  my  care, 
Difpaire  me  tels  my  weale  will  nere  renue, 
Till  this  my  foule,  doth  paffe  in  Charons  Crare. 

Meane  time,  my  minde  muft  fuffer  Fortunes  fkorne, 
My  thoughts  ftil  wound,  like  wounds  that  ftil  are  green 
My  weakned  lyms,  be  laide  on  beds  of  thorne, 
My  life  decaies,  although  my  death  forefeene. 

Mine  eies,  now  eies  no  more,  but  feas  of  teares, 
Weepe  on  your  fill,  to  coole  my  burning  breft, 
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Where  Loue  did  place  defire,  twixt  hope,  and  feares, 
(I  fay)  defire,  the  author  of  vnreft. 

And  (would  to  gods)  Phillis  where  ere  thou  be, 
Thy  foule  did  fee,  the  fowre  of  mine  eftate, 
My  ioyes  eclipft,  for  onely  want  of  thee, 
My  being  with  my  felfe  at  foule  debate. 

My  humble  vowes,  my  fuflferance  of  woe, 
My  fobs,  and  fighes,  my  euerwatching  eies, 
My  plaintife  teares,  my  wandring  to  and  froe, 
My  will  to  die,  my  neuer  ceafing  cries. 

No  doubt  but  then,  thy  forrows  would  perfvvade 
The  doome  of  death  to  cut  my  vitall  twift. 
That  I  with  thee,  amidft  th'  infemall  fhade, 
And  thou  with  me,  might  fport  vs  as  we  lift. 

O  if  thou  waite  on  faire  Proferpines  traine. 
And  heareft  Orpheus,  neere  th  Elifian  fprings, 
Entreat  thy  Queene,  to  free  thee  thence  againe, 
And  let  the  Thracian  guide  thee  with  his  ftrings. 

T.  W,  Gent. 


Away,  difpaire,  the  death  of  hopeles  harts, 
For  hope  and  truth,  affure  me  long  agoe, 
That  pleafure  is  the  end  of  lingring  fmarts. 
When  time,  with  iuft  content,  rewardeth  woe. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


The  Phoenix  Nejl,  125 

Sweet  vertues  throne  is  built  in  labours  towre, 
Where  Lawrell  wreath's  are  twift  for  them  alone, 
Whofe  gals  are  burft  with  often  tailed  fowre, 
Whofe  blis  from  bale  is  fprong,  whofe  mirth  fro  mone. 

I  therefore  ftriue  by  toyles,  to  raife  my  name, 
And  lafon  like,  to  gaine  a  golden  fleece, 
The  end  of  eu*ry  worke  doth  crowne  the  fame, 
As  witnes  well,  the  happie  harmes  of  Greece  : 
For  if  the  Greekes,  had  foone  got  Pryams  feat, 
The  glory  of  their  paines,  had  not  been  great. 

r.  W.  Gent. 


I  hope  and  feare,  that  for  my  weale  or  woe, 
That  heau'nly  lampe,  which  yeelds  both  heat  &  light. 

To  make  a  throne,  for  gods  on  earth  belowe, 
Is  cut  in  twaine,  and  fixt  in  my  delight. 

Which  two  faire  hemifpheres,  through  light  &  heat. 

Planting  defire,  driue  reafon  from  hir  feate. 

No,  no,  my  too  forgetfull  toong  blafpheames, 

I  fliould  haue  faide,  that  where  thefe  hemifpheres 

In  harts,  through  eies,  fixe  hot  and  lightfome  beanies, 
There  reafon  works  defire,  and  hopes  breed  feares, 

O  onely  obieft,  for  an  Eagles  eie, 

Whofe  light  and  heate,  make  men  to  liue  and  die. 

Twixt  thefe,  a  daintie  paradife  doth  lie, 

As  fweete  as  in  the  Sunne  the  Phenix  Bowre, 
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As  white  as  fnowe,  as  fmooth  as  luorie. 

As  faire,  as  Psyches  bofome,  in  that  howre, 
When  file  difclofde  the  boxe  of  Beauties  Queene, 
All  this  and  more,  is  in  Sibilia  feene. 

T.  IV,  Geftt. 


Sir  painter,  are  thy  colours  redie  fet, 
My  Miftreffe  can  not  be  with  thee  to  day, 
Shee  *s  gone  into  the  field  to  gather  May, 
The  timely  Prymrofe,  and  the  Violet : 
Yet  that  thou  maid,  not  difappointed  bee, 
Come  draw  hir  pi6lure  by  [my]  fantafee. 

And  well  for  thee,  to  paint  her  by  thine  eare, 
For  fhould  thine  eie,  vnto  that  office  ferue. 
Thine  Eie  and  Hand,  thy  Art  &  Hart  would  fwerue, 
Such  maieftie  hir  countenance  doth  beare, 
And  where  thou  wert  Apelles  thought  before, 
For  failing  fo,  thou  fliouldft  be  praifd  no  more. 

Draw  firft  hir  Front ;  a  perfeft  luorie  white, 
Hie,  fpatious,  round  and  fmooth  on  either  fide, 
Hir  temples  brancht  with  vains,  blew,  opening  wide, 
As  in  the  Map  Danubius  runs  in  fight : 
Colour  her  femicircled  browes  with  iet, 
The  throne  where  Loue  triumphantly  doth  fet. 

Regard  hir  Eie,  hir  eie  a  woondrous  part. 
It  woundeth  deepe,  and  cureth  by  and  by, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


The  Phoenix  Nejl.  1 27 

It  driues  away,  and  draweth  curteoufly, 
It  breeds  and  calmes,  the  tempeft  of  the  hart, 
And  what  to  lightning  loue,  belongeth  too. 
The  fame  hir  lookes,  with  more  effeft  can  doe. 

Hir  Cheeke,  refembleth  euerie  kinde  of  way, 
The  Lillie  ftainde,  with  fweet  Adonis  blood. 
As  wounded  he  ftrai'd  vp  and  downe  the  wood, 
For  whom  faire  Venus  languiftit  many  a  day, 
Or  plainly  more  to  anfwere  your  demaune, 
Hir  cheekes  are  Rofes,  ouercaft  with  lawne. 

Hir  louely  Lip,  doth  others  all  excell, 

On  whom  it  pleafe  (ay  me)  a  kiffe  beftoe, 

He  neuer  tafteth  afterward  of  woe, 

Such  fpeciall  vertue  in  the  toutch  doth  dwell : 
The  colour  tempred  of  the  morning  red, 
Wherewith  Aurora  doth  adorne  hir  head. 

Hir  ample  Cheft,  an  heauenly  plot  of  ground. 

The  fpace  betweene,  a  Paradife  at  leaft, 

Parnaffus  like,  hir  twifolde  mounting  bread, 

Hir  heauenly  graces,  heapingly  abound, 

Loue  fpreads  his  conquering  colours  in  this  feeld. 
Whereto  the  race  of  Gods  and  men  doe  yeeld. 

The  other  parts,  which  cuftom  doth  conceale, 

Within  a  farcenet  vaile  thou  muft  conuay, 

So  due  proportion  well  difcerne  I  may. 

What  though  the  garment  doe  not  all  reueale, 
The  (hadow  of  a  naked  thigh  may  fraight 
His  head  brim  full,  hath  any  fine  conceit. 
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Before  hir  Feete,  vpon  a  Marble  ftone, 
Inflamed  with  the  Sunbeames  of  hir  eie, 
Depaint  my  hart  that  burneth  paflTionately, 
And  if  thy  penfill  can  fet  downe  fuch  mone, 
Thy  piflure  felfe,  will  teeling  femblance  make, 
Of  ruthe  and  pitie  for  my  torments  fake. 

How  now  Apelles,  are  thy  fenfes  tane  ? 

Haft  drawne  a  piflure,  or  drawne  out  thy  hart  ? 

Wilt  thou  be  held  a  Mafter  of  thine  art, 

And  temper  colours  tending  to  thy  bane  ? 
Happie  my  hart,  that  in  hir  Sunfhine  fri 
Aboue  thy  hap  that  in  hir  fhadow  dies. 


I  pray  thee  Loue,  fay,  whither  is  this  porting. 
Since  with  thy  deitie  firft  I  was  acquainted, 
I  neuer  faw  thee  thus  diftrafled  coafting, 

With  countenance  tainted. 

Thy  conquering  arrowes  broken  in  thy  quiuer, 
Thy  brands  that  woont  the  inward  marrow  funder, 
Fireles  and  forceles,  all  a  peeces  fhiuer, 
With  mickle  wonder. 

That  maketh  next  my  ftaylefle  thoughts  to  houer, 
I  cannot  found  this  vncouth  caufe  of  beeing, 
The  vaile  is  torne  that  did  thy  vifage  couer, 
And  thou  art  feeing. 
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A  ftranger,  one  (quoth  Lone)  of  good  demerit, 
Did  fute  and  feruice  to  his  Soueraine  proffer, 
In  any  cafe  (he  would  not  feeme  to  heare  it, 
But  fcornd  the  offer. 

And  very  now  vpon  this  Maying  morrow, 
By  breake  of  day,  he  found  me  at  my  harbour, 
I  went  to  him,  to  vnderftand  his  forrow, 
Vnto  hir  Arbour. 

Where  h'     '^ue  torments  dolefully  vnfolded, 
With  wo       that  might  a  Tigers  hart  haue  charmed, 
His  fighes  .  .id  teares,  the  mountaine  yee  had  moulted  ; 
And  (he  not  warmed. 

Hir  great  difdaine  againft  hir  Louer  proued. 
Kindled  my  brand,  that  to  hir  bred  I  feated, 
The  flames  betweene  hir  paps,  them  often  moued, 
Nor  burnt,  nor  heated. 

My  arrowes  keene  I  afterward  affaied, 
Which  from  hir  breft  without  effefl  rebounded. 
And  as  a  ball,  on  Marble  floore  they  plaied. 
With  force  confounded. 

The  brand  that  burnt,  old  Priams  Towne  to  asflies, 
Now  firft  his  operation,  wants  it  than, 
The  darts  that  Emerald  flcies  in  peeces  dafshes, 
Skornd  by  a  woman. 
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Thus  while  I  faide,  (he  toward  me  arriued. 
And  with  a  tutch  of  triumph,  neuer  doubted, 
To  teare  the  vaile,  that  vfe  of  fight  bereaued, 
So  Loue  was  louted. 

The  vaile  of  error,  from  mine  eies  bereaued, 
I  fawe  the  heauens  hope,  and  earth  hir  treafurie, 
Well  maift  thou  erre  faid  I,  I  am  deceiued, 
Bent  to  pleafure  thee. 

Ceafe  haples  man,  my  fuccors  to  importune, 
Shee  onely  Ihee,  my  ftratagemes  repelleth, 
Vainly  endeuor  I,  to  tempt  hir  Fortune, 
That  fo  excelleth. 

Content  thee  man,  that  thou  didft  fee  and  fuffer. 
And  be  content  to  fuffer,  fee,  and  die. 
And  die  content,  bicaufe  thou  once  didft  mboue  hir, 
She  difpleafd  thereby. 

And  herewithall  I  left  the  man  a  dyeng, 
For  by  his  paflions  I  perceiu'd  none  other, 
I  hie'  me  thus  afliamd  with  fpeedie  flycng 
To  tell  my  Mother. 


FINIS. 
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